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INTRODUCTION 


I Mupenious VOSS 


THE iconoclastic younger critics of the twentieth cen- 
tury have taken a good many flings at Victorianism and 
the Victorians. They have not been content to drive at 
the blind dogmatism, the narrowness, the false art, the 
hypocrisy in religion and politics, and the empty formal- 
ities and proprieties of that great time. Everything that 
connotes restraint and reticence and a healthy respect 
for the higher values, whether in art or in life, they have 
straightway branded as pretense and prudery and there- 
fore as Victorian. All times, let it be said at once, have 
had their scogtae which must be cast out. The middle of 
the last century was no exception; and the more speedily 
we detach its dross from the true metal the better. But 
critics who do not distinguish good ore from bad and who 
repeatedly throw away the gold with the slag are engaged 
in a poor and profitless business. Because the writers and 
artists of that period had a vigorous sense of superiorities 
and were unafraid to distinguish the fine from the com- 
mon, the central from the peripheral, they are thought to 
have seen but a fraction of life and to have seen that 
fraction neither steadily nor whole. 

But the position of the major Victorians, at least, seems 
more and more secure against the assaults of the newer 
age. Here and there they have had to yield ground a 
little, giving up places that at no time were strongly oc- 
cupied. The change, however, was a retirement, not a 
retreat, and they are now to be found in a situation from 
which they are not likely to be dislodged and which time 
will strengthen. For they were great men in an extraor- 
dinary period, a period of vast upheavals and readjust- 
ments in the structure of society, and therefore a period 
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of confusion and transition, when a wise and matured 
criticism of life was most urgently called for. Carlyle, 
Ruskin and Newman, Tennyson and Browning, Dickens 
and Thackeray all spoke out powerfully and often beauti- 
fully, and they have left behind them a body of prose and 
poetry so rich in content and so effective in expression 
that the world is not likely soon to let it die. 

In this group of writers one of the most distinguished 
was Matthew Arnold. In some respects he was the clear- 
est-headed and wisest of them all, even though he was as 
deeply disturbed by the unrest and as much a prey to the 
disillusionments of his day as his contemporaries. But 
he kept his balance better than most of them and made it 
his constant effort to understand his age rather than to 
find fault with it. He saw and he sought to interpret 
everything against a background of the eternal interests 
of man, man’s deep and full humanity. In the place 
of caprice, eccentricity, arbitrariness, provinciality, and 
all the forces that tend to make men one-sided and in- 
complete, Arnold pleaded for “ a spiritual center of grav- 
ity,” and “a law of measure,’ whereby the “ ordinary ” 
self might be kept in subjection to the “ permanent ” self; 
a self, he believed, that must hate (as he once confessed 
that he did) “ all over-preponderance of single elements.” 
In an age when an undisciplined and industrial democracy 
was threatening to overturn all the distinctions upon 
which a fine civilization must depend, he never ceased to 
hold up to his readers the supreme importance of the best, 
in whatever field of human endeavor. In an age of science 
when man’s imaginative nature was left unsatisfied, he 
became the most eminent defender of letters as a discipline 
intended to restore the balance and to keep alive “ the 
impulse to the development of the whole man, connect- 
ing and harmonizing all parts of him, perfecting all, leav- 
ing none to take their chance.” 

Arnold is thus the great modern humanist. In every- 
thing that he wrote, but more particularly in his prose, 
whether he was dealing with literature, politics, religion, 
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or education, he was always returning to what he called 
“the human problem ”; to the problem, that is to say, of 
the humanization of man in society. “ Man is civilized,” 
he insisted, “ when the whole body of society comes to 
live with a life worthy to be called human, and corre- 
sponding to man’s true aspirations and powers.” He 
found satisfaction in his first book of prose, the now 
famous “ Essays in Criticism,” because it was calculated 
“ to stimulate the better humanity in us ” by its treatment 
of persons whose careers bring to light “the admirable 
riches of human nature.” And in one of the last things 
that he did, his “ Civilization in the United States,” he 
pointed out that the great fault in American life was 
that it failed in distinction and in beauty; in other words, 
it failed to furnish the agencies necessary to lift life above 
the common and the ignoble and so to humanize it. What 
Arnold thus kept before himself and his public was the 
ideal of man as a high and refined nature, with “ tone, 
bearing, dignity,” who, “ ceasing to live by the animal 
life alone and to feel the pleasure of sense only, [might] 
come to participate in the intellectual life also, and to find 
enjoyment in the things of the mind.” And this ideal, 
the ideal of a sound humanism, he never lost sight of, 
either in the endless discussions and controversies of his 
time over religion and politics, or amidst the absorbing 
material and scientific progress that more and more 
threatened to overshadow all the other interests of the 
age. 
“Our own time has inherited many of the unsolved prob- 
lems of Arnold’s day. It has inherited also the enslave- 
ment to routine and machinery, to organizations and 
committees, an enslavement daily becoming more burden- 
some, more menacing. The number of discontented and 
disillusioned mortals in this newer period, with no steady 
light to pilot them, has vastly increased, especially among 
the younger intellectuals. “They wish neither to ap- 
plaud nor to revile their age: they wish to know what it is, 
what it can give them, and whether it is what they want. 
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What they want, they know very well; they want to 
educe and cultivate what is best and noblest in them- 
selves: they know, too, that this is no easy task, and they 
ask themselves sincerely whether their age and its litera- 
ture can assist them in the attempt.” In these words 
Arnold speaks for the young intellectuals of today with 
even more fitness than for those of yesterday; since our 
age more than his is “ an age wanting in moral grandeur,” 
is “an age of spiritual discomfort,” and is passionately 
engrossed in material advancement. His writings, there- 
fore, with their clear and calm appeal to the changeless 
humanity in man and with their insistence that the best 
ideas of the past (which after all may be the eternal 
ideas) shall guide us in our advance upon the future, are 
writings of peculiar worth today, more especially to those 
whose vision is clouded and whose work is yet to be done. 
II Sau 

The external facts of Arnold’s life are few and not 
of exceptional interest in themselves. He was born on 
Christmas Eve, 1822, at Laleham, Middlesex, on the 
Thames, where his father, Thomas Arnold, afterwards 
famous as the headmaster of Rugby, was teaching pri- 
vately. The influence of the father upon the son was most 
marked and can be felt everywhere in the work of Mat- 
thew Arnold, poetry and prose alike. In a letter to his 
mother after his father’s early death in 1842, he writes: 
“The more I see of the world the more I feel thankful for 
the bringing up we had, so unworldly, so sound and pure.” 
Some years later he says: “I inherit from him a deep 
sense of what, in the Greek and Roman world, was sound 
and rational.” His most beautiful tribute is the poem 
“ Rugby Chapel,” in which he recognizes his father’s power 
to lead others along the hard upward way. Arnold’s boy- 
hood summers were passed at Fox How, near Grasmere, 
in the English lake region, where he came early under the 
~ spell of Wordsworth, whose name was held in reverence 
by all the family. His formal education was severe and 
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regular according to the standards of those times. His 
school days were spent first at Winchester and later at 
Rugby, where for five years he came under his father’s 
immediate direction. The training was thoroughly clas- 
sical and precisely the kind to lay a solid foundation for 
the work that he was afterwards to do with such distinc- 
tion. 

In 1840 he won a scholarship at Balliol College, Oxford, 
and in 1841 he settled there as a student. The Tractarian 
movement for the reform of the English Church was then 
at its height and the university seethed with theological 
discussion. Newman was the great name to the under- 
graduates and Arnold heard him preach at St. Mary’s, 
as he tells us in the beautiful opening words of his Ameri- 
can lecture on Emerson. But it was not the Oxford of 
church controversies that interested him. It was rather 
the Oxford of the intellectual and higher social life; the 
age-old friend of refinement and culture and the age-old 
foe of dullness and vulgarity, rooted in a romantic and 
beautiful past; it was this many-towered city of medieval 
colleges that cast its spell over Arnold and held him for 
the rest of his life. It would be difficult to name another 
English man of letters who more truly represents the 
humanizing spirit of the university. “ Of the old Oxford 
education, literae humamiores,” says his biographer, Mr. 
Herbert Paul, “ there have been few finer products.” 

In 1845, after his graduation, Arnold was elected a 
Fellow of Oriel College, “ when (to quote Mr. Paul again) 
an Oriel Fellowship was still regarded as the most brilliant 
crown of an Oxford career.” But instead of remaining 
in residence he taught the classics for two years at Rugby 
and then became private secretary to Lord Lansdowne, 
a prominent Liberal statesman. In 1851 his chief ap- 
pointed him to an inspectorship of schools, a position 
_ which he held for thirty-five years, or until 1886. He 
discharged his duties with conscientious thoroughness, and 
at various periods he studied the school systems on the 
Continent, publishing notable reports thereon; but his 
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family letters tell of an inspector’s “ hampered existence ” 
and of the purgatory he had to go through when reading 
the “ frightful parcels ” of grammer papers that accumu- 
lated with depressing regularity. 

The dullness and drudgery involved in going over the 
work of pupils and pupil-teachers in elementary schools 
must have weighed heavily upon the spirit of Arnold. Yet 
it was during these years that practically all his writing 
was done. He began by publishing poems in a small 
volume in 1849. This was followed by other volumes of 
new and old material, until by 1855 his reputation as a 
poet, at least among the few competent to judge, was 
fairly established. In 1857 he was chosen Professor of 
Poetry at Oxford and held this position through two terms 
of five years each. Two of his volumes, “ On Translating 
Homer ” (1861-62, including “ Last Words”) and “On 
the Study of Celtic Literature” (1867), were originally 
written as lectures delivered from the Poetry chair. In 
1865 he brought out his “ Essays in Criticism,” a book that 
immediately placed him in the front rank of the critics of 
literature. After his retirement from the professorship 
Arnold entered more and more into the discussions of re- 
ligious and social questions and, until his last years, moved 
farther away from poetry and literary criticism. His 
books during this period are: “ Culture and Anarchy,” 
1869 (as a pendant to this, “Friendship’s Garland,” 
1871); “St. Paul and Protestantism,” 1870; “ Literature 
and Dogma,” 1873; “God and the Bible,” 1875; “ Last 
Essays on Church and Religion,” 1877; “ Mixed Essays,” 
1879; “Irish Essays,” 1882. 

After his marriage in 1851, Arnold lived in London for 
a time, then at Harrow, and finally at Cobham, Surrey, 
which was his home from 1873 to the end of his life. He 
enjoyed in middle and later years his growing reputation 
and influence. “I more and more have the satisfaction,” 
he wrote to his mother in 1867, “ of seeing that what I 
do produces its effect, and this inspirits me to try and 
keep myself at my best, in good temper and clear spirits, 
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and in that variety of activity which is, in my opinion, 
necessary for producing a fruitful effect in a country like 
this.” And again, referring to the attention he received 
at a Dickens dinner, he said: “It shows what comes, in 
the end, of quietly holding your own way, and bantering 
the world on the irrationality of its ways without losing 
temper with it.” Oxford conferred upon him the honor- 
ary degree D. C. L. in 1870; and in 1883 Gladstone gave 
him a pension of £250, “ as a public recognition of service 
to the poetry and literature of England.” He sailed to 
America on a lecture tour in the autumn of 1883, and 
during the winter following he delivered from various 
platforms the lectures which afterwards appeared in book 
form as “ Discourses in America” (1885). He made an- 
other visit to this country in 1886, and as a result of his 
American experiences there came a second volume called 
“ Civilization in the United States,” published in 1888, 
after his death. The same year saw the appearance, also, 
of “ Essays in Criticism,” second series. Arnold delighted 
in the leisure that was his after retirement from the in- 
spectorship, and his mind and pen were busy to the last. 
Unhappily the time left to him for the enjoyment of his 
beloved Surrey home and its neighborhoods and for the 
fulfilment of numerous literary projects was abruptly cut 
short. He died suddenly in Liverpool on the 15th of April, 
1888, while on the way to meet a daughter coming from 
America. 
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“ After moral grandeur,” says Jules Payot, “ nothing 
shines so brightly as a cultivated mind.” “ Moral gran- 
deur” is a phrase appropriate to Carlyle and Ruskin, 
while “ cultivated mind ” applies with special significance 
to Arnold. It was well for English thought and English 
literature that along with these strenuous prophets there 

should be the wise and genial Arnold, who made it his 
mission to inculcate intelligence rather than morality upon 
his ae aap He was a personal embodiment, “ ; 
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his own ideals. ‘‘ He was the most social, the most lovable, 
the most companionable of men,” says his biographer. 
“He was a good man in the best sense of that term. 
His character was a peculiarly engaging one, and it rested 
upon solid virtues which are less common than amiable. 
A better son, husband, father, there could not be. His 
moral standard was much the same as Dr. Arnold’s, and 
how high that was everybody knows. ... His appear- 
ance was both impressive and agreeable. He was tall, 
of commanding presence, with black hair which never be- 
came gray, and blue eyes. He was shortsighted, and his 
eye-glasses gave him a false air of superciliousness. In 
reality he was the most genial and admirable of men. .. . 
Roughness or rudeness he could not bear. He was es- 
sentially a polished man of the world.” The description 
fits the reader’s impression, for in his books Arnold de- 
lighted in and affected the tone and temper of the man 
of the world, just as he eschewed the undisciplined fierce- 
ness of the fanatic and the rawness and vulgarity of the 
provincial. He detested vulgarity even in a great man 
like Lord Macaulay, and pedantry even in a great man 
like Freeman. He disliked hardly less the éngoueMeltt 
that he found in Carlyle and Ruskin, and the vague 
idealism that he found in Shelley. He would have étin- 
celle, indeed, but always with “instinctive good sense 
and moderation.” He preferred the qualities that go with 
a fine, urbane intelligence — largeness, graciousness, per- 
suasion, charm, tact, sensitiveness and justness of per- 
ception. Sweetness of temper and good-humor seemed 
to him indispensable for the work he wanted to do, since 
the wild beast of Philistinism had first to be charmed 
before he could be converted. More than most mod- 
ern minds Arnold was a Greek in spirit, a Greek of the 
great times. Beyond all else he loved lucidity and re- 
straint, balance and sweet reasonableness, and these 
he found in fullest measure in Homer, Sophocles, 
and Plato. Hellenism, or a law of proportion in life 
as in art, was for him one of the two corner-stones of 
culture. 
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The other was of course Hebraism. Underneath his 
urbanity Matthew Arnold was one of the most severe and 
disciplined of men. His “ Note-Books,” published, after 
his death, by his daughter, reveal to us “ how a poet who 
lived in the world, who dined at great houses, and liked 
visits to Paris, could yet secretly live the life of a religious, 
making a monastic cell in his own heart, and retiring into 
it every day.” What he said of the poet Gray is word for 
word true of himself: “ Seriousness, character, was the 
foundation of things with him; where this was lacking he 


‘was always severe, whatever might be offered to him in 


its stead.” When one considers the fine cultivation of 
Arnold and the literary work that he did (accomplished 
for the most part, be it recalled, along with the exacting 
and often depressing duties of school inspection), one 
realizes that his life was always rigorously controlled by a 


purpose, the purpose of self-mastery and usefulness. The /, 


passage most often quoted in the “ Note-Books” is one 
from the “ Imitation”: “ Semper aliquid certi proponen- 
dum est ; always place a definite purpose before thee.”” His 
family letters contain many interesting confessions to the 
same effect. When he was twenty-nine he wrote: “ The 
aimless and unsettled, but also open and liberal state of 
our youth we must all leave and take refuge in our moral- 
ity and character; but with most of us it is a melancholy 
passage from which we emerge shorn of so many beams 
that we are almost tempted to quarrel with the law of 
nature which imposes it on us.” And a few years later: 
“To make a habitual war on depression and low spirits, 
which in one’s early youth one is apt to indulge and be 
somewhat interested in, is one of the things one learns 
as one gets older. They are noxious alike to body and 
mind, and already partake of the nature of death.” And 
again: “ ‘ Hide thy life,’ said Epicurus, and the exquisite 
zest there is in doing so can only be appreciated by those 


_ who, desiring to introduce some method into their lives, 
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have suffered from the malicious pleasure the world takes 
in trying to distract them till they are as scatter-brained 
and empty-hearted as the world itself.” 
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These high aims were in part realized through Arnold’s 
long and fruitful contact with the best literature, which 
has, he rightly insisted, “the quality of being in itself 
formative, silently formative.” He spoke modestly of 
himself as one who brought to his work “ nothing but a 
passion for the Great Masters, and an effort to study them 
without fancifulness.” He lived habitually in the atmos- 
phere of the classics, ancient and modern. The Bible he 
had at his finger tips and he quoted from it constantly, 
Old and New Testament alike. Homer and Sophocles 
were acknowledged masters in whom he found expressed 
what in the Greeks he most valued, their worship of 
imaginative reason. In the great pagan stoic, the emperor 
Marcus Aurelius, he discovered a kindred spirit that 
steadily pursued its upward way in spite of the retard- 
ing weight of all this unintelligible world. Among the 
moderns Arnold’s chosen guides were Wordsworth, Goe- 
the, and Sainte-Beuve. The poetry of Wordsworth re- 
vived him with its “ healing power,” and gave him peace 
of soul by sending him to nature and by restoring his con- 
fidence in the primal affections of the heart. Goethe was 
the supreme modern man, the greatest liberating influence 
in the world of mind and the most powerful intelligence 
working for culture and against routine, in the nineteenth 
century; hence his incalculable importance. The influ- 
ence of Sainte-Beuve is less easy to mark with pre- 
cision, but it was no less profound. He was the “ per- 
fect critic,” whose radiant manner and spirit and whose 
unbounded passion to know things as they really are 
immensely stimulated Arnold on one side of his work in 
criticism, the side of disinterestedness. 

Arnold thus lived a life wisely directed towards certain 
larger-ends, never lost sight of, never put aside, even un- 
der the constant pressure of routine and the inescapable 
burden of personal grief. It was a life such as he would 
have called (had he been speaking of another) eminently, 
nay, beautifully human. Some readers and critics have 
found him cold, or academic or restrained os gen 
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in expansiv eness and élan. It is true that he was not a 
genius of the first_rank, with the intensity and depth im- 
plied. Very likely he was not a genius at all, if by genius 
we mean a kind of flaming energy that bursts at times 
beyond the ramparts of reason and does things not 
dreamed of in our philosophy. Reason, indeed, was his 
guide rather than intuition. But Arnold was neither cold 
nor academic; and underneath his genial and urbane ex- 
terior there was, as we have observed, a nature whose 
roots seemed to draw their support from unseen sources 
of life. No words, therefore, more accurately describe 
his mind than the following from a letter to his mother: 
“No one has a stronger and more abiding sense than I 
have of the ‘daemonic’ element—as Goethe called it 
— which underlies and encompasses our life; but I think, 
as Goethe thought, that the right thing is, while conscious 
of this element, and of all that there is inexplicable round 
one, to keep pushing on one’s posts into the darkness, 
and to establish no post that is not perfectly in light and 
firm.” 
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Arnold entered the field of letters as a poet. But his 
verse drew little or no attention to him at first. His wider 
reputation came rather from his prose. Gradually, how- 
ever, his poems were recognized as among the best of 
the Victorian period. Browning pleaded for the restora- 
tion of the rejected ‘ Empedocles.” Swinburne concluded 
a highly laudatory appreciation with the words: “ his high 
and distinct seat is assured him among English poets.” 
And today there are many who hold that Arnold will sur- 
vive by his poetry. But his audience will always be small. 
It will be select, however, for he is, as Henry James has 
said, “ the poet « ‘of ‘the man of ¢ culture.” 

The reasons for this limited appeal are not far to seek. 
For most readers his poetry is too severely intellectual 
and insufficiently emotional, and its range is too narrow. 
The dominant mood of it, moreover, the elegiac, does not 
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increase its acceptance, because such a mood is infrequent, 
and even if it were not its expression fails to do what 
Arnold himself demanded of the greatest poetry — it does 
not “inspirit and rejoice” the reader. Then, too, meas- 
ured by the highest standards, it is a body of poetry 
deficient in sensuousness, in color and radiance, that is to 
say, and in music. Arnold was but mildly responsive to 
the pleasures of sense and his ear was defective. Not a 
few of his lines are little more rhythmical than ordinary 
prose. 

But when all is said of his limitations he remains, par 
excellence, the poet (to quote his words on Marcus Aure- 
lius) “of all clear-headed and scrupulous, yet pure- 
hearted and upward-striving men, in those ages most 
especially that walk by sight, not by faith, but yet have 
no open vision.” His poetry reflects the doubt and un- 
rest of sensitive intellectual natures in the presence of 
triumphant materialism and devastating science. The 
spirit of the period from which this poetry came, the 
mid-Victorian, is suggested in these words of Stopford 
Brooke: “ It was a time when every belief was challenged, 
when society had almost ceased to hope or believe in the 
future even of man on the earth, and when political and 
social ideas which prophesied the advent of a more un- 
selfish world were laughed at as impractical.... Few 
then kept their faith, whether in God or man, or in man 
alone; few were bold enough to believe that the confusion 
was not a prelude to decay but the turmoil that preceeds a 
new birth.” If this account would not fit that part of 
society represented, let us say, by such men as Lord 
Macaulay and John Bright, it would apply perfectly to a 
group represented by Arnold himself, a group, moreover, 
whose spirit is reincarnated in every age. In his poetry 
Arnold speaks for those who deeply regret their loss of 
faith and yet who cannot, like Omar, be satisfied with the 
fleeting pleasures of the moment, symbolized in the wine- 
cup. For such natures, despite their skepticism, are in- 
tensely spiritual. The life for them is the inner life. 
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They find in these poems, therefore, what they want; 
they hear not only the voice of sadness over vanished be- 
lief and of protest against the noisy tumult of the world 
and its gross materialism, but they hear also the soul’s 
ery for light and tranquillity. 

And the deliverance that the poet offers from these 
moods is just the deliverance that will forever appeal to 
those reflective minds “ that walk by sight, not by faith, 
but yet have no open vision.” The escape is first to 
nature, 


Whose secret is not joy but peace. 


Arnold’s readers will remember how he likes to close his 
poems with quiet scenes from nature — “ Sohrab, “ Em- 
pedocles,” and “ The Scholar Gipsy,” for examples — as if 
to calm the soul with beauty after the fever of action or 
thought. Repeatedly he introduces landscapes suffused 
with the serene light of early morning or evening, or he 
turns to 


The night in her silence, 
The stars in their calm. 


Thus nature is a refuge from “ the rush and glare of the 
interminable hours.” The other escape is into the “ best ” 
self. Arnold is here essentially stoical, for it is character- 
istic of the stoic that he will possess his soul in spite of 
every harassment or allurement from without. He will 
not drown his spiritual perplexities in a coarse or a re- 
fined epicureanism. He will obey the inner voices that 
speak from our eternal humanity, our sense of truth, of 
justice, of goodness, and of beauty: these may or may not 
have a transcendental value, but their validity in the 
temporal order can never be impaired. 


The aids to noble life are all within; 


Man can control 
To pain, to death, the bent of his own days; 


Live by thy light. 
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so declared the poet, even in a time of dissolution and 
transformation, when the spirit of man wanders 


between two worlds, one dead, 
The other powerless to be born. 


And his verse, at its best, conveys this criticism of ‘life 
in lines whose lucidity and sincerity are as delightful as 
their calm and refreshing beauty. “We do not always 
want to bathe our spirit in overflowing waters or flaming 
fires of imagination,” says Swinburne; “ pathos and pas- 
sion and aspiration and desire are not the only springs 
we seek for song. ... Arnold’s poetry is a pure temple, 
a white flower of marble, unfretted without by intricate 
and grotesque traceries, unmixed within by fumes of 
shaken censers or intoning of hoarse choristers; large and 
clear and cool, with many chapels in it and outer courts, 
full of quiet and music.” 
Vv Crear 


If the poetry of Arnold is the record of spiritual unrest 
in his earlier years, his prose is no less a record of the 
steady purpose of maturity. He wrote upon many sub- 
jects, though mainly and most delightfully upon litera- 
ture, but all his essays, whether more specially literary or 
not, are (consciously or unconsciously) animated with a 
single great aim, namely, to further the cause of culture 
by a method that he called the method of criticism. It 
is just here, no doubt, that he differs most signally from 
Sainte-Beuve. The French critic was content to collect 
and to present all the data concerning a man or a period, 
in order to set his subject before his readers in the clearest 
possible light, leaving them, if they pleased, to interpret 
it according to their prepossessions or their vision of life. 
This was the naturalistic method, for which (as far as it 
went) Arnold had the highest respect. But it went only 
half the way. Right interpretation was for Arnold just as 
important as successful investigation. Truth suspended in 
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mid-air, as it were, quite detached from everything around 
it, was for him little better than useless. He wanted to 
see it in its proper setting, related to life, to the eternal 
humanity of man, and to the claims and ideals of a high 
civilization. One always feels, when reading him, whether 
in the field of belles-lettres or of politics or wherever else, 
that Arnold seeks to interpret his material in the light of 
the permanent, the whole nature of man. With this 
thought in mind let us briefly consider the larger purpose 
and method in his prose and their application to the prob- 
lems of society, leaving space, before we are through, for 
a slightly fuller inquiry into his criticism of literature. 
His central aim was to work for the establishment 
among the English people of sanity, balance of mind, 
truth and beauty, sweetness and light, in the place of 
violence and vulgarity, rawness, one-sidedness, and ugli- 
ness. To the dominant English qualities, honesty and 
earnestness, or morality, he would add quickness and 
flexibility, or intelligence. His sovereign remedy was cul- 
ture, or the pursuit of perfection —a pursuit, he insists, 
and never a complete possession. Perfection is an in- 
ward, spiritual affair, implying the harmonious expansion 
of the individual’s four sides, the side of conduct, of 
knowledge, of beauty, and of social life and manners. It 
order are in the way of this development. Arnold be- 
lieved that his own time and his own country needed cul- 


- ture above all things. He is never tired of referring to 


the “ epoch of disillusion and transformation ” in which 
he lives; to the “ bewildering confusion,” to the “ absorb- 
ing and brutalizing influence of our passionate material 
progress,” to “our caprice and eccentricities,” and to 


- “our habit of allowing everyone to do as he likes”; all 


of which conditions and tendencies combine, if allowed 


their way, to destroy sound and superior civilization. 


Right standards are to be maintained, right values are 
to be advanced in order “ to cure us of what is, it seems 
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to me, the great vice of our intellect, in art, in religion, in 
morals: namely, that it is fantastic, and wants sanity.” 
Such is the purpose of culture. 

The means for the furtherance of this purpose is criti- 
cism. No other word in Arnold’s vocabulary has been 
more misunderstood. Its popular meaning is not at all 
the meaning that he attaches to it. “It is the business 
of criticism,” he says, “in all branches of knowledge, 
theology, philosophy, history, art, science, to see the ob- 
ject as in itself it really is. It tends to establish an order 
of ideas, if not absolutely true, yet true by comparison 
with that which it displaces: to make the best ideas pre- 
vail.” Thus criticism has a twofold object — relentlessly 
and impartially to sift ideas, on the one hand; and, on the 
other, to give currency only to the best, always the best, 
in order, of course, “ to nourish in us growth toward per- 
fection.”” What does criticism so understood and so used 
imply? It implies intellectual curiosity of the highest 
type; it implies balance and disinterestedness of mind; it 
implies taste that can distinguish the best ideas from com- 
monplace or vulgar ones; and it implies, lastly, the 
moral courage and the spiritual force necessary to make 
these ideas prevail. Criticism is thus the born foe of 
shallowness, one-sidedness, and self-satisfaction. Its spe- 
cial bane is Philistinism, the hard complacent spirit of 
middle-class materialism. It is the business of criticism, 
in the interest of culture, to prick the sides of our com- 
placency, to arouse us from our intellectual sloth and 
from our tendency to settle into ruts and so to become the 
slaves of routine thought and action. Finally, criticism 
seeks to create an atmosphere of ideas in which great 
powers and great genius may thrive and work, because 
in such an atmosphere men do not lose sight of distinc- 
tion, fitness, shade, measure, and without these a fine civil- 
ization is impossible. 

Thus culture, operating by means of the critical spirit, 
has important functions to fulfill for mankind in our 
modern world. In its effort to humanize man, to ad- 
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vance him, that is, along the four sides of his nature, it 
must wage incessant warfare against the opposing ten- 
dencies in society. The strongest of these is machinery, 
by which Arnold means all those multiplied agencies 
(however indispensable within their own limits) that are 
likely to subject man to the external and to make him a 
slave of routine and a victim of circumstance, rather than 
a free spirit in the realm of ideas. Another element that 
culture has to combat, no less powerful than machinery 
and working to the same end, is classes. Society is con- 
stantly stratifying itself into groups, mutually exclusive, 
that tend in some cases to confine culture to themselves, 
and in others to shut it out as something questionable, 
either dangerous or frivolous. Arnold’s famous account of 
the three English classes will doubtless have validity, both 
in this country and abroad, for generations to come, owing 
to the slow upward movement of social forces. Never 
has the actual situation been better hit off. There is the 
aristocracy, or the barbarians, the children of established 
fact, inaccessible to ideas, in possession of lands and revy- 
enues, and in possession, therefore, of the arts and the 
leisure of life. Naturally they favor the existing order. 
They are our conservatives. There is the middle class, 
or the Philistines: “ on the side of beauty and taste, vul- 
garity; on the side of morals and feeling, coarseness; on 
the side of mind and spirit, unintelligence — this is Phil- 
istinism.” And there is the lower class, the populace, with 
its intemperance and excess, its love of “beer, gin, and 
fun.” 

Vitally involving all three classes is another factor that 
culture must reckon with, something altogether new in 
the history of civilization — industrial_democracy, or, 
more exactly, democracy in a modern industrial commu- 
nity. In spite of a temperament that suggests less sym- 
pathy with the working classes, Arnold was far more 
democratic in his social_philosophy than either Carlyle or 
Ruskin. He recognized as clearly as did Rousseau or 
Thomas Jefferson that one of the master instincts in hu- 
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man nature is the instinct of expansion, manifesting 
itself in man’s love of liberty and his love of equality. 
But he was no doctrinaire equalitarian.. Political liberty, 
economic equality (or at least “a reduction of immense 
inequalities ”), freedom of trade — these are essential, but 
they are far from everything. The greatness of a people 
comes not alone from freedom to think and act, but from 
a disposition to think and act rightly, as befits a human 
being. “It isa very great thing to be able to think as you 
like; but, after all, an important question remains: What 
you think. It is a fine thing to secure a free stage and no 
favor; but, after all, the part which you play on that 
stage will have to be criticized. Now, all the liberty and 
industry in the world will not ensure these two things: 
a high reason and a fine culture. ... The difficulty of 
democracy is, how to-find and keep high ideals. The in- 
dividuals who compose it are, the bulk of them, persons 
who need to follow an ideal, not to set one; and one ideal 
of greatness, high feeling, and fine culture, which an aris- 
tocracy once supplied them, they lose by the very fact of 
ceasing to be a lower order and becoming a democracy. 
Nations are not truly great solely because the individuals 
composing them are numerous, free, and active; but they 
are great when these numbers, this freedom, and this 
activity are employed in the service of an ideal higher 
than that of an ordinary man, taken by himself. Our 
society is probably destined to become much more demo- 
cratic; who or what will give a high tone to the nation 
then? That is the grave question.” 

Obviously an answer is to be found only in education, 
an education that will transform the individual from the 
rule of his “ inferior” self, which makes for anarchy, to 
the rule of his “ best ” self, which makes for culture, or, 
what is the same thing, for the ideal personal and com- 
munity life. Arnold is of course the distinguished cham- 
pion of an education that places the emphasis upon the 
humanities rather than upon science, at least for the ma- 
jority of people; and his lecture, “ Literature and Science,” 
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is a classic utterance in this time-honored controversy, 
which is even more alive today than it was fifty years ago. 
It is not enough to pile up facts and to increase enor- 
mously the material resources and facilities of existence, 
as man is doing today with bewildering rapidity. Is civil- 
ization of necessity the sounder and finer, because the 
mind has looked into the secrets of the stars and the 
atoms, or has fashioned a winged thing that can fly over 
continents and seas? If increased control of nature leads 
to decreased control of human nature, society will not 
long endure. The mind, as Arnold regarded it, is more 
than a storehouse for facts, more than a mechanism made 
to deal automatically with stimuli and responses. It is 
also a shrine sacred to the heart, a kingdom where, and 
where only, certain values, peculiarly human (and per- 
haps also divine), have, or should have, their dominion 
— beauty and goodness and justice, as well as truth. The 
most of us, certainly, need to have this side of ourselves 
awakened and disciplined and so brought to a happy and 
fruitful expression. We need to have our knowledge 
moralized, as Arnold put it, and our emotions fitly en- 
gaged; we need to relate our knowledge to our sense for 
conduct and our sense for beauty. And in order to ac- 
complish these ends, he concluded, “ it will not be found 
easy to dispense with those old agents, letters, poetry, 
religion.” 

In the deep sense in which he understood the words, 
religion and poetry for Arnold were not fundamentally 
different. “ Religion,” he says, “springing out of an ex- 
perience of the power, the grandeur, the necessity of 
righteousness, is revealed religion, whether we find it in 


Sophocles or in Ser ” At all events ee like poetry, 


not reer that makes for righteousness - —to God; and 


‘as such it is a matter of the greatest importance. The 
Bible is the supreme record of this effort. “As well 
imagine a man with a sense of sculpture not cultivating 


XXViii INTRODUCTION 


it by the help of the remains of Greek art or a man with 
a sense of poetry not cultivating it by the help of Homer 
or Shakespeare, as a man with a sense for conduct not 
cultivating it by the help of the Bible.” “ For us,” 
Arnold says, “religion is the solidest of realities, and 
Christianity the greatest and happiest stroke ever yet 
made for human perfection.” 

But he saw that under the influence of advancing 
science, with the consequent dissolution of dogma, the 
Bible and religion were losing their hold, especially upon 
the masses. He therefore undertook in four volumes of 
essays to disengage religion, a vital thing about which 
people might mostly agree, from theology and meta- 
physics, non-vital things about which people mostly dif- 
fer; to heal the breach “between popular religion and 
what is called science”; and to restore religion to its right 
place on a foundation of “ moral experience.” It was an 
ambitious purpose for which Arnold, in the opinion of 
many, was not prepared, mainly because of his lack of 
expert knowledge in the field of sacred literature. Others 
have thought that the time spent upon religion should 
have been spent upon letters. But Arnold, working in the 
interests of culture, which takes into consideration all the 
forces that make for perfection, was unwilling to leave 
out of account one of the most powerful of these, espe- 
cially in a period when assaults upon the Bible were, he 
feared, threatening the foundations of morality, and hence 
of the social order. The Bible, the citadel of religious 
truth, would be saved if it were treated as literature, not 
as dogma; as the free, imaginative outpouring of the soul 
in its search for light, for divine guidance, rather than as 
the rationalized speculation of the mind, eager to fix its 
findings into unchanging doctrine. Similarly, the figure 
of Jesus would be the most compelling figure of history 
were it put before us in all its simple and austere beauty 
rather than shrouded in theological subtleties “ about 
persons, and substance, and godhead, and co-equal, and 
begotten, and proceeding.” This was what Arnold sought 
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to do, undeterred by the ridicule or the wrath of his 
critics. Undoubtedly his books on religion are the least 
enduring of his writings, for the battle in which he was 
engaged is today more than half won. The modern spirit 
has been fighting on his side. But certainly no compre- 
hensive view of his work is possible unless we include that 
part of it devoted to getting the Scriptures accepted as 
the beautiful record of the spiritual experience of a great 
people, rather than as a collection of texts upon which to 
raise theological controversies; for Arnold thought of the 
Bible as Hazlitt did of life, that the only thing about it 
worth remembering was its poetry. 

Such a statement will not seem strange or paradoxical 
to the reader who knows what poetry meant to Arnold; 
who knows how easily one could occupy three or four 
pages with quotations like the following: “ The crown of 
literature is poetry.” “ Poetry is nothing less than the 
most perfect speech of man, that in which he comes near- 
est to being able to utter the truth.” “In poetry, where 
it is worthy of its high destinies, our race, as time goes on, 
will find an ever surer and surer stay.” “ Without poetry, 
our science will appear incomplete; and most of what now 
passes with us for religion and philosophy will be replaced 
by poetry.” “The best poetry will be found to have a 
power of forming, sustaining, and delighting us, as nothing 
else can.” Arnold had undying faith in the power of 
poetry to transform human life, to redeem it from animal- 
ism and routine, to satisfy its spiritual cravings, to convey 
to it delight and joy; because in poetry better than in 
other forms of art the imaginative reason of man finds 
expression and thus creates for itself a temple of the 
spirit from the raw stuff of experience. Poetry, there- 
fore, in the famous phrase, is truly “a criticism of life.” 


at sae 


There have always been people eager to attack this 


_ phrase, as though here was the fatally weak spot in the 


armor of a great critic. Possibly the phrase was ill chosen, 
as suggesting too much the rationalistic rather than the 
imaginative treatment of life. But Arnold was the last 
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person in the world to attach such a meaning to it. Let 
us recall his definition of criticism. It is the disinterested 
effort to see the facts of life as they really are and to 
relate them to ideal values, or, what comes to the same 
thing, to interpret them in terms of the best that has been 
thought and said in the world. This is precisely what the 
. poet does, not didactically, not systematically, not even 
consciously, in the sense of fitting his fresh impressions 
into a prepared pattern. But whether intended or not, 
the result is the same, at least for the great masters. It 
is a personal experience envisaged against a background 
of the totality of life, an experience ordered and made 
beautiful “ under the conditions immutably fixed by the 
laws of poetic beauty and poetic truth.” In this sense 
poetry is a criticism of life, or, as Arnold seems to imply 
in his essay on Wordsworth, it is life, the refined essence 
of it. 

There go with this high conception of poetry — de- 
rived, of course, from long familiarity with the few su- 
preme masters, that “small band of the very best poets, 
the true classics””— certain important, albeit obvious, 
implications. The criticism of life in the greatest art is 
constructive, positive, edifying in the best. sense, pro- 
foundly ethical (as it was for Aristotle); it is a vision of 
life at the center, not at the circumference; its distin- 
guishing quality is its “ high seriousness.” Arnold found 
it difficult, therefore, to have full sympathy with a poetry 
of “revolt against life,” as he called it; with the nega- 
tions of Omar Khayyam, the levity of Horace, the skep- 
ticism of Lucretius, or the sensualism of the nineteenth 
century French school — Gautier, Baudelaire, and even 
Victor Hugo, for examples. No amount of flawless tech- 
nique and piquant cleverness or whatever else could make 
up for the want of a sound subject-matter. Art cannot be 
truly interpretative of life unless it is adequate. It is not 
adequate unless it sees life steadily and sees it whole; and 
it does not see life thus if it sees life “ without faith, with- 
out enthusiasm, without energy.” .The greatest art, in-. 
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deed, breasts “ in full the storm and cloud of life,” breasts 
it and passes through it and above it. It follows that 
Arnold did not greatly care for a poetry deficient in ideas. 
He was no doubt likely to overstress the intellectual ele- 
ment and to understress the emotional and aesthetic ele- 
ments. He asked that the poet should appeal to his 
imaginative reason, rather than to his feelings alone; 
although few critics have been more sensitive to “ natural 
magic” or more responsive to certain emotions, more 
especially those allied with the imaginative reason, as in 
Sophocles or Wordsworth. 

Arnold knew thoroughly well that the frame of mind 
in which we approach an author influences our apprecia- 
tion of him. Criticism for him, it is evident, could never 
be an emotional vagabondage among masterpieces. It 
could never be merely aesthetic, or historical, or scientific. 
His idea of supreme art as an effort to reflect the totality 
of life regulated his work in literary criticism always. He 
had the highest notion of the critic’s business. The most 
useful critic, he thought, was he who gained the greatest 
number of readers for his author. Hence he rarely 
reached an estimate that is wholly fault-finding or de- 
structive. He judged and he judged confidently, not 
tentatively nor hesitatingly, but always from the point 
of view of principles, either stated or implied. And he 
knew far better than most of his fellow-workers in the 
business what a difficult task it is. “To handle these 
matters of poetical criticism properly,” he says, “ there 
is needed a poise so perfect that the least overweight in 
‘any direction tends to destroy the balance. Temper de- 
stroys it, a crotchet destroys it, even erudition may de- 
stroy it. To press to the sense of the thing itself with 
which one is dealing, not to go off on some collateral issue 
about the thing, is the hardest matter in the world. The 
‘ thing itself ’ with which one is here dealing — the critical 
perception of poetic truth —is of all things the most 
volatile, elusive, and evanescent; by even pressing too 
Gmpetuously after it, one runs the risk of losing it. The 
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critic of poetry should have the finest tact, the nicest 
moderation, the most free, flexible, and elastic spirit im- 
aginable; he should be indeed the ‘ ondoyant et divers,’ 
the undulating and diverse being of Montaigne.” 

Arnold’s achievement as a critic is of course not per- 
fect. Perfection in criticism is even rarer than perfection 
in poetry. A flawless poem may sometimes be a stroke of 
inexplicable genius, rising like Venus from the great deep, 
beautiful everlastingly. A sound and enduring judgment, 
on the contrary, is likely to be the mature fruitage of long 
growth in the rich soil of intelligence, stored with the 
accretions of knowledge and culture. But Arnold has 
scored more successes in this difficult field than any other 
English critic since Coleridge. He has not the insight, the 
stimulating suggestiveness of Coleridge, nor his occasional 
overtones, “but neither does he have Coleridge’s fragmen- 
tariness and discursiveness, nor his weakness for meta- 
physical subtleties. His essays in criticism, with few 
exceptions, are delightful in their balance and detach- 
ment, their completeness and variety, their display of 
exquisite taste and good sense, and, withal, their satisfy- 
ing concreteness. Mr. Middleton Murry speaks some- 
where of the “safe old rule that a critic is to be judged 
by his quotations.... The critic may not be able to 
define the essential quality of his author, but he can show 
that he is aware of it.” Arnold is here at his best. If he 
refers to a quality, or if he judges a writer, a book, or a 
passage, he is sure to give us one or more illustrations of 
what he means. Then, too, he seldom, if ever, overlooks 
style. What critic has had finer things to say about liter- 
ary form and has more mercilessly condemned a false, 
empty, or slovenly manner of expression? ‘“ When we 
call a man emphatically an artist, a great artist, we mean 
something more than the temper in which he works; we 
mean by art, not merely an aim to please, but, also, and 
more, a law of pure and flawless workmanship.” 

But what of Arnold’s faults? the reader asks. What 
of his treatment of romanticism and the romantic poets, 


INTRODUCTION XXX 


Byron, Shelley, Keats, and even Wordsworth in some 
particulars? What of his dogmatism, his Olympian air 
of superiority, his prejudices, and his constant emphasis 
upon the ethical qualities in literature? It would take a 
volume, possibly two, to deal adequately with these and 
other questions that could be raised. To some extent, in 
the previous pages of this introduction, they have been 
anticipated, and, it is hoped, answered, at least from the 
point of view of Arnold’s own vision of life. As for his 
dogmatism and his superiority, which have been a stum- 
bling-block to some, notably to the late Sir Walter 
Raleigh, they are a matter of opinion. Arnold indeed 
made it his deliberate effort in a number of his essays to 
anticipate the judgment of time, to arrive at a “ real esti- 
mate,” as he called it. In this there is nothing Olympian; 
and if there be dogmatism, it is the dogmatism of the 
positive sort belonging to a large and liberal mind, not of 
the arrogant sort belonging to a small and illiberal one. 
As for his handling of the romantic poets, the questions 
at issue are too burning, too controversial to be entered 
into, without far more space than is available here. But 
a point or two may be touched upon. Arnold could not 
easily excuse a poet or a man of letters who was “ pas- 
sion’s slave,” like Burns, or Byron, or even Keats in cer- 
tain circumstances. The great romantic poets as he saw 
them (with the exception of Wordsworth) lacked self- 
mastery. And “ with plenty of energy, plenty of creative 
force, they did not know enough.” The case of Shelley 
stands apart, possibly as a unique instance of something 
like perversity on the part of the critic. But, again, the 
points at issue are infinitely delicate, and distinguished 
names have ranged themselves on opposite sides. The 
essay in question was to have been followed by an- 
other dealing with Shelley’s poetry, wherein many mat- 
ters would doubtless have been cleared up. It seems cer- 
tain, however, that to the last Arnold would not have 
recognized in Shelley’s lyrical fire and impassioned ideal- 
ism an offset to the “incurable fault” in him “of un- 
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substantiality.” But granting some imperfections and 
even occasional aberrations, his distinction as a critic 
cannot be questioned. His clear vision of central values, 
his lofty regard for poetry, his taste, his charm, his san- 
ity, his high percentage of “ rightness,” all combine to 
place his essays in criticism among the satisfying, the 
imperishable things in English literature. 


VI Sy) 


There remains to say a brief word on Arnold’s prose 
style. Knowing his taste and temperament, we might 
assume that he would prefer a style modeled upon the 
Greek. And so he does, as a hundred passages abundantly 
show. “ The problem of expression,” he says, “is to ex- 
press new and profound ideas in a perfectly sound and 
classical style. He is the true Classic who does that.” 
What, one may ask, are the characteristics of such a style? 
Quoting a passage from Addison, he adds: “ That.is clas- 
sical English, perfect in lucidity, measure, and propriety.” 
Further on in the same essay he refers to a provincial tone 
in English style, and then describes the opposite: “a 
style ‘lenis minimeque pertinax — easy and not too vio- 
lently insisting ’— which the ancients so much admired.” 
And, again, he says: “ The needful qualities for a fit prose 
are regularity, uniformity, precision, balance.” ‘The 
true prose is Attic prose.” Such a style, like that of 
Plato, Cicero, or Newman, is perfectly adjusted to its 
subject, without irregularity or eccentricity, without an 
alternation of purple patch and vulgar commonplace. 
Its charm and its effectiveness are not to be found in 
occasional star-showers but in a continuous stream of 
light, or in what (using a different figure) Arnold calls 
the “whole tissue.” “It is a curious thing,” he says, 
“that quality which marks the great writer, the born 
man of letters. It resides in the whole tissue of his work, 
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and of his work regarded as a composition for literary 
purposes.” 


_As a prose-writer, Arnold is, then, “ classical” in his 


aims and effects. He has not the ear of Ruskin for the 
higher harmonies, nor the “devouring eye” of Carlyle 
for the many-colored web of life; neither does he possess 
a gift like Lamb’s for the glowing phrase or the exquisite 
cadence. Arnold did not ‘believe i in being a Poet in his 
prose, even if he could have been — which is doubtful. 

But if he does not soar as some others do, neither does he 
sink as they sometimes do. He is never guilty of the wild 
flights and discontinuity of Ruskin’s worst style; he never 
crams his sentences with dashes and parentheses and other 
forms of interruption as Lamb liked to do; and he is 
incapable of the crabbedness and cacophony that at times 
spoil the expression of Carlyle. His is a prose of ideas, 
mainly, not of pictures or passions. That is why its com- 
manding quality is, as it should be, clearness, or a quality 
even clearer, if possible, than clearness — what Mr. Brown- 
ell calls limpidity. He is the least obscure or involved of 
great writers. He rarely resorts to abstract definition, and 
his desire to deliver himself “ without any parade of hard 
and abstruse expression” is sometimes a trifle amusing. 
His range of words may at times be narrow and his repeti- 
tion of favorite phrases — struck off frequently with in- 
dubitable felicity — may become wearisome, but he never 
permits his thought to be clouded in pedantry or cum- 
bered with commonplace. And his charm is almost as 
constant a quality as his lucidity. Arnold desired a style 
with soul in it, with warmth, ease, graciousness — in 
short, with urbanity. He wanted to win his readers by 
an insinuating grace and tact. He did not try to over- 
come them with a crushing weight of knowledge (though 
his learning is solid and extensive) or dazzle them with 
brilliant rhetoric. His pages are addressed to readers like 
himself, who must be drawn, if they are drawn at all, by 
an appeal to their imaginative reason. Such a purpose 
requires the quality we call charm, a subtle effect that 
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flows from a mind long in touch with the best in books 
and the best in society. 


It should be easy, when all is said, to understand why - 
Arnold in his life-long warfare with Philistinism never 
forgot Oxford. “ Steeped in sentiment as she lies, spread- 
ing her gardens to the moonlight, and whispering from her 
towers the last enchantments of the Middle Age, who will 
deny that Oxford, by her ineffable charm, keeps ever 
calling us nearer to the true goal of all of us, to the ideal, 
to perfection — to beauty, in a word, which is only truth 
seen from another side?” Oxford was the immemorial 
expression of one of the two great human forces on behalf 
of which his energies were spent — Hellenism. Without 
Hellenism the individual and society alike can never be 
fine and distinctive. Arnold saw the need, no less, of that 
other force which preserves the balance by keeping beauty 
in touch with life— Hebraism. His highest hope was to 
be counted among the workers for both forces, for sweet- 
ness and light: “ Docile echoes of the eternal voice, pliant 
organs of the infinite will, such workers are going along 
with the essential movement of the world.” 
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SOCIETY AND EDUCATION 


I 
SWEETNESS AND LIGHT . 
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THE disparagers of culture make its motive curiosity; : 


sometimes, indeed, they make its motive mere exclusive- 
ness and vanity. The culture which is supposed to plume 
itself on a smattering of Greek and Latin is a culture 
which is begotten by nothing so intellectual as curiosity; 
it is valued either out of sheer vanity and ignorance or 
else as an engine of social and class distinction, separating 
its holder, like a badge or title, from other people who 
have not got it. No serious man would call this culture, 
or attach any value to it, as culture, at all. To find the 
real ground for the very differing estimate which serious 
people will set upon culture, we must find some motive 
for culture in the terms of which may lie a real ambiguity; 
and such a motive the word curiosity gives us. 

I have before now pointed out that we English do not, 
like the foreigners, use this word in a good sense as well 
as in a bad sense. With us the word is always used in a 
somewhat disapproving sense. A liberal and intelligent 
eagerness about the things of the mind may be meant by 
a foreigner when he speaks of curiosity, but with us the 
word always conveys a certain notion of frivolous and 
unedifying activity. In the Quarterly Review, some lit- 
tle time ago, was an estimate of the celebrated French 
critic, M. Sainte-Beuve, and a very inadequate estimate 
it in my judgment was. And its inadequacy consisted 


- chiefly in this : that in our English way it left out of sight 


the double sense really involved in the word curiosity, 
thinking enough was said to stamp M. Sainte-Beuve with 
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blame if it was said that he was impelled in his operations 
as a critic by curiosity, and omitting either to perceive . 
that M. Sainte-Beuve himself, and many other people 
with him, would consider that this was praiseworthy and 
not blameworthy, or to point out why it ought really to 
be accounted worthy of blame and not of praise. For as 
there is a curiosity about intellectual matters which is 
futile, and merely a disease, so there is certainly a curi- 
osity — a desire after the things of the mind simply for 
their own sakes and for the pleasure of seeing them as 
they are — which is, in an intelligent being, natural and 
laudable. Nay, and the very desire to_see things as they 
are, implies a balance and regulation of mind which is not 
often attained without fruitful effort, and which is the 
very opposite of the blind and diseased impulse of mind 
which is what we mean to blame when we blame curiosity. 
Montesquieu says: “ The first motive which ought to im- 
pel us to study is the desire to augment the excellence of 
our nature, and to render an intelligent being yet more 
intelligent.” This is the true ground to assign for the 
genuine scientific passion, however manifested, and for 
culture, viewed simply as a fruit of this passion; and it is 
a worthy ground, even though we let the term curiosity 
stand to describe it. 

But there is of culture another view, in which not solely 
the scientific passion, the sheer desire to see things as they 
are, natural and proper in an intelligent being, appears 
as the ground of it. There is a view in which all the love 
of our neighbor, the impulses towards action, help, and 
beneficence, the desire for removing human error, clear- 
ing human confusion, and diminishing human misery, the 
noble aspiration to leave the world better and happier 
than we found it — motives eminently such as are called 
social — come in as part of the grounds of culture, and 
the main and preéminent, part. Culture is then properly 

described not as having its origin in curiosity, but as hay- 
ing its origin in the love of perfection; it is a study of 


perfection. It moves by the force, not merely or pri- 
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marily of the scientific passion for pure knowledge, but 
also of the moral and social passion for doing good. As, 
in the first view of it, we took for its worthy motto Mon- 
tesquieu’s words: “ To render an intelligent being yet 
more intelligent! ” so, in the second view of it, there is 
no better motto which it can have than these words of 
Bishop Wilson: “To make reason and the will of God 
prevail! ” 

Only, whereas the passion for doing good is apt to be 
overhasty in determining what reason and the will of God 
say, because its turn is for acting rather than thinking and 
it wants to be beginning to act; and whereas it is apt to 
take its own conceptions, which proceed from its own state 
of development and share in all the imperfections and 
immaturities of this, for a basis of action; what distin- 
guishes culture is, that it is possessed by. the scientific 
passion as well as by the passion of doing.good; that it 
demands worthy notions of reason and the will of God, 
and does not readily suffer its own crude conceptions to 
substitute themselves for them. And knowing that no 
action or institution can be salutary and stable which is 
not based on reason and the will of God, it is not so bent 
on acting and instituting, even with the great aim of 
diminishing human error and misery ever before its 
thoughts, but that it can remember that acting and in- 
stituting are of little use, unless we know how and what 
we ought to act and to institute. 

This culture is more interesting and more far-reaching 
than that other, which is founded solely on the scientific 
passion for knowing. But it needs times of faith and 
ardor, times when the intellectual horizon is opening and 
widening all around us, to flourish in. And is not the 
close and bounded intellectual horizon within which we 
have long lived and moved now lifting up, and are not new 
lights finding free passage to shine in upon us? For a 
inns time there was no passage for them to make their 
way in upon us, and then it was of no use to think of 
adapting the world’s action to them. Where was the hope 
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of making reason and the will of God prevail among peo- 
ple who had a routine which they had christened reason 
and the will of God, in which they were inextricably 
bound, and beyond which they had no power of looking? 
But _now the iron force of adhesion to the old routine — 
social, political, religious — has wonderfully yielded; the 
iron force of exclusion of all which is new has wonder- 
fully yielded. The danger now is, not that people should 
obstinately refuse to allow anything but their old routine 
to pass for reason and the will of God, but either that 
they should allow some novelty or other to pass for these 
too easily, or else that they should underrate the impor- 
tance of them altogether, and think it enough to follow 
action for its own sake, without troubling themselves to 
make reason and the will of God prevail therein. Now, 
then, is the moment for culture to be of service, culture 
which believes in making reason and the will of God pre- 
vail, believes in perfection, is the study and _ pursuit of 
perfection, and is no longer debarred, by a rigid invincible 
exclusion of whatever is new, from getting acceptance for 
its ideas, simply because they are new. 

The moment this view of culture is seized, the moment 
it is regarded not solely as the endeavor to see things as 
they are, to draw towards a knowledge of the universal 
order which seems to be intended and aimed at in the 
world, and which it is a man’s happiness to go along with 
or his misery to go counter to —to learn, in short, the 
will of God— the moment, I say, culture is considered 
not merely as the endeavor to see and learn.this, but as 
the endeavor, also, to make it prevail, the moral, social, 
and beneficent. character. of culture becomes manifest. 
The mere endeavor to see and learn the truth for our own 
personal satisfaction is indeed a commencement for mak- 
ing it prevail, a preparing the way for this, which always 
serves this, and is wrongly, therefore stamped with blame 
absolutely in itself and not only in its caricature and 
degeneration. But perhaps it has got stamped with 
blame, and disparaged with the dubious title of curiosity, 
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because in comparison with this wider endeavor of such 
great and plain utility it looks selfish, petty, and un- 
profitable. 

And religion, the greatest and most important of the 
efforts by which the human race has manifested its im- 
pulse to perfect itself — religion, that voice of the deepest 
human experience — does not only enjoin and sanction 
the aim which is the great aim of culture, the aim of set- 
ting ourselves to ascertain what perfection is and to make 
it prevail; but also, in determining generally in what 
human perfection consists, religion comes to a conclusion 
identical with that which culture — culture seeking the 
determination of this question through all the voices of 
human experience which have been heard upon it, of art, 
science, poetry, philosophy, history, as well as of religion, 
in order to give a greater fulness and certainty to its solu- 
tion — likewise reaches. Religion says: The kingdom of 
God is within you; and culture, in like manner, places 
human perfection in an internal condition, in the growth 
and predominance of our humanity proper, as distin- 
guished from our animality. It places it in the ever- 
increasing efficacy and in the general harmonious expan- 
sion of those gifts of thought and feeling, which make 
the peculiar dignity, wealth, and happiness of human 
nature. As I have said on a ‘former occasion: “It is in 
making endless additions to itself, in the endless expan- 
sion of its powers, in endless growth i in wisdom and beauty, 
that the spirit of the human race finds its ideal. To reach 
this ideal, culture is an indispensable aid, and that is the 
true value of culture.” Not a having and a resting, but a 
growing and : a becoming, is the character of perfection as 


culture conceives it; and here, too, it coincides with re- 

ligion. 

~ And because men men are all members of one great whole, 

allow one Ses to be indifferent to the rest or to have 

a ‘perfect welfare independent of the rest, the expansion of 
our humanity, to suit the idea of perfection which culture 
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forms, must be a general expansion. Perfection, as cul- 
ture conceives it, is not possiblé while the individual re- 
mains isolated. "The individual is required, under pain 
of being stunted and enfeebled in his own development if 
he disobeys, to carry others along with him in his march 
towards perfection, to be continually doing all he can to 
enlarge and increase the volume of the human stream 
sweeping thitherward. And, here, once more, culture lays 
on us the same obligation as religion, which says, as 
Bishop Wilson has admirably put it, that “ to promote the 
kingdom of God is to increase and hasten one’s own hap- 
piness.’ 

But, finally, perfection —as culture from a thorough 
disinterested study of human nature and human experi- 
ence learns to conceive it — is a harmonious expansion of 
all the powers which make the beauty and worth of hu- 
man nature, and is not consistent with the over- -develop- 
ment of any one power at the expense of the rest. Here 
culture goes beyond religion as religion is generally con- 
ceived by us. 

If culture, then, is a study of perfection, and of harmo- 
nious perfection, general perfection, and perfection which 
consists in becoming something rather than in having some- 
thing, 1 in an inward condition of the mind and spirit, not 
in an outward set of circumstances — it is clear that cul- 
ture, instead of being the frivolous and useless thing which 
Mr. Bright, and Mr. Frederic Harrison, and many other 
Liberals are apt to call it, has a very important function 
to fulfil for mankind. And this function is particularly 
important i in our modern world, of which the whole civili- 
zation is, to a much greater degree than the civilization 
of Greece and Rome, mechanical and external, and tends 
constantly to become more so. But above all in our own 
country has culture a weighty part to perform, because 
here that mechanical character, which civilization tends 
to take everywhere, is shown in the most eminent degree. 
Indeed nearly all the characters of perfection, as culture 
teaches us to fix them, meet in this country with some 
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powerful tendency which thwarts them and sets them at 
defiance. The idea of perfection as an inward condition 
of the mind and spirit is at variance with the mechanical 
and material civilization in esteem with us, and nowhere, 
as I have said, so much in esteem as with us. The idea 
of perfection as a general expansion of the human family 
is at variance with our strong individualism, our hatred 
of all limits to the unrestrained swing of the individual’s 
personality, our maxim of “every man for himself.” 
Above all, the idea of perfection as a harmonious expan- 
sion of human nature is at variance with our want of 
flexibility, with our inaptitude for seeing more than one 
side of a thing, with our intense energetic absorption in 
the particular pursuit we happen to be following. So cul- 
ture has a rough task to achieve in this country. Its 
preachers have, and are likely long to have, a hard time 
of it, and they will much oftener be regarded, for a great 
while to come, as elegant or spurious Jeremiahs than as 
friends and benefactors. That, however, will not prevent 
their doing in the end good service if they persevere. And, 
meanwhile, the mode of action they have to pursue, and 
the sort of habits they must fight against, ought to be 
made quite clear for every one to see, who may be willing 
to look at the matter attentively and dispassionately. 
Faith in machinery is, I said, our besetting danger; 
often in machinery most absurdly disproportioned to the 
end which this machinery, if it is to do any good at all, 
is to serve; but always in machinery, as if it had a value 
in and for itself. What is freedom but machinery? what 
is population but machinery? what is coal but machinery? 
what are railroads but machinery? what is wealth but 
machinery? what are, even, religious organizations but 
machinery? Now almost every voice in England is ac- 
customed to speak of these things as if they were precious 
ends in themselves, and therefore had some of the char- 
acters of perfection indisputably joined to them. I have 
before now noticed Mr. Roebuck’s stock argument for 
‘proving the greatness and happiness of England as she 
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is, and for quite stopping the mouths of all gainsayers. 
Mr. Roebuck is never weary of reiterating this argu- 
ment of his, so I do not know why I should be weary of 
noticing it. “ May not every man in England say what 
he likes? ” — Mr. Roebuck perpetually asks; and that, he 
thinks, is quite sufficient, and when every man may say 
what he likes, our aspirations ought to be satisfied. But 
the aspirations of culture, which is the study of perfec- 
tion, are not satisfied, unless what men say, when they 
may say what they like, is worth saying — has good in 
it, and more good than bad. In the same way the 
Times, replying to some foreign strictures on the dress, 
looks, and behavior of the English abroad, urges that the 
English ideal is that every one should be free to do and to 
look just as he likes. But culture indefatigably tries, not 
to make what each raw person may like, the rule by which 
he fashions himself; but to draw ever nearer to a sense of 
what is indeed beautiful, graceful, and becoming, and to 
get the raw person to like that. 

And in the same way with respect to railroads and 
coal. Every one must have observed the strange lan- 
guage current during the late discussions as to the pos- 
sible failure of our supplies of coal. Our coal, thousands 
of people were saying, is the real basis of our national 
greatness; if our coal runs short, there is an end of the 
greatness of England. But what is greatness? — culture 
makes us ask. Greatness is a spiritual condition worthy 
to excite love, interest, and admiration; and the outward 
proof of possessing greatness is that we excite love, in- 
terest, and admiration. If England were swallowed up 
by the sea tomorrow, which of the two, a hundred years 
hence, would most excite the love, interest, and admira- 
tion of mankind — would most, therefore, show the evi- 
dences of having possessed greatness — the England of 
the last twenty years, or the England of Elizabeth, of a 
time of splendid spiritual effort, but when our coal, and 
our industrial operations depending on coal, were very 
little developed? Well, then, what an unsound habit of 
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mind it must be which makes us talk of things like coal 
or iron as constituting the greatness of England, and how 
salutary a friend is culture, bent on seeing things as they 
are, and thus dissipating delusions of this kind and fixing 
standards of perfection that are real! 

“Wealth, again, that end to which our prodigious works 
for material advantage are directed — the commonest of 
commonplaces tells us how men are always apt to re- 
gard wealth as a precious end in itself; and certainly they 
have never been so apt thus to regard it as they are in 
England at the present time. Never did people believe 
anything more firmly than nine Englishmen out of ten at 
the present day believe that our greatness and welfare are 
proved by our being so very rich. Now, the use of cul- 
ture is that it helps us, by means of its spiritual standard 
of perfection, to regard wealth as but machinery, and not 
only to say as a matter of words that we regard wealth 


our minds by culture, the whole world, the future as well 
as the present, would inevitably belong to the Philistines. 
’ The people who believe most that our greatness and wel- 
fare are proved by our being very rich, and who most give 
their lives and thoughts to becoming rich, are just the 
very people whom we call Philistines. Culture says: 
“Consider these people, then, their way of life, their 
habits, their manners, the very tones of their voice; look 
at them attentively; observe the literature they read, 
the things which give them pleasure, the words which 
come forth out of their mouths, the thoughts which make 
the furniture of their minds; would any amount of wealth 
be worth having with the condition that one was to be- 
come just like these people by having it?” And thus 
culture begets a dissatisfaction which is of the highest 
possible value in stemming the common tide of men’s 
thoughts in a wealthy and industrial community, and 


which saves the future, as one may hope, from being vul- 


garized, even if it cannot save the present. 
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Population, again, and bodily health and vigor, are 
things which are nowhere treated in such an unintelligent, 
misleading, exaggerated way as in England. Both are 
really machinery; yet how many people all around us do 
we see rest in them and fail to look beyond them! Why, 
one has heard people, fresh from reading certain articles 
of the Times on the Registrar-General’s returns of 
marriages and births in this country, who would talk of 
our large English families in quite a solemn strain, as if 
they had something in itself beautiful, elevating, and 
meritorious in them; as if the British Philistine would 
have only to present himself before the Great Judge with 
his twelve children, in order to be received among the 
sheep as a matter of right! 

But bodily health and vigor, it may be said, are not to 
be classed with wealth and population as mere machinery; 
they have a more real and essential value. True; but 
only as they are more intimately connected with a per- 
fect spiritual condition than wealth or population are. 
The moment we disjoin them from the idea of a perfect 
spiritual condition, and pursue them, as we do pursue 
them, for their own sake and as ends in themselves, our 
worship of them becomes as mere worship of machinery, as 
our worship of wealth or population, and as unintelligent 
and vulgarizing a worship as that is. Every one with any- 
thing like an adequate idea of human perfection has 
distinctly marked this subordination to higher and spi- 
ritual ends of the cultivation of bodily vigor and activity. 
“ Bodily exercise profiteth little; but godliness is profitable 
unto all things,” says the author of the Epistle to Tim- 
othy. And the utilitarian Franklin says just as explicitly: 
“Eat and drink such an exact quanity as suits the con- 
stitution of thy body, in reference to the services of the 
mind.” But the point of view of culture, keeping the 
mark of human perfection simply and broadly in view, 
and not assigning to this perfection, as religion or utili- 


-tarianism assigns to it, a special and limited character, 


this point of view, I say, of culture is best given by these 


a ase” me 


SWEETNESS AND LIGHT 11 


words of Epictetus: “It is a sign of agvta,” says he — 
that is, of a nature not finely tempered, — “ to give your- 
selves up to things which relate to the body; to make, 
for instance, a great fuss about exercise, a great fuss about 
eating, a great fuss about drinking, a great fuss about 
walking, a great fuss about riding. All these things ought 
to be done merely by the way: the formation of the spirit 
and character must be our real concern.” This is ad- 
mirable; and, indeed, the Greek word eidvta, a finely 
tempered nature, gives exactly the notion of perfection as 
culture brings us to conceive it: a harmonious perfection, 
a perfection in which the characters of beauty and _intel- 
ligence are both present, which unites “ the two noblest 
of things ” — as Swift, who of one of the two, at any rate, 
had himself all too little, most happily calls them in his 
“Battle of the Books ”— “the two noblest of things, 
sweetness and light.” The edduns is the man who tends 
towards sweetness and light; the &du4s, on the other 
hand, is our Philistine. The immense spiritual significance 
of the Greeks is due to their having been inspired with 
this central and happy idea of the essential character of 
human perfection; and Mr. Bright’s misconception of 
culture, as a smattering of Greek and Latin, comes itself, 
after all, from this wonderful significance of the Greeks 
having affected the very machinery of our education, and 
is in itself a kind of homage to it. 

In thus making sweetness and light to be characters of 
perfection, culture is of like spirit with poetry, follows 
one law with poetry. Far more than on our freedom, our 
population, and our industrialism, many amongst us rely 
upon our religious organizations to save us. I have called 
religion a yet more important manifestation of human 
nature than poetry, because it has worked on a broader 
scale for perfection, and with greater masses of men. But 


_ the idea of beauty and of a human nature perfect on all 
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its sides, which is the dominant idea of poetry, is a true 
and inv. valuable idea, thou gh it has not yet had the success 


that the idea of conquering the obvious faults of our 
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animality, and of a human nature perfect on the moral 
side — which is the dominant idea of religion — has been 
enabled to have; and it is destined, adding to itself the 
religious idea of a devout energy, to transform and govern 
the other. 

The best art and poetry of the Greeks, in which religion 
and poetry are one, in which the idea of beauty and of a 
human nature perfect on all sides adds to itself a religious 
and devout energy, and works in the strength of that, is 
on this account of such surpassing interest and instruc- 
tiveness for us, though it was — as, having regard to the 
human race in general, and, indeed, having regard to the 
Greeks themselves, we must own — a premature attempt, 
an attempt which for success needed the moral and re- 
ligious fibre in humanity to be more braced and developed 
than it had yet been. But Greece did not err in having 
the idea of beauty, harmony, and complete human perfec- 
tion, so present and paramount. It is impossible to have 
this idea too present and paramount; only, the moral fibre 
must be braced too. And we, because we have braced the 
moral fibre, are not on that account in the right way, if 
at the same time the idea of beauty, harmony, and com- 
plete human perfection, is wanting or misapprehended 
amongst us; and evidently it is wanting or misappre- 
hended at present. And when we rely as we do on our 
religious organizations, which in themselves do not and 
cannot give us this idea, and think we have done enough 
if we make them spread and prevail, then, I say, we fall 
into our common fault of overvaluing machinery> 

Nothing is more common than for people to confound 
the inward peace and satisfaction which follows the sub- 
duing of the obvious faults of our animality with what I 
may call absolute inward peace and satisfaction — the 
peace and satisfaction which aré reached as we draw near 
to complete spiritual perfection, and not merely to moral 
perfection, or rather to relative moral perfection. No 
people in the world have done more and struggled more 
to attain this relative moral perfection than our English 
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race has. For no people in the world has the command to 
resist the devil, to overcome the wicked one, in the nearest 
and most obvious sense of those words, had such a press- 
ing force and reality. And we have had our reward, not 
only in the great worldly prosperity which our obedience 
to this command has brought us, but also, and far more, 
in great inward peace and satisfaction. But to me few 
things are more pathetic than to see people, on the 
strength of the inward peace and satisfaction which their 
rudimentary efforts towards perfection have brought 
them, employ, concerning their incomplete perfection and 
the religious organizations within which they have found 
it, language which properly applies only to complete per- 
fection, and is a far-off echo of the human soul’s prophecy 
of it. Religion itself, I need hardly say, supplies them in 
abundance with this grand language. And very freely 
do they use it; yet it is really the severest possible 
criticism of such an incomplete perfection as alone we 
have yet reached through our religious organizations. 
The impulse of the English race towards moral de- 
velopment and self-conquest has nowhere so powerfully 
manifested itself as in Puritanism. Nowhere has Puritan- 
ism found so adequate an expression as in the religious 
organization of the Independents. The modern Inde- 
pendents have a newspaper, the Nonconformist, written 
with great sincerity and ability. The motto, the stan- 
dard, the profession of faith which this organ of theirs 
carries aloft, is: ‘The Dissidence of Dissent and the 
Protestantism of the Protestant religion.” There is sweet- 
ness and light, and an ideal of complete harmonious hu- 
man perfection! One need not go to culture and poetry 
to find language to judge it. Religion, with its instinct 
for perfection, supplies language to judge it, language, 
too, which is in our mouths every day. “ Finally, be of 
one mind, united in feeling.” says St. Peter. There is an 
ideal which judges the Puritan ideal: “The Dissidence 
of Dissent and the Protestantism of the Protestant re- 
ligion! ” And religious organizations like this are what 
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people believe in, rest in, would give their lives for! 
Such, I say, is the wonderful virtue of even the begin- 
nings of perfection, of having conquered even the plain 
faults of our animality, that the religious organization 
which has helped us to do it can seem to us something 
precious, salutary, and to be propagated, even when it 
wears such a brand of imperfection on its forehead as 
this. And men have got such a habit of giving to the 
language of religion a special application, of making it a 
mere jargon, that for the condemnation which religion 
itself passes on the shortcomings of their religions organ- 
izations they have no ear; they are sure to cheat them- 
selves and to explain this condemnation away. They 
can only be reached by the criticism which culture, like 
poetry, speaking a language not to be sophisticated, and 
resolutely testing these organizations by the ideal of a 
human perfection complete on all sides, applies to them. 

But men of culture_and poetry, it will be said, are 
again and again failing, and failing conspicuously, i in the 
necessary first stage to a harmonious perfection, in the 
subduing of the great obvious faults of our animality, 
which it is the glory of these religious organizations to 
have helped us to subdue. True, “they do often so fail. 
They have often been without the virtues as well as the 
faults of the Puritan; it has been one of their dangers 
that they so felt the Puritan’s faults that they too much 
neglected the practice of his virtues. I will not, how- 
ever, exculpate them at the Puritan’s expense. They 
have often failed in morality, and morality is indispensa- 
ble. And they have been punished for their failure, as 
the Puritan has been rewarded for his performance. They 
have been punished wherein they erred; but their ideal 
of beauty, of sweetness and ight, and a human nature 
complete on all its sides, remains the true ideal of per- 
fection still; just as the Puritan’s ideal of perfection re- 
mains narrow and inadequate, although for what he did 
well he has been richly rewarded. Notwithstanding the 
mighty results of the Pilgrim Fathers’ voyage, they and 


SWEETNESS AND LIGHT 15 


their standard of perfection are rightly judged when we 
figure to ourselves Shakespeare or Virgil — souls in whom 
sweetness and light, and all that in human nature is most 
humane, were eminent — accompanying them on their 
voyage, and think what intolerable company Shake- 
speare and Virgil would have found them! In the same 
way let us judge the religious organizations which we see 
all around us. Do not let us deny the good and the 
happiness which they have accomplished; but do not let 
us fail to see clearly that their idea of human perfection 
is narrow and inadequate, and that the Dissidence of Dis- 
sent and the Protestantism of the Protestant religion will 
never bring humanity to its true goal. As I said with 
regard to wealth; Let _us look at the life of those who 
live in and for it—so I say with regard to the religious 
organizations. Look at the life imaged in such a news- 
paper as the Nonconformist—a life of jealousy of the 
Establishment, disputes, tea-meetings, openings of chap- 
els, sermons; and then think of it as an ideal of a human 
life completing itself on all sides, and aspiring with all its 
organs after sweetness, light, and perfection! 
Another newspaper, representing, like the Noncon- 
formist, one of the religious organizations of this country, 
was a short time ago giving an account of the crowd at 
Epsom on the Derby day, and of all the vice and hide- 
ousness which was to be seen in that crowd; and then the 
writer turned suddenly round upon Professor Huxley, 
and asked him how he proposed to cure all this vice and 
 hideousness without religion. I confess I felt disposed to 

ask the asker this question: and how do you propose to 
cure it with such a religion as yours? How is the ideal 
of .a life so unlovely, so unattractive, so incomplete, so 
narrow, so far removed from a true and satisfying ideal 
‘of human perfection, as is the life of your religious or- 
anization as you yourself reflect it, to conquer and trans- 
form all this vice and hideousness? Indeed, the strongest 
plea for the study of perfection as pursued by culture, 
the clearest proof of the actual inadequacy of the idea 
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of perfection held by the religious organizations — ex- 
pressing, as I have said, the most wide-spread effort which 
the human race has yet made after perfection — is to be 
found in the state of our life and society with these in 
possession of it, and having been in possession of it I 
know not how many hundred years. We are all of us 
included in some religious organization or other; we all 
call ourselves, in the sublime and aspiring language or 
religion which I have before noticed, children of God. 
Children of God; —it is an immense pretension! — and 
how are we to justify it? By the works which we do, and 
the words which we speak. And the work which we col- 
lective children of God do, our grand center of life, our 
city which we have builded for us to dwell in, is London! 
London, with its unutterable external hideousness, and 
with its internal canker of publice egestas, privatim opu- 
lentia — to use the words which Sallust puts into Cato’s 
mouth about Rome—unequalled in the world! The 
word, again, which we children of God speak, the voice 
which most hits our collective thought, the newspaper 
with the largest circulation in England, nay, with the 
largest circulation in the whole world, is the Daily Tele- 
graph! I say that when our religious organizations — 
which I admit to express the most considerable effort 
after perfection that our race has yet made—land us 
in no better result than this, it is high time to examine 
carefully their idea of perfection, to see whether it does 
not leave out of account sides and forces of human nature | 
which we might turn to great use; whether it would not 
be more operative if it were more complete. And I say 
that the English reliance on our religious organizations 
and on their ideas of human perfection just as they stand, 
is like our reliance on freedom, on muscular - Christianity, 
on population, on coal, on wealth — —mere belief in ma- 
chinery, and unfruitful and that is wholesomely coun- 
teracted by culture, bent on seeing things as ‘they are, 
and on drawing the ‘human race onwards to a more coms 
plete, a harmonious perfection. . ; 
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Culture, however, shows its single- minded love of per- 
fection, its desire simply to make reason and the will of 
God prevail, its freedom from fanaticism, by its attitude 
towards all ‘this machinery, even while it insists that it 
is machinery. Fanatics, seeing the mischief men do them- 
selves by their blind belief in some machinery or other — 
whether it is wealth and industrialism, or whether it is the 
cultivation of bodily strength and activity, or whether 
it is a political organization — or whether it is a religious 
organization — oppose with might and main the tend- 
ency to this or that political and religious organization, or 
to games and athletic exercises, or to wealth and indus- 

 trialism, and try violently to stop it. But the flexibility 
which sweetness and light give, and which is one of the 
rewards of culture pursued in good faith, enables a man 
to see that a tendency may be necessary, and even, as a 
_ preparation for something in the future, salutary, and 
yet that the generations or individuals who obey this 
tendency are sacrificed to it, that they fell short of the 
_ hope of perfection by following it; and that its mischiefs 
are to be criticized, lest it should take too firm a hold and 
last after it has served its purpose. 
Mr. Gladstone well pointed out, in a speech at Paris — 
_ and others have pointed out the same thing — how neces- 
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main body of Philistinism — are sacrificed to it. In the 
same way, the result of all the games and sports which 
occupy the passing generation of boys and young men 
may be the establishment of a better and sounder phys- 
ical type for the future to work with. Culture does not 
set itself against the games and sports; it congratulates 
the future, and hopes it will make a good use of its im- 
proved physical basis; but it points out that our passing 
generation of boys and young men is, meantime, sacri- 
ficed. Puritanism was perhaps necessary to develop the 
moral fibre of the English race, Nonconformity to break 
the yoke of ecclesiastical domination over men’s minds 
and to prepare the way for freedom of thought in the 
distant future; still, culture points out that the harmoni- 
ous perfection of generations of Puritans and Non-con- 
formists has been, in consequence, sacrificed. Freedom 
of speech may be necessary for the society of the future, 
but the young lions of the Daily Telegraph in the mean- 
while are sacrificed. A voice for every man in his 
country’s government may be necessary for the society 
of the future, but meanwhile Mr. Beales and Mr. Brad- 
laugh are sacrificed, 

Oxford, the Oxford of the past, has many faults; and 
she has | heavily paid for them in defeat, in isolation, in 
want of hold upon the modern world. Yet we in Oxford, 
brought up amidst the beauty and sweetness of that 
beautiful place, have not failed to seize one truth — the 
truth that beauty and sweetness are essential characters 
of a complete human perfection. When I insist on this, 
T am all in the faith and tradition of Oxford. I say boldly 
that this our sentiment for beauty and sweetness, our 
sentiment against hideousness and rawness, has been at 
the bottom of our attachment to so many beaten causes, 
of our opposition to so many triumphant movements. 
And the sentiment is true, and has never been wholly de- 
feated, and has shown its power even in its defeat. We 
have not won our political battles, we have not carried 
our main points, we have not stopped our adversaries’ 
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advance, we have not marched victoriously with the mod- 
ern world; but we have told silently upon the mind of 
the country, we have prepared currents of feeling which 
sap our adversaries’ position when it seems gained, we 
have kept up our own communications with the future. 
Look at the course of the great movement which shook 
Oxford to its center some thirty years ago! It was di- 
rected, as any one who reads Dr. Newman’s “ Apology ” 
may see, against what in one word may be called “ Lib- 
eralism.” Liberalism prevailed; it was the appointed 
force to do the work of the hour; it was necessary, it 
was inevitable that it should prevail. The Oxford move- 
ment was broken, it failed; our wrecks are scattered on 
every shore: 


Quae regio in terris nostri non plena laboris? 


But what was it, this liberalism, as Dr. Newman saw it, 
and as it really broke the Oxford movement? It was the 
great middle-class liberalism, which had for the cardinal 
points of its belief the Reform Bill of 1832, and local 
self-government, m politics; in the social “sphere, free- 
trade, unrestricted competition, and the making of large 
industrial fortunes; in the religious sphere, the Dissidence 
of Dissent and the Protestantism of the Protestant re- 
ligion. I do not say that other and more intelligent 
forces than this were not opposed to the Oxford move- 
ment: but this was the force which really beat it; this 
was the force which Dr. Newman felt himself fighting 
with; this was the force which till only the other day 
seemed to be the paramount force in this country, and 
to be in possession of the future; this was the force 
whose achievements fill Mr. Lowe with such inexpressible 


- admiration, and whose rule he was so horror-struck to see 


threatened. And where is this great force of Philistinism 


now? It is thrust into the second rank, it is become a 
_ power of yesterday, it ‘has lost the future. A new power 
has suddenly appeared, a | power “which it is impossible 
: > yet t to judge fully, but which is certainly a wholly differ- 
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ent force from middle-class liberalism; different in its 
cardinal points of belief, different in its tendencies in 
every sphere. It loves and admires neither the legisla- 
tion of middle-class Parliaments, nor the local self-gov- 
ernment of middle-class vestries, nor the unrestricted 
competition of middle-class industrialists, nor the dissi- 
dence of middle-class Dissent and the Protestantism of 
middle-class Protestant religion. I am not now praising 
this new force, or saying that its own ideals are better; 
all I say is, that they are wholly different. And who 
will estimate how much the currents of feeling created 
by Dr. Newman’s movements, the keen desire for beauty 
and sweetness which it nourished, the deep aversion it 
manifested to the hardness and vulgarity of middle-class 
liberalism, the strong light it turned on the hideous and 
grotesque illusions of middle-class Protestantism — who 
will estimate how much all these contributed to swell the 
tide of secret dissatisfaction which has mined the ground 
under self-confident liberalism of the last thirty years, 
and has prepared the way for its sudden collapse and 
supersession? It is in this manner that the sentiment 
of Oxford for beauty and sweetness conquers, and in this 
manner long may it continue to conquer! 

In this manner it works to the same end as culture, and 
there is plenty of work for it yet to do. I have said that 
the new and more democratic force which is now super- 
seding our old middle-class liberalism cannot yet be 
rightly judged. It has its main tendencies still to form. 
We hear promises of its giving us administrative reform, 
law reform, reform of education, and I know not what; 
but those promises come rather from its advocates, wish- 
ing to make a good plea for it and to justify it for super- 
seding middle-class liberalism, than from clear tendencies 
which it has itself yet developed. But meanwhile it has 
plenty of well-intentioned friends against whom culture 
may with advantage continue to uphold steadily its ideal 
of human perfection; that this is an inward spiritual ac- 
tivity, having for its characters increased sweetness, in- 
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ereased light, increased life, increased sympathy. Mr. 
Bright, who has a foot in both worlds, the world of 
middle-class liberalism and the world of democracy, but 
who brings most of his ideas from the world of middle- 
class liberalism in which he was bred, always inclines to 
inculcate that faith in machinery to which, as we have 
seen, Englishmen are so prone, and which has been the 
bane of middle-class liberalism. .He complains with a 
sorrowful indignation of people who “ appear to have no 
proper estimate of the value of the franchise”; he leads 
his disciples to believe—what the Englishman is al- 
ways too ready to believe — that the having a vote, like 
the having a large family, or a large business, or large 
muscles, has in itself some edifying and perfecting effect 
upon human nature. Or else he cries out to the de- 
mocracy —“ the men,” as he calls them, “ upon whose 
shoulders the greatness of England rests ” — he cries out 
to them: “See what you have done! I look over this 
country and see the cities you have built, the railroads 
you have made, the manufactures you have produced, the 
cargoes which freight the ships of the greatest mercantile 
navy the world has ever seen! I see that you have con- 
verted by your labors what was once a wilderness, these 
islands, into a fruitful garden; I know that you have 
created this wealth, and are a nation whose name is a 
word of power throughout all the world.” Why, this is 
just the very style of laudation with which Mr. Roebuck 
or Mr. Lowe debauches the minds of the middle classes, 
and makes such Philistines of them. It is the same fash- 
ion of teaching a man to value himself not on what he 
is, not on his progress in sweetness and light, but on the 
umber of the railroads he has constructed, or the big- 
ness of the tabernacle he has built. Only the middle 
classes are told they have done it all with their energy, 
self-reliance, and capital, and the democracy are told they 
have done it all with their hands and sinews. But teach- 
ing the democracy to put its trust in achievements of 
- this kind is merely training them to be Philistines to take 
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the place of the Philistines whom they are superseding; 
and they, too, like the middle class, will be encouraged 
to sit down at the banquet of the future without having 
on a wedding garment, and nothing excellent can then 
come from them. Those who know their besetting faults, 
those who have watched them and listened to them, or 
those who will read the instructive account recently given 
of them by one of themselves, the Journeyman Engineer, 
will agree that the idea which culture sets before us of 
perfection — an increased_spiritual activity, having for 
its characters increased sweetness, increased light, in- 
creased sympathy — is an idea which the new democ- 
racy needs far more than the idea of the blessedness of 
the franchise, or the wonderfulness of its own industrial 
performances. 

Other well-meaning friends of this new power are for 
leading it, not in the old ruts of middle-class Philistinism, 
but in ways which are naturally alluring to the feet of 
democracy, though in this country they are novel and 
untried ways. I may call them the ways of Jacobinism. 
Violent indignation with the past, abstract systems of 
renovation applied wholesale, a new doctrine drawn up 
in black and white for elaborating down to the very 
smallest details a rational society for the future — these 
are the ways of J acobinism. Mr. Frederic Harrison and 
other disciples of Comte — one of them, Mr. Congreve, 
is an old friend of mine, and I am glad to have an op- 
portunity of publicly expressing my respect for his tal- 
ents and character — are among the friends of democracy 
who are for leading it in paths of this kind. Mr. Frederic 
Harrison is very hostile to culture, and from a natural 
enough motive; for culture is the eternal opponent of the 
two things which are the signal marks of Jacobinism — 
its fierceness, and its addiction to an abstract system. 
Culture is always assigning to system-makers and sys- 
tems a smaller share in the bent of human destiny than 
their friends like. A current in people’s minds sets to- 
wards new ideas; people are dissatisfied with their old 
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narrow stock of Philistine ideas, Anglo-Saxon ideas, or 
any other; and some man, some Bentham or Comte, who 
has the real merit of haying early and strongly felt and 

- helped the new current, but who brings plenty of nar- 
rowness and mistakes of his own into his feeling and help 
of it, is credited with being the author of the whole cur- 
rent, the fit person to be entrusted with its regulation and 
to guide the human race. 

The excellent German historian of the mythology of 
Rome, Preller, relating the introduction at Rome under 
the Tarquins of the worship of Apollo, the god of light, 
healing, and reconciliation, will have us observe that it 
was not so much the Tarquins who brought to Rome the 
new worship of Apollo, as a current in the mind of the 
Roman people which set powerfully at that time towards 
a new worship of this kind, and away from the old run 
of Latin and Sabine religious ideas. In a similar way, 
culture directs our attention to the natural current there 
is in human affairs, and to its continual working, and will 
not let us rivet our faith upon any one man and his do- 
ings. It makes us see not only his good side, but also 
how much in him was of necessity limited and transient; 
nay, it even feels a pleasure, a sense of an increased free- 
dom and of an ampler future, in so doing. 

I remember, when I was under the influence of a mind 
to which I feel the greatest obligations, the mind of a 
man who was the very incarnation of sanity and clear 
sense, a man the most considerable, it seems to me, whom 
America has yet produced — Benjamin Franklin —I re- 
member the relief with which, after long feeling the sway 
of Franklin’s imperturbable common-sense, I came upon 
a project of his for a new version of the Book of Job, to 
replace the old version, the style of which, says Franklin, 
has become obsolete, and thence less agreeable. “I give,” 
he continues, “ a few verses, which may serve as a sample 
of the kind of version I would recommend.” We all recol- 

lect the famous verse in our translation: “ Then Satan 
answered the Lord and said: ‘Doth Job fear God for 
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nought?’” Franklin makes this: “ Does your Majesty 
imagine that Job’s good conduct is the effect of mere 
personal attachment and affection?” I well remember 
how, when first I read that, I drew a deep breath of re-° 
lief and said to myself: “ After all, there is a stretch of 
humanity beyond Franklin’s victorious good sense! ” So, 
after hearing Bentham cried loudly up as the renovator 
of modern society, and Bentham’s mind and ideas pro- 
posed as the rules of our future, I open the “ Deontology.” 
There I read: “ While Xenophon was writing his history 
and Euclid teaching geometry, Socrates and Plato were 
talking nonsense under pretense of talking wisdom and 
morality. This morality of theirs consisted in words; 
this wisdom of theirs was the denial of matters known 
to every man’s experience.” From the moment of read- 
ing that, I am delivered from the bondage of Bentham! 
the fanaticism of his adherents can touch me no longer. 
I feel the inadequacy of his mind and ideas for supplying 
the rule of human society, for perfection. 

Culture tends always thus to deal with the men of a 
system, of disciples, of a school; with men like Comte, or 
the late Mr. Buckle, or Mr. Mill. However much it may 
find to admire in these personages, or in some of them, 
it nevertheless remembers the text: “Be not ye called 
Rabbi! ” and it soon passes on from any Rabbi. But 
Jacobinism loves a Rabbi; it does not want to pass on 
from its Rabbi in pursuit of a future and still unreached 
perfection; it wants its Rabbi and his ideas to stand for 
perfection, that they may with the more authority recast 
the world; and for Jacobinism, therefore, culture — 
eternally passing onwards and seeking —is an imperti- 
nence and an offence. But culture, just because it resists 
this tendency of Jacobinism to impose on us a man with 
limitations and errors of his own along with the true 
ideas of which he is the organ, really does the world and 
Jacobinism itself a service. 

So, too, Jacobinism, in its fierce hatred of the past 
and of those whom it makes liable for the sins of the 
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past, cannot away with the inexhaustible indulgence 
proper to culture, the consideration of circumstances, the 
severe judgment of actions joined to the merciful judg- 
ment of persons. “The man of culture is in politics,” 
cries Mr. Frederic Harrison, “ one of the poorest mortals 
alive! ” Mr. Frederic Harrison wants to be doing busi- 
ness, and he complains that the man of culture stops him 
with a “turn for small fault-finding, love of selfish ease, 
and indecision in action.” Of what use is culture, he 
asks, except for “a critic of new books or a professor of 
belle#lettres?”’ Why, it is of use because, in presence 
of the fierce exasperation which breathes, or rather, I 
may say, hisses through the whole production in which 
Mr. Frederic Harrison asks that question, it reminds us 
that the perfection of human nature is sweetness and 
light. It is of use, because, like religion — that other 


pangs 


work. 

~ The pursuit of perfection, then, is the pursuit of sweet- 
ness and light. He who works for sweetness and light, 
works to make reason and the will of God prevail. He 
who works for machinery, he who works for hatred, works 
only for confusion. Culture looks beyond machinery, cul- 
ture hates hatred; culture has one great passion, the pas- 
sion for sweetness and light. It has one even yet greater! 
— the passion for making them prevail. It is not satisfied 
till we all come to a perfect man; it knows that the 
sweetness and light of the few must be imperfect until 
the raw and unkindled masses of humanity are touched 
with sweetness and light. If I have not shrunk from say- 
ing that we must work for sweetness and light, so neither 
have I shrunk from saying that we must have a broad 
basis, must have sweetness and light for as many as 
possible. Again and again I have insisted how those are 
the happy moments of humanity, how those are the 
marking epochs of a people’s life, how those are the flow- 
ering times for literature and art and all the creative 
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power of genius, when there is a national glow of life and 
thought, when the whole of society is in the fullest meas- 
ure permeated by thought, sensible to beauty, intelligent 
and alive. Only it must be real thought and real beauty; 
real sweetness and real light. Plenty of people will try to 
give the masses, as they call them, an intellectual food 
prepared and adapted in the way they think proper for 
the actual condition of the masses. The ordinary popular 
literature is an example of this way of working on the 
masses. Plenty of people will try to indoctrinate the 
masses with the set of ideas and judgments constituting 
the creed of their own profession or party. Our religious 
and political organizations give an example of this way 
of working on the masses. I condemn neither way; but 
culture works differently. It does not try to teach down 
to the level of inferior classes; it does not try to win them 
for this or that sect of its own, with ready-made judg- 
ments and watchwords. It seeks to do away with classes; 
to make the best that has been thought and known in the 
world current_everywhere; to make all men live in an 
atmosphere of sweetness and light, where they may use 
ideas, as it uses them itself, freely — nourished, and not 
bound by them. 

This is the social idea; and the men of culture are the 
true apostles of equality. The great men of culture are 
those who have had a passion for diffusing, for making 
prevail, for carrying from one end of society to the other, 
the best knowledge, the best ideas of their time; who. 
have labored to divest knowledge of all that was harsh, 
uncouth, difficult, abstract, professional, exclusive; to hu- 
manize it, to make it efficient outside the clique of the cule” 
tivated and learned, yet still remaining the best knowl- 
edge and thought of the time, and a true source, therefore, 
of sweetness and light. Such a man was Abelard in the 
Middle Ages, in spite of all his imperfections; and thence 
the boundless emotion and enthusiasm which Abelard 
excited. Such were Lessing one Herder in Germany, at’ 
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many were in this way inestimably precious. Genera- 
tions will pass, and literary monuments will accumulate, 
and works far more perfect than the works -of Lessing 
and Herder will be produced in Germany; and yet the 
names of these two men will fill a German with a rever- 
ence and enthusiasm such as the names of the most gifted 
masters will hardly awaken. And why? Because they 
humamzed knowledge; because they broadened the basis 
of life and intelligence; because they worked powerfully 
will of God prevail. With Saint Augustine they said: 
“ Let us not leave thee alone to make in the secret of thy 
knowledge, as thou didst before the creation of the firm- 
ament, the division of light from darkness; let the chil- 
dren of thy spirit, placed in their firmament, make their 
light shine upon the earth, mark the division of night and 
day, and announce the revolution of the times; for the 
old order is passed, and the new arises; the night is spent, 
the day is come forth; and thou shalt crown the year 
with thy blessing, when thou shalt send forth laborers 
into thy harvest sown by other hands than theirs; when 
thou shalt send forth new laborers to new seed-times, 
whereof the harvest shall be not yet.” 


II 
EQUALITY 


WHEN we talk of man’s advance towards his full hu- 
manity, we think of an advance, not along one line only, 
but several. Certain races and nations, as we know, are 
on certain lines preéminent and representative. The 
Hebrew nation was preéminent on one great line. “ What 
nation,” it was justly asked by their lawgiver, “ hath 
statutes and judgments so righteous as the law which I 
set before you this day? Keep therefore and do them; 
for this is your wisdom and your understanding in the 
sight of the nations which shall hear all these statutes 
and say: Surely this great nation is a wise and under- 
standing people! ” The Hellenic race was preéminent on 
other lines. Isocrates could say of Athens: “ Our city 
has left the rest of the world 0) far behind in philosophy 


has she done her part, that the name “ot Ciel seems no 
longer to stand for a race but to stand for intelligence 
‘itself, and they who share in our culture are called Greeks 
even before those who are merely of our own blood.” 


The power of intellect and science, the power of beauty, 
the power of social life and manners — these are what 
Greece so felt, and fixed, and may stand for. They are 
great elements in our humanization. The power of con- 
duct is another great element; and this was so felt and 
fixed by Israel that we can never with justice refuse to 
permit Israel, in spite of all his shortcomings, to stand 
for it. 

So you see that-in being humanized we have to move 
along several lines, and that on certain lines certain na- 
tions find their strength and take a lead. We may eluci- 
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date the thing yet further. Nations now existing may 
be said to feel or to have felt the power of this or that 
element in our humanization so signally that they are 
characterized by it. No one who knows this country 


would deny that it is characterized, in a remarkable 
degree, by a sense of the power of conduct. Our feeling 
for religion is one part of this; our industry is another. 
What foreigners so much remark in us—our public 
spirit, our love, amidst all our liberty, for public order 
and for stability — are parts of it too. Then the power 
of beauty was so felt by the Italians that their art re- 
vived, as we know, the almost lost idea of beauty, and 
the serious and successful pursuit of it. Cardinal An- 
tonelli, speaking to me about the education of the com- 
mon people in Rome, said that they were illiterate, in- 
deed, but whoever mingled with them at any public show, 
and heard them pass judgment on the beauty or ugliness 
of what came before them—“e brutto,’ “e bello” — 
would find that their judgment agreed admirably, in 
general, with just what the most cultivated people would 
say. Even at the present time, then, the Italians are 
preéminent_in feeling the power of beauty. The power 
of knowledge, in the same way, is eminently an influ- 
ence with the Germans. This by no means implies, as 
is sometimes supposed, a high and fine general culture. 
What it implies is a strong sense of the necessity of know- 
ing scientifically, as the expression is, the things which 
have to be known by us; of knowing them systematically, 
by the regular and right process, and in the only real way. 
And this sense the Germans especially have. Finally, 
there is the power of social life and manners. And even 
the Athenians themselves, perhaps, have hardly felt this 
power so much as the French. 

Voltaire, in a famous passage where he extols the age 
of Louis the Fourteenth and ranks it with the chief 
epochs in the civilization of our race, has to specify the 
gift bestowed on us by the age of Louis the Fourteenth, 
as the age of Pericles, for instance, bestowed on us its art 
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and literature, and the Italian Renascence its revival of 
art and literature. And Voltaire shows all his acuteness 
in fixing on the gift to name. It is not the sort of gift 
which we expect to see named. The great gift of the age 
of Louis the Fourteenth to the the world, says Voltaire, 
was this: l’esprit de société, the spirit of society, the social 
spirit. And another French writer, looking for the good 
points in the old French nobility, remarks that this at 
any rate is to be said in their favor: they established a 
high and charming ideal of social intercourse and man- 
ners, for a nation formed to profit by such an ideal, and 
which has profited by it ever since. And in America, 
perhaps, we see the disadvantages of having social equal- 
ity before there has been any such high standard of social 
life and manners formed. 

We are not disposed in England, most of us, to attach 
all this importance to social intercourse and manners. 
Yet Burke says: “There ought to be a system of man- 
ners in every nation which a well-formed mind would 
be disposed to relish.” And the power of social life and 
manners is truly, as we have seen, one of the great ele- 
ments in our humanization. Unless we have cultivated 
it, we are incomplete. The impulse for cultivating it is 
not, indeed, a moral impulse. It is by no means identical 
with the moral impulse to help our neighbor and to do 
him good. Yet in many ways it works to a like end. It 
brings men together, makes them feel the need of one 
another, be considerate of one another, understand one 
another. But, above all things, it is a promoter of equal- 
ity. It is by the humanity of their manners that men 
are made equal. “A man thinks to show himself my 
equal,” says Goethe, “by being grob — that is to say, 
coarse and rude; he does not show himself my equal, he 
shows himself grob.” But a community having humane 
manners is a community of equals, and in such a com- 
munity great social inequalities have really no meaning, 
while they are at the same time a menace and an em- 
barrassment to perfect ease of social intercourse. A com- 
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munity with the spirit of society is eminently, therefore, 
a community with the spirit of equality. A nation with 
a genius for society, like the French or the Athenians, 
is irresistibly drawn towards equality. From the first 
moment when the French people, with its congenital sense 
for the power of social-intercourse and manners, came 
into existence, it was on the road to equality. When it 
had once got a high standard of social manners abun- 
dantly established, and at the same time the natural, 
material necessity for the feudal inequality of classes and 
property pressed upon it no longer, the French people 
introduced equality and made the French Revolution. 
It was not the spirit of philanthropy which mainly im- 
pelled the French to that Revolution, neither was it the 
spirit of envy, neither was it the love of abstract ideas, 
though all these did something towards it; but what did 
most was the spirit of society. 

The well-being of the many comes out more and more 
distinctly, in proportion as times goes on, as the object 
we must pursue. An individual or a class, concentrating 
their efforts upon their own well-being exclusively, do but 
beget troubles both for others and for themselves also. 
No individual life can be truly prosperous, passed, as 
- Obermann says, in the midst of men who suffer; passée 
au milieu des générations qui souffrent. To the noble 
soul, it cannot be happy; to the ignoble, it cannot be 
secure. Socialistic and communistic schemes have gen- 
erally, however, a fatal defect; they are content with too 
low and material a standard of well-being. That instinct 
of perfection, which is the master-power in humanity, 
always rebels at this, and frustrates the work. Many are 
to be made partakers of well-being, true; but the ideal 
of well-being is not to be, on that account, lowered and 
coarsened. M. de Laveleye, the political economist, who 
is a Belgian and a Protestant, and whose testimony, 
therefore, we may the more readily take about France, 
says that France, being the country of Europe where the 
soil is more divided than anywhere except in Switzerland 
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and Norway, is at the same time the country where ma- 
terial well-being is most widely spread, where wealth has 
of late years increased most, and where population is 
least outrunning the limits, which, for the comfort and 
progress of the working classes themselves, seem neces- 
sary. This may go for a good deal. It supplies an an- 
swer to what Sir Erskine May says about the bad effects 
of equality upon French prosperity. But I will quote to 
you from Mr. Hamerton what goes, I think, for yet more. 
Mr. Hamerton is an excellent observer and reporter, and 
has lived for many years in France. He says_of the 
French peasantry that they are exceedingly ignorant. So 
they are. But he adds: “ They are at the same time full 
of intelligence; their manners are excellent, they have 
delicate perceptions, they have tact, they have a certain 
refinement which a brutalized peasantry could not pos- 
sibly have. If you talk to one of them at his own home, 


borer is enormous,” 

This is, indeed, worth your attention. Of course all 
mankind are, as Mr. Gladstone says, of our own flesh 
and blood. But you know how often it happens in 
England that a cultivated person, a person of the sort 
that Mr. Charles Sumner describes, talking to one of the 
lower class, or even of the middle class, feels and cannot 
but feel, that there is somehow a wall of partition be- 
tween himself and the other, that they seem to belong to 
two different worlds. Thoughts, feelings, perceptions, 
susceptibilities, language, manners — everything is dif- 
ferent. Whereas, with a French peasant, the most culti- 
vated man may find himself in sympathy, may feel that 
he is talking to an equal. This is an experience which 
has been made a thousand times, and which may be made 
again any day. And it may be carried beyond the range 
of mere conversation, it may be extended to things like 
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pleasures, recreations, eating and drinking, and so on. In 
general the pleasures, recreations, eating and drinking of 
English people, when once you get below that class which 
Mr. Charles Sumner calls the class of gentlemen, are to 
one of that class unpalatable and impossible. In France 
there is not this incompatibility. Whether he mix with 
high or low, the gentleman feels himself in a world not 
alien or repulsive, but a world where people make the 
same sort of demands upon life, in things of this sort, 
which he himself does. In all these respects France is the 
country where the people, as distinguished from a wealthy 
refined class, most lives what we call a humane life, the 
life of civilized man. 

Of course, fastidious persons can and do pick holes in 
it. There is just now, in France, a noblesse newly re- 
vived, full of pretension, full of airs and graces and dis- 
dains; but its sphere is narrow, and out of its own sphere 
no one cares very much for it. There is a general equality 
in a humane kind of life. This is the secret of the pas- 
sionate attachment with which France inspires all French- 
men, in spite of her fearful troubles, her checked pros- 
perity, her disconnected units, and the rest of it. There 
is so much of the goodness and agreeableness of life 
there, and for so many. It is the secret of her having 
been able to attach so ardently to her the German and 
Protestant people of Alsace, while we have been so little 
able to attach the Celtic and Catholic people of Ireland. 
France brings the Alsatians into a social system so full 
of the goodness and agreeableness of life; we offer to the 
Irish no such attraction. It is the secret, finally, of the 
prevalence which we have remarked in other continental 
countries of a legislation tending, like that of France, 
to social equality. The social system which equality 
ereates in France is, in the eyes of others, such a giver 
of the goodness and agreeableness of life, that they seek 
to get the goodness by getting the equality. 

Yet France has had her fearful troubles, as Sir Erskine 
_ May justly says. She suffers too, he adds, from demoral- 
: 
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ization and intellectual stoppage. Let us admit, if he 
likes, this to be true also. His error is that he attributes 
all this to equality. Equality, as we have seen, has 
brought France to a really admirable and enviable pitch 
of humanization in one important line. And this, the 
work of equality, is so much a good in Sir Erskine May’s 
eyes, that he has mistaken it for the whole of which it 
is a part, frankly identifies it with civilization, and is in- 
clined to pronounce France the most civilized of nations. 

But we have seen how much goes to full humanization, 
to true civilization, besides the power of social life and 
manners. There is the power of conduct, the power of 
intellect and knowledge, the power of beauty. The power 
of conduct is the greatest of all. And without in the 
least wishing to preach, I must observe, as a mere matter 
of natural fact and experience, that for the power of con- 
duct France has never had anything like the same sense 
which she has had for the power of social life and man- 
ners. Michelet, himself a Frenchman, gives us the rea- 
son why the Reformation did not succeed in France. It 
did not succeed, he says, because la France ne voulait pas 
de réforme morale—moral reform France would not 
have; and the Reformation was above all a moral move- 
ment. The sense in France for the power of conduct has 
not greatly deepened, I think, since. The sense for the 
power of intellect and knowledge has not been adequate 
either. The sense for beauty has not been adequate. In- 
telligence and beauty have been, in general, but so far 
reached, as they can be and are reached by men who, of 
the elements of perfect humanization, lay thorough hold 
upon one only—the power of social intercourse and 
manners. I speak of France in general; she has had, and 
she has, individuals who stand out and who form excep- 
tions. Well, then, if a nation laying no sufficient hold 
upon the powers of beauty and knowledge, and a most 
failing and feeble hold upon the power of conduct, comes 
to demoralization and intellectual stoppage and fearful 
troubles, we need not be inordinately surprised. What 
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we should rather marvel at is the healing and bountiful 
operation of Nature, whereby the laying firm hold on 
one real element in our humanization has had for France 
results so beneficent. 

And thus, when Sir Erskine May gets bewildered be- 
tween France’s equality and fearful troubles on the one 
hand, and the civilization of France on the other, let us 
suggest to him that perhaps he is bewildered by his data 
because he combines them ill. France has not exemplary 
disaster and ruin as the fruits of equality, and at the 
same time, and independently of this, an exemplary civil- 
ization. She has a large measure of happiness and suc- 
cess as the fruits of equality, and she has a very large 
measure of dangers and troubles as the fruits of some- 
thing else. 

We have more to do, however, than to help Sir Erskine 
May out of his scrape about France. We have to see 
whether the considerations which we have been employ- 
ing may not be of use to us about England. 

We shall not have much difficulty in admitting what- 
ever good is to be said of ourselves, and we will try not 
to be unfair by excluding all that is not so favorable. 
Indeed, our less favorable side is the one which we should 
be the most anxious to note, in order that we may mend 
it. But we will begin with the good. Our people has 
energy and honesty as its good characteristics. We have 
a strong sense for the chief power in the life and progress 
of man — the power of conduct. So far we speak of the 
English people as a whole. Then we have a rich, refined, 
and splendid aristocracy. And we have, according to Mr. 
Charles Sumner’s acute and true remark, a class of gen- 
tlemen, not of the nobility, but_well-bred, cultivated, and 
refined, larger than is to be found in any other country. 
For these last we have Mr. Sumner’s testimony. As to 
the splendor of our aristocracy, all the world is agreed. 
Then we have a middle class and a lower class; and they, 
after all, are the immense bulk of the nation. 

Let us see how the civilization of these classes appears 
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to a Frenchman, who has witnessed, in his own country, 
the considerable humanization of these classes by equal- 
ity. To such an observer our middle class divides itself 
into a serious portion and a gay or rowdy portion; both 
are a marvel to him. With the gay or rowdy portion we 
need not much concern ourselves; we shall figure it to 
our minds sufficiently if we conceive it as the source of 
that war-song produced in these recent days of excite- 
ment: 


We don’t want to fight, but by jingo, if we do, 
We’ve got the ships, we’ve got the men, and we’ve got the money 
too. 


We may also partly judge its standard of life, and the 
needs of its nature, by the modern English theatre, per- 
haps the most contemptible in Europe. But the real 
strength of the English middle class is in its serious por- 
tion. And of this a Frenchman, who was here some little 
time ago as the correspondent, I think, of the Siécle news- 
paper, and whose letters were afterwards published in a 
volume, writes as follows. He had been attending some 
of the Moody and Sankey meetings, and he says: “To 
understand the success of Messrs. Moody and Sankey, 
one must be familiar with English manners, one must 
know the mind-deadening influence of a narrow Biblism, 
one must have experienced the sense of acute ennui, which 
the aspect and the frequentation of this great division of 
English society produce in others, the want of elasticity 
and the chronic ennui which characterize this class itself, 
petrified in a narrow Protestantism and in a perpetual 
reading of the Bible.” 

You know the French; —a little more Biblism, one may 
take leave to say, would do them no harm. But an audi- 
ence like this—and here, as I said, is the advantage of 
an audience like this— will have no difficulty in ad- 
mitting the amount of truth which there is in the French- 
man’s picture. It is the picture of a class which, driven 
by its sense for the power of conduct, in the beginning of 
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the seventeenth century entered —as I have more than 
once said, and as I may more than once have occasion in 
future to say—entered the prison of Puritanism, and 
had the key turned upon its spirit there for two hun- 
dred years. They did not know, good and earnest people 
as they were, that to the building up of human life there 
belong all those other powers also—the power of in- 
tellect and knowledge, the power of beauty, the power 
of social life and manners. And something, by what 
they became, they gained, and the whole nation with 
them; they deepened and fixed for this nation the sense 
of conduct. But they created a type of life and manners, 
of which they themselves, indeed, are slow to recognize 
the faults, but which is fatally condemned by its hideous- 
ness, its immense ennui, and against which the instinct 
of self-preservation in humanity rebels. 

Partisans fight. against facts in vain. Mr. Goldwin 
Smith, a writer of eloquence and power, although too 
prone to acerbity, is a partisan of the Puritans, and of 
the nonconformists who are the special inheritors of the 
Puritan tradition. He angrily resents the imputation 
upon that Puritan type of life, by which the life of 
our serious middle class has been formed, that it was 
doomed to hideousness, to immense ennui. He pro- 
tests that it had beauty, amenity, accomplishment. Let 
us go to facts. Charles the First, who, with all his faults, 
had the just idea that art and letters are great civilizers, 
“made, as you know, a famous collection of pictures — our 
first] National Gallery. It was, I suppose, the best col- 
lection at that time north of the Alps. It contained nine 
Raphaels, eleven Correggios, twenty-eight Titians. What 
became of that collection? The journals of the House 
of Commons will tell you. There you may see the Puritan 
Parliament disposing of this Whitehall or York House 
collection as follows: “Ordered, that all such pictures 
and statues there as are without any superstition, shall 
be forthwith sold. ... Ordered, that all such pictures 
there as have the representation of the Second Person in 
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the Trinity upon them, shall be forthwith burnt. Or- 
dered, that all such pictures there as have the representa- 
tion of the Virgin Mary upon them, shall be forthwith 
burnt.” There we have the weak side of our parlia- 
mentary government and our serious middle class. We 
are incapable of sending Mr. Gladstone to be tried at the 
Old Bailey because he proclaims his antipathy to Lord 
Beaconsfield. A majority in our House of Commons is 
incapable of hailing, with frantic laughter and applause, 
a string of indecent jests against Christianity and its 
Founder. But we are not, or were not incapable of pro- 
ducing a Parliament which burns or sells the master- 
pieces of Italian art. And one may surely say of such a 
Puritan Parliament, and of those who determine its line 
for it, that they had not the spirit of beauty. 

What shall we say of amenity? Milton was born a 
humanist, but the Puritan temper, as we know, mas- 
tered him. There is nothing more unlovely and unamia- 
ble than Milton and Puritan disputant. Some one an- 
swers his “ Doctrine and Discipline of Divorce.” “I mean 
not,” rejoins Milton, “to dispute philosophy with this 
pork, who never read any.” However, he does reply 
to him and throughout the reply Milton’s great joke 
is, that his adversary, who was anonymous, is a serv- 
ing-man. “ Finally, he winds up his text with much 
doubt and trepidation; for it may be his trenchers were 
not scraped, and that which never yet afforded corn of 
favor to his noddle— the salt-cellar— was not rubbed; 
and therefore, in this haste, easily granting that his an- 
swers fall foul upon each other, and praying you would 
not think he writes as a prophet, but as a man, he runs 
to the black jack, fills his flagon, spreads the table, and 
serves up dinner.” There you have the same spirit of 
urbanity and amenity, as much of it, and as little, as 
generally informs the religious controversies of our Puri- 
tan middle class to this day. 

But Mr. Goldwin Smith insists, and picks out his own 
exemplar of the Puritan type of life and manners; and 
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even here let us follow him. He picks out the most 
favorable specimen he can find— Colonel Hutchinson, 
whose well-known memoirs, written by his widow, we 
have all read with interest. “Lucy Hutchinson,” says 
Mr. Goldwin Smith, “is painting what she thought a 
perfect Puritan would be; and her pieture presents to 
us not a coarse, crop-eared, and snuffling fanatic, but a 
highly accomplis shed, refined, gallant, and most amiable, 
though religious and seriously minded, gentleman.” Let 
us, I say, in this example of Mr. Goldwin Smith’s own 
choosing, lay our finger upon the points where this type 
deflects from the truly humane ideal. 

Mrs. Hutchinson relates a story which gives us a good 
notion of what the amiable and accomplished social in- 
tercourse, even of a picked Puritan family, was. Her 
husband was governor of Nottingham. He had occasion, 
she said, “to go and break up a private meeting in the 
cannoneer’s chamber ”; and in the cannoneer’s chamber 
“ were found some notes concerning paedobaptism, which, 
being brought into the governor’s lodgings, his wife hay- 
ing perused them and compared them with the Scrip- 
tures, found not what to say against the truths they as- 
serted concerning the misapplication of that ordinance to 
infants.” Soon afterwards she expects her confinement, 
and communicates the cannoneer’s doubts about paedo- 
baptism to her husband. The fatal cannoneer makes a 
breech in him too. “Then he bought and read all the 
eminent treatises on both sides, which at that time 
came thick from the presses, and still was cleared in the 
error of the paedobaptists.” Finally, Mrs. Hutchinson 
is confined. Then the governor “ invited all the ministers 
to dinner, and propounded his doubt and the ground 
thereof to them. None of them could defend their prac- 
tice with any satisfactory reason, but the tradition of 
the Church from the primitive times, and their main 
buckler of federal holiness, which Tombs and Denne had 
excellently overthrown. He and his wife then, professing 
themselves unsatisfied, desired their opinions.” With the 
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opinions I will not trouble you, but hasten to the result: 
“Whereupon that infant was not baptised.” 

No doubt to a large division of English society at this 
very day, that sort of dinner and discussion, and indeed, 
the whole manner of life and conversation here suggested 
by Mrs. Hutchinson’s narrative, will seem both natural 
and amiable, and such as to meet the needs of man as a 
religious and social creature. You know the conversa- 
tion which reigns in thousands of middle-class families at 
this hour, about nunneries, teetotalism, the confession, 
eternal punishment, ritualism, disestablishment. It goes 
wherever the class goes which is moulded on the Puritan 
type of life. In the long winter evenings of Toronto Mr. 
Goldwin Smith has had, probably, abundant experience 
of it. What isits enemy? The instinct of self-preserva- 
tion in humanity. Men make crude types and try to im- 
pose them, but to no purpose. “ L’homme s’agite, Dieu 
le mene,” says Bossuet. “There are many devices in a 
man’s heart; nevertheless the counsel of the Eternal, 
that shall stand.” Those who offer us the Puritan type 
of life offer us a religion not true, the claims of intellect 
and knowledge not satisfied, the claim of beauty not satis- 
fied, the claim of manners not satisfied. In its strong 
sense for conduct that life touches truth; but its other 
imperfections hinder it from employing even this sense 
aright. The type mastered our nation for a time. Then 
came the reaction. The nation said: “ This type, at any 
rate, is amiss; we are not going to be all like that!” The 
type retired into our middle class, and fortified itself 
there. It seeks to endure, to emerge, to deny its own im- 
perfections, to impose itself again; — impossible! If we 
continue to live, we must outgrow it. The very class in 
which it is rooted, our middle class, will have to acknowl- 
edge the type’s inadequacy, will have to acknowledge the 
hideousness, the immense ennui of the life which this type 
has created, will have to transform itself thoroughly. It 
will have to admit the large part of truth which there is 
in the criticisms of our Frenchman, whom we have too 
long forgotten. 
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After our middle class he turns his attention to our 
lower class. And of the lower and larger portion of this, 
the portion not bordering on the middle class and sharing 
its faults, he says: “I consider this multitude to be ab- 
solutely devoid, not only of political principles, but even 
of the most simple notions of good and evil. Certainly 
it does not appeal, this mob, to the principles of ’89, 
which you English make game of; it does not insist on 
the rights of man; what it wants is beer, gin, and fun.” 

That is a description of what Mr. Bright would call 
the residuum, only our author seems to think the resi- 
duum a very large body. And its condition strikes him 
with amazement and horror. And surely well it may. 
Let us recall Mr. Hamerton’s account of the most illiter- 
ate class in France; what an amount of civilization they 
have notwithstanding! And this is always to be under- 
stood, in hearing or reading a Frenchman’s praise of 
England. He envies our liberty, our public spirit, our 
trade, our stability. But there is always a reserve in his 
mind. He never means for a moment that he would like 
to change with us. Life seems to him so much better a 
thing in France for so many more people, that, in spite of 
the fearful troubles of France, it is best to be a French- 
man. A Frenchman might agree with Mr. Cobden, that 
life is good in England for those people who have at least 
£5000 a year. But the civilization of that immense ma- 
jority who have not £5000 a year, or £500, or even £100 — 
of our middle and lower class—seems to him too de- 
plorable. 

And now what has this condition of our middle and 
lower class to tell us about equality? How is it, must we 
not ask, how is it that, being without fearful troubles, 
having so many achievements to show and so much suc- 
cess, having as a nation a deep sense for conduct, having 
signal energy and honesty, having a splendid aristocracy, 
having an exceptionally large class of gentlemen, we are 
yet so little civilized? How is it that our middle and 
lower classes, in spite of the individuals among them who 


are raised by happy gifts of nature to a more humane life, 
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in spite of the seriousness of the middle class, in spite of 
the honesty and power of true work, the virtus verusque 
labor, which are to be found in abundance throughout 
the lower, do yet present, as a whole, the characters which 
we have seen? 

And really it seems as if the current of our discourse 
carried us of itself to but one conclusion. It seems as if 
we could not avoid concluding, that just as France owes 
her fearful troubles to other things and her civilizedness 
to equality, so we owe our immunity from fearful troubles 
to other things, and our uncivilizedness to inequality. 
“ Knowledge is easy,” says the wise man, “to him that 
understandeth ”; easy, he means, to him who will use his 
mind simply and rationally, and not to make him think 
he can know what he cannot, or to maintain, per fas et 
nefas, a false thesis with which he fancies his interests 
to be bound up. And to him who will use his mind as 
the wise man recommends, surely it is easy to see that 
our shortcomings in civilization are due to our inequality; 
or, in other words, that the great inequality of classes and 
property, which came to us from the Middle Age and 
which we maintain because we have the religion of in- 
equality, that this constitution of things, I say, has the 
natural and necessary effect, under present circumstances, 
of materializing our upper class, vulgarizing our middle 
class, and brutalizing our lower class. And this is to fail 
in civilization. 

For only just look how the facts combine themselves. 
I have said little as yet about our aristocratic class, except 
that it is splendid. Yet these, “our often very unhappy 
brethren,” as Burke calls them, are by no means matter 
for nothing but ecstasy. Our charity ought certainly, 
Burke says, to “ extend a due and anxious sensation of 
pity to the distresses of the miserable great.” Burke’s 
extremely strong language about their miseries and de- 
fects I will not quote. For my part, I am always dis- 
posed to marvel that human beings, in a position so false, 
should be so good as these are. Their reason for existing 
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was to serve as a number of centers in a world disinte- 
grated after the ruin of the Roman Empire, and slowly 
reconstituting itself. Numerous centers of material foree 
were needed, and these a feudal aristocracy supplied. 
Their large and hereditary estates served this public end. 
The owners had a positive function, for which their 
estates were essential. In our modern world the func- 
tion is gone; and the great estates, with an infinitely 
multiplied power of ministering to mere pleasure and in- 
dulgence, remain. The energy and honesty of our race 
does not leave itself without witness in this class, and 
nowhere are there more conspicuous examples of indi- 
viduals raised by happy gifts of nature far above their 
fellows and their circumstances. For distinction of all 
kinds this class has an esteem. Everything which suc- 
ceeds they tend to welcome, to win over, to put on their 
side; genius may generally make, if it will, not bad terms 
for itself with them. But the total result of the class, its 
effect on society at large and on national progress, are 
what we must regard. And on the whole, with no neces- 
sary function to fulfill, never conversant with life as it 
really is, tempted, flattered, and spoiled from childhood 
to old age, our aristocratic class is inevitably material- 
ized, and the more so the more the development of in- 
dustry and ingenuity augments the means of luxury. 
Every one can see how bad is the action of such an 
aristocracy upon the class of newly enriched people, 
whose great danger is a materialistic ideal, just because 
it is the ideal they can easiest comprehend. Nor is the 
mischief of this action now compensated by signal serv- 
ices of a public kind. Turn even to that sphere which 
aristocracies think specially their own, and where they 
have under other circumstances been really effective — 
the sphere of politics. When there is need, as now, for 
any large forecast of the course of human affairs, for an 
acquaintance with the ideas which in the end sway man- 
kind, and for an estimate of their power, aristocracies 
are out of their element, and materialized aristocracies 
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most of all. In the immense spiritual movement of our 
day, the English aristocracy, as I have elsewhere said, 
always reminds me of Pilate confronting the phenomenon 
of Christianity. Nor can a materialized class have any 
serious and fruitful sense for the power of beauty. They 
may imagine themselves to be in pursuit of beauty; but 
how often, alas, does the pursuit come to little more than 
dabbling a little in what they are pleased to call art, and 
making a great deal of what they are pleased to call love! 

Let us return to their merits. For the power of man- 
ners an aristocratic class, whether materialized or not, will 
always, from its circumstances, have a strong sense. And 
although for this power of social life and manners, so 
important to civilization, our English race has no special 
natural turn, in our aristocracy this power emerges and 
marks them. When the day of general humanization 
comes, they will have fixed the standard of manners. 
The English simplicity, too, makes the best of the Eng- 
lish aristocracy more frank and natural than the best 
of the like class anywhere else, and even the worst of 
them it makes free from the incredible fatuities and 
absurdities of the worst. Then the sense of conduct they 
share with their countrymen at large. In no class has it 
such trials to undergo; in none is it more often and more 
grievously overborne. But really the right comment on 
this is the comment of Pepys upon the evil course of 
Charles the Second and the Duke of York and the court 
of that day: “ At all which I am sorry; but it is the 
effect of idleness, and having nothing else to employ their 
great spirits upon.” 

Heaven forbid that I should speak in dispraise of that 
unique and most English class which Mr. Charles Sum- 
ner extols—the large class of gentlemen, not of the 
landed class or of the nobility, but cultivated and refined. 
They are a seemly product of the energy and of the 
power to rise in our race. Without, in general, rank 
and splendor and wealth and luxury to polish them, they 
have made their own the high standard of life and man- 
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ners of an aristocratic and refined class. Not having all 
the dissipations and distractions of this class, they are 


much more seriously alive to the power of intellect and — 


knowledge, to the power of beauty. The sense of con- 
duct, too, meets with fewer trials in this class. To some 
extent, however, their contiguousness to the aristocratic 
class has now the effect of materializing them, as it does 
the class of newly enriched people. The most palpable 
action is on the young amongst them, and on their 
standard of life and enjoyment. But in general, for this 
whole class, established facts, the materialism which they 
see regnant, too much block their mental horizon, and 
limit the possibilities of things to them. They are de- 
ficient in openness and flexibility of mind, in free play 
of ideas, in faith and ardor. Civilized they are, but they 
are not much of a civilizing force; they are somehow 
bounded and ineffective. 

So on the middle class they produce singularly little 
effect. What the middle class sees is that splendid piece 
of materialism, the aristocratic class, with a wealth and 
luxury utterly out of their reach, with a standard of 
social life and manners, the offspring of that wealth and 
luxury, seeming utterly out of their reach also. And thus 
they are thrown back upon themselves — upon a defec- 
tive type of religion, a narrow range of intellect and 
knowledge, a stunted sense of beauty, a low standard of 
manners. And the lower class see before them the aris- 
tocratic class, and its civilization, such as it is, even in- 
finitely more out of their reach than out of that of the 
middle class; while the life of the middle class, with its 
unlovely types of religion, thought, beauty, and manners, 
has naturally, in general, no great attractions for them 
either. And so they, too, are thrown back upon them- 
selves; upon their beer, their gin, and their fun. Now, 
then, you will understand what I meant by saying that 
our inequality materializes our upper class, vulgarizes our 
middle class, | brutalizes our lower. 


“And the greater the ine equality the more marked is its _ 
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bad action upon the middle and lower classes. In Scot- 
land the landed aristocracy fills the scene, as is well 
known, still more than in England; the other classes are 
more squeezed back and effaced. And the social civili- 
zation of the lower middle class and of the poorest class, 
in Scotland, is an example of the consequences. Com- 
pared with the same class even in England, the Scottish 
lower middle class is most visibly, to vary Mr. Charles 
Sumner’s phrase, Jess well-bred, Jess careful in personal 
habits and in social conventions, Jess refined. Let any one 
who doubts it go, after issuing from the aristocratic 
solitudes which possess Loch Lomond, let him go and 
observe the shopkeepers of the middle class in Dumbar- 
ton, and Greenock, and Gourock, and the places along the 
mouth of the Clyde. And for the poorest class, who that 
has seen it can ever forget the hardly human horror, the 
abjection and uncivilizedness of Glasgow? 

What a strange religion, then, is our religion of in- 
equality! Romance often helps a religion to hold its 
ground, and romance is good in its way; but ours is not 
even a romantic religion. No doubt our aristocracy is an 
object of very strong public interest. The Times itself 
bestows a leading article by way of epithalamium on the 
Duke of Norfolk’s marriage. And those journals of a 
new type, full of talent, and which interest me partic- 
ularly because they seem as if they were written by the 
young lion of our youth — the young lion grown mellow 
and, as the French say, viveur, arrived at his full and 
ripe knowledge of the world, and minded to enjoy the 
smooth evening of his days — those journals, in the main 
a sort of social gazette of the aristocracy, are apparently 
not read by that class only which they most concern, 
but are read with great avidity by other classes also. 
And the common people, too, have undoubtedly, as Mr. 
Gladstone says, a wonderful preference for a lord. Yet 
our aristocracy, from the action upon it of the Wars of 
the Roses, the Tudors, and the political necessities of 
George the Third, is for the imagination a singularly 
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modern and uninteresting one. Its splendor of station, 
its wealth, show, and luxury, is then what the other— 
classes really admire in it; and this is not an elevating 
admiration. Such an admiration will never lift us out 
of our vulgarity and brutality, if we chance to be vulgar 
and brutal to start with; it will rather feed them and be 
fed by them. So that when Mr. Gladstone invites us 
to call our love of inequality “the complement of the 
love of freedom or its negative pole, or the shadow which 
the love of freedom casts, or the reverberation of its voice 
in the halls of the constitution,” we must surely answer 
that all this mystical eloquence is not in the least neces- 
sary to explain so simple a matter; that our love of in- 
equality is really the vulgarity in us, and the brutality, 
admiring and worshipping the splendid materiality. 

Our present social organization, however, will and must 
endure until our middle class is provided with some better 
ideal of life than it has now. Our present organization 
has been an appointed stage in our growth; it has been 
of good use, and has enabled us to do great things. But 
the use is at an end, and the stage is over. Ask your- 
selves if you do not sometimes feel in yourselves a sense, 
that in spite of the strenuous efforts for good of so many 
excellent persons amongst us, we begin somehow to floun- 
der and to beat the air; that we seem to be finding our- 
selves stopped on this line of advance and on that, and 
to be threatened with a sort of standstill. It is that we 
are trying to live on with a social organization of which 
the day is over. Certainly equality will never of itself 
alone give us a perfect civilization. But, with such in- 
equality as ours, a perfect civilization is impossible. 

To that conclusion, facts, and the stream itself of this 
discourse, do seem, I think, to carry us irresistibly. We 
arrive at it because they so choose, not because we so 
choose. Our tendencies are all the other way. We are 
all of us politicians, and in one of two camps, the Liberal 
or the Conservative. Liberals tend to accept the middle 
class as it is, and to praise the nonconformists; while 
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Conservatives tend to accept the upper class as it is, and 
to praise the aristocracy. And yet here we are at the 
conclusion, that whereas one of the great obstacles to our 
civilization is, as I have often said, British nonconform- 
ity, another main obstacle to our civilization is British 
aristocracy! And this while we are yet forced to recog- 
nize excellent special qualities as well as the general Eng- 
lish energy and honesty, and a number of emergent hu- 
mane individuals, in both nonconformists and aristocracy. 
Clearly such a conclusion can be none of our own seeking. 

Then again, to remedy our inequality, there must be a 
change in the law of bequest, as there has been in France; 
and the faults and inconveniences of the present French 
law of bequest are obvious. It tends to over-divide prop- 
erty; it is unequal in operation, and can be eluded by 
people limiting their families; it makes the children, how- 
ever ill they may behave, independent of the parent. To 
be sure, Mr, Mill and others have shown that a law of 
bequest fixing the maximum, whether of land or money, 
which any one individual may take by bequest or in- 
heritance, but in other respects leaving the testator quite 
free, has none of the inconveniences of the French law, 
and is in every way preferable. But evidently these 
are not questions of practical politics. Just imagine Lord 
Hartington going down to Glasgow, and meeting his 
Scotch Liberals there, and saying to them: “ You are ill 
at ease, and you are calling for change, and very justly. 
But the cause of your being ill at ease is not what you 
suppose. The cause of your being ill at ease is the pro- 
found imperfectness of your social civilization. Your 
social civilization is, indeed, such as,I forebear to char- 
acterize. But the remedy is not disestablishment. The 
remedy is social equality. Let me direct your attention 
to a reform in the law of bequest and entail.” One can 
hardly speak of such a thing without laughing. No, the 
matter is at present one for the thoughts of those who 
think. It is a thing to be turned over in the minds of 
those who, on the one hand, have the spirit of scientific 


— 


—— 


EQUALITY 49 


inquirers, bent on seeing things as they really are; and, 
on the other hand, the spirit of friends of the humane 
life, lovers of perfection. To your thoughts I commit it.” 
And perhaps, the more you think of it, the more you will 
be persuaded that Menander showed his wisdom quite as 
much when he said Choose equality, as when he assured 
us that Evil communications corrupt good manners. 


Iil 
LITERATURE AND SCIENCE 


PracticaL people talk with a smile of Plato and of 
his absolute ideas; and it is impossible to deny that 
Plato’s ideas do often seem unpractical and imprac- 
ticable, and especially when one views them in connection 
with the life of a great work-a-day world like the United 
States. The necessary staple of the life of such a world 
Plato regards with disdain; handicraft and trade and the 
working professions he regards with disdain; but what 
becomes of the life of an industrial modern community 
if you take handicraft and trade and the working pro- 
fessions out of it? The base mechanic arts and handi- 
crafts, says Plato, bring about a natural weakness in the 
principle of excellence in a man, so that he cannot govern 
the ignoble growths in him, but nurses them, and cannot 
understand fostering any other. Those who exercise such 
arts and trades, as they have their bodies, he says, 
marred by their vulgar businesses, so they have their 
souls, too, bowed and broken by them. And if one of 
these uncomely people has a mind to seek self-culture 
and philosophy, Plato compares him to a bald little 
tinker, who has scraped together money, and has got his 
release from service, and has had a bath, and bought a 
new coat, and is rigged out like a bridegroom about to 
marry the daughter of his master who has fallen into 
poor and helpless estate. 

Nor do the working professions fare any better than 
trade at the hands of Plato. He draws for us an inimi- 
table picture of the working lawyer, and of his life of 
bondage; he shows how this bondage from his youth up 
has stunted and warped him, and made him small and 
crooked of soul, encompassing him with difficulties which 
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he is not man enough to rely on justice and truth as 
means to encounter, but has recourse, for help out of 
them, to falsehood and wrong. And so, says Plato, this 
poor creature is bent and broken, and grows up from boy 
to man without a particle of soundness in him, although 
exceedingly smart and clever in his own esteem. 

One cannot refuse to admire the artist who draws these 
pictures. But we say to ourselves that his ideas show 
the influence of a primitive and obsolete order of things, 
when the warrior caste and the priestly caste were alone 
in honor, and the humble work of the world was done 
by slaves. We have now changed all that; the modern 
majesty consists in work, as Emerson declares: and in 
’ work, we may add, principally of such plain and dusty 
kind as the work of cultivators of the ground, handi- 
craftsmen, men of trade and business, men of the work- 
ing professions. Above all is this true in a great in- 
dustrious community such as that of the United States. 

Now education, many people go on to say, is still 
mainly governed by the ideas of men like Plato, who lived 
when the warrior caste and the priestly or philosophical 
class were alone in honor, and the really useful part of 
the community were slaves. It is an education fitted for 
persons of leisure in such a community. This education 
passed from Greece and Rome to the feudal communities 
of Europe, where also the warrior caste and the priestly 
caste were alone held in honor, and where the really use- 
ful and working part of the community, though not nom- 
inally slaves as in the pagan world, were practically not 
much better off than slaves, and not more seriously re- 
garded. And how absurd it is, people end by saying, 
to inflict this education upon an n industrious modern com- 
munity, where very few indeed are persons of leisure, and 
the mass to be considered has not leisure, but is bound, 


for its own great good, and for the great good of the world 
at large, to plain labor and to industrial pursuits, and the 
education in question tends necessarily to make men dis- 
satisfied with these pursuits and unfitted for them! 
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That is what is said. So far I must defend Plato, as to 
plead that his view of education and studies is in the 
general, as it seems to me, sound enough, and fitted for 
all sorts and conditions of men, whatever their pursuits 
may be. “ An intelligent man,” says Plato, “ will prize 
those studies which result in his soul getting soberness, 
righteousness, and wisdom, and will less value the others.” 
I cannot consider that a bad description of the aim of 
education, and of the motives which should govern us 
in the choice of studies, whether we are preparing our- 
selves for a hereditary seat in the English House of Lords 


or for the pork trade in Chicago. 


Still I admit that Plato’s world was not ours, that his 
scorn of trade and handicraft is fantastic, that he had 
no conception of a great industrial community such as 
that of the United States, and that such a community 


~ must and will shape its education to suit its own needs. 


If the usual education handed down to it from the past 
does not suit it, it will certainly before long drop this and 


NON try another. The usual education in the past has been 


mainly literary. The question is whether the studies 
which were long supposed to be the best for all-of-us 
are practically the best_now; whether others are not 
better. The tyranny of the past, many think, weighs on 
us injuriously in the predominance given to letters in 
education. The question is raised whether, to meet the 
needs of our modern life, the predominance ought not 
now to pass from letters to science; and naturally the ques- 
tion is nowhere raised with more energy than here in the 
United States. The design of abasing what is called 
“mere literary instruction and education,” and of ex- 
alting what is called “sound, extensive, and practical 
scientific knowledge,” is, in this intensely modern world 
of the United States, even more perhaps than in Europe, 
a very popular design, and makes great and rapid prog- 
ress. 

I am going to ask whether the present movement for 
ousting letters from their old predominance in education, 
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and for transferring the predominance in education to the 
natural sciences, whether this brisk and flourishing move- 
ment ought to prevail, and whether it is likely that in the 
end it really will prevail. An objection may be raised 
which I will anticipate. My own studies have been al- 
most wholly in letters, and my visits to the field of the 
natural sciences have been very slight and inadequate, 
although those sciences have always strongly moved my 
curiousity. A man of letters, it will perhaps be said, is 
not competent to discuss the comparative merits of let- 
ters and natural science as means of education. To this 
objection I reply, first of all, that his incompetence, if he 
attempts the discussion but is really incompetent for it, 
will be abundantly visible; nobody will be taken in; he 
will have pleanty of sharp observers and critics to save 
mankind from that danger. But the line I am going to 
follow is, as you will soon discover, so extremely simple, 
that perhaps it may be followed without failure even by 
one who for a more ambitious line of discussion would be 
quite incompetent. 

Some of you may possibly remember a phrase of mine 
which has been the object of a good deal of comment; an 
observation to the effect that in our culture, the aim be- 
ing to know ourselves and the world, we have, as the 
means to this end, to know the best which has been 
thought and said in the world. A man of science, who is 
also an excellent writer and the very prince of debaters, 
Professor Huxley, in a discourse at the opening of Sir 
Josiah Mason’s college at Birmingham, laying hold of 
this phrase, expanded it by quoting some more words 
of mine, which are these: “The civilized world is to be 
regarded as now being, for intellectual and spiritual pur- 
poses, one great confederation, bound to a joint action 
and working to a common result; and whose members 
have for their proper outfit a knowledge of Greek, Ro- 
man, and Eastern antiquity, and of one another. Special 
local and temporary advantages being put out of ac- 
 gount, that modern nation will in the intellectual and 
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spiritual sphere make most progress, which most thor- 
oughly carries out this programme.” 

Now on my phrase, thus enlarged, Professor Huxley 
remarks that when I speak of the above-mentioned 
knowledge as enabling us to know ourselves and the 
world, I assert literature to contain the materials which 
suffice for thus making us know ourselves and the world. 
But it is not by any means clear, says he, that after hav- 
ing learnt all which ancient and modern literatures have 
to tell us, we have laid a sufficiently broad and deep foun- 
dation for that criticism of life, that knowledge of our- 
selves and the world, which constitutes culture. On 
the contrary, Professor Huxley declares that he finds 
himself “ wholly unable to admit that either nations or 
individuals will really advance, if their outfit draws noth- 
ing from the stores of physical science. An army with- 
out weapons of precision, and with no particular base 
of operations, might more hopefully enter upon a cam- 
paign on the Rhine, than a man, devoid of a knowledge 
of what physical science has done in the last century, 
upon a criticism of life.” 

This shows how needful it is for those who are to dis- 
cuss any matter together, to have a common understand- 
ing as to the sense of the terms they employ — how need- 
ful, and how difficult. What Professor Huxley says, 
implies just the reproach which is so often brought against 
the study of belles lettres, as they are called: that the 
study is an elegant one, but slight and ineffectual; a 
smattering of Greek and Latin and other ornamental 
things, of little use for any one whose object is to get at 
truth, and to be a practical man. So, too, M. Renan 
talks of the “superficial humanism” of a school-course 
which treats us as if we were all going to be poets, writers, 
preachers, orators, and he opposes this humanism to posi- 
tive science, or the critical search after truth. And there 
is always a tendency in those who are remonstrating 
against the predominance of letters in education, to un- 
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derstand by letters belles lettres, and by belles lettres a 
superficial humanism the opposite of science or true knowl- 
edge. 

But when we talk of knowing Greek and Roman an- 
tiquity, for instance, which is the knowledge people have 
called the humanities, I for my part mean a knowledge 
which is something more than a superficial humanism, 
mainly decorative. “I call all teaching scientific,” says 
Wolf, the critic of Homer, “ which is systematically laid 
out and followed up to its original sources. For example: 
a knowledge of classical antiquity is scientific when the 
remains of classical antiquity are correctly studied in the 
original languages.” There can be no doubt that Wolf 
is perfectly right; that all learning is scientific which is 
systematically laid out and followed up to its original 
sources, and that a genuine humanism is scientific. 

When I speak of knowing Greek and Roman antiquity, 
therefore, as a help to knowing ourselves and the world, 
I mean more than a knowledge of so much vocabulary, 
so much grammar, so many portions of authors in the 
Greek and Latin languages, I mean knowing the Greeks 
and Romans, and their life and genius, and what they 
were and did in the world; what we get from them, and 
what is its value. That, at least, is the ideal; and when 
we talk of endeavoring to know Greek and Roman antiq- 
uity, as a help to knowing ourselves and the world, we 
mean endeavoring so to know them as to satisfy this ideal, 
however much we may still fall short of it. 

The same also as to knowing our own and other modern 
nations, with the like aim of getting to understand our- 
selves and the world. To know the best that has been 
thought and said by the modern nations, is to know, says 
Professor Huxley, “ only what modern literatures have 
to tell us; it is the criticism of life contained in modern 
Jiterature.” ~ And yet “the distinctive character of our 
times,” “times,” he urges, “lies in the vast and constantly in- 
creasing part which is played by natural knowledge.” 
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And how, therefore, can a man, devoid of knowledge of 
what physical science has done in the last century, enter 
hopefully upon a criticism of modern life? 

Let us, I say, be agreed about the meaning of the 
terms we are using. I talk of knowing the best which 
has been thought and uttered in the world; Professor 
Huxley says this means knowing literature. Literature 
is a large word; it may mean everything written with 
letters or printed in a book. Euclid’s “ Elements” and 
Newton’s “ Principia” are thus literature. All knowl- 
edge that reaches us through books is literature. But 
by literature Professor Huxley means belles lettres. He 
means to make me say, that knowing the best which has 
been thought and said by the modern nations is knowing 
their belles lettres and no more. And this is no sufficient 
equipment, he argues, for a criticism of modern life. But 
as I do not mean, by knowing ancient Rome, knowing 
merely more or less of Latin belles lettres, and taking no 
account of Rome’s military, and political, and legal, and 
administrative work in the world; and as, by knowing 


ancient Greece, I understand knowing her as the giver 
’ of Greek art, and the guide to a free and right use of 


reason and to scientific method, and the founder of our 
mathematics and physics and astronomy and biology — 
I understand knowing her as all this, and not merely 
knowing certain Greek poems, and histories, and treatises, 
and speeches — so as to the knowledge of modern nations 
also. By knowing modern nations, I mean not merely 
knowing their belles lettres, but knowing also what has 
been done by such men as Copernicus, Galileo, Newton, 
Darwin. “Our ancestors learned,” says Professor Hux- 
ley, “ that the earth is the centre of the visible universe, 
and that man is the cynosure of things terrestrial; and 
more especially was it inculcated that the course of na- 
ture had no fixed order, but that it could be, and con- 
stantly was, altered.” But for us now, continues Pro- 
fessor Huxley, “ the notions of the beginning and the end 
of the world entertained by our forefathers are no longer 
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eredible. It is very certain that the earth is not the chief 
body in the material universe, and that the world is not 
subordinated to man’s use. It is even more certain that 
nature is the expression of a definite order, with which 
nothing interferes.” “And yet,” he cries, “the purely 
classical education advocated by the representatives of 
the humanists in our day gives no inkling of all this! ” 

In due place and time I will just touch upon that 
vexed question of classical education; but at present the 
question is as to what is meant by knowing the best 
which modern nations have thought and said. It is 
not knowing their belles lettres merely which is meant. 
To know Italian belles lettres is not to know Italy, and to 
know English belles lettres is not to know England. Into 
knowing Italy and England there comes a great deal 
more, Galileo and Newton amongst it. The reproach of 
being a superficial humanism, a tincture of belles lettres, 
may attach rightly enough to some other disciplines; but 
to the particular discipline recommended when I proposed 
knowing the best that has been thought and said in the 
world, it does not apply. In that best I certainly include 
what in modern times has been thought and said by the 
great observers and knowers of nature. 

There is, therefore, really no question between Pro- 
fessor Huxley and me as to whether knowing the great 
results of the modern scientific study of nature is not re- 
quired as a part of our culture, as well as knowing the 
products of literature and art. But to follow the processes 


by which those results are reached, ought, say the friends 
of physical science, to be made the staple of education 
for the bulk of mankind. And here there does arise a 
question between those whom Professor Huxley calls with 
playful sarcasm “the Levites of culture,” and those whom 
the poor humanist is sometimes apt to regard as its 
Nebuchadnezzars. 

The great results of the scientific investigations of na- 
_ ture we are agreed upon knowing, but how much of our 
study are we bound to give to the processes by which 
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those results are reached? The results have their visible 
bearing on human life. But all the processes, too, all the 
items of fact, by which those results are reached and 
established, are interesting. All knowledge is interesting 
to a wise man, and the knowledge of nature is interesting 
to all men. It is very interesting to know, that, from the 
albuminous white of the egg, the chick in the egg gets the 
materials for its flesh, bones, blood, and feathers; while 
from the fatty yolk of the egg, it gets the heat and energy 
which enable it at length to break its shell and begin the 
world. It is less interesting, perhaps, but still it is in- 
teresting, to know that when a taper burns, the wax is 
converted into carbonic acid and water. Moreover, it 
is quite true that the habit of dealing with facts, which 
is given by the study of nature, is, as the friends of 
physical science praise it for being, an excellent discipline. 
The appeal, in the study of nature, is constantly to ob- 
servation and experiment; not only is it said that the 
thing is so, but we can be made to see that it is so. Not 
only does a man tell us that when a taper burns the wax 
is converted into carbonic acid and water, as a man may 
tell us, if he likes, that Charon is punting his ferry-boat 
on the river Styx, or that Victor Hugo is a sublime poet, 
or Mr, Gladstone the most admirable of statesmen; but 
we are made to see that the conversion into carbonic acid 
and water does actually happen. This reality of natural 
knowledge it is, which makes the friends of f physical 
science contrast it, as a _knowledge _ of things, with the 
humanist’s knowledge, which is, say they, | a knowledge 
of words, And hence Professor Huxley is moved to lay 
it down that, “ for the purpose of attaining real culture, 
an exclusively scientific education is at least as effectual 
as an exclusively literary education.” And a certain 
President of the Section of Mechanical Science in the 
British Association is, in Scripture phrase, “ very bold,” 
and declares that if a man, in his mental training, “has 
substituted literature and history for natural science, he 
has chosen the less useful alternative.” But whether we 
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go these lengths or not, we must all admit that in natural 
science the habit gained of dealing with facts is a most 
valuable discipline, and that every one should have some 
experience of it. 

~ More than this, however, is demanded by the reform- 
ers. It is proposed to make the training in natural science 
the main part of education, for the great majority of 
mankind at any rate. And here, I confess, I part com- 
pany with the friends of physical science, with whom up 
to this point I have been agreeing. In differing from 
them, however, I wish to proceed with the utmost caution 
and diffidence. The smallness of my own acquaintance 
with the disciplines of natural science is ever before my 
mind, and I am fearful of doing these disciplines an in- 
justice. The ability and pugnacity of the partisans of 
natural science make them formidable persons to con- 
tradict. The tone of tentative inquiry, which befits a 
being of dim faculties and bounded knowledge, is the 
tone I would wish to take and not to depart from. At 
present it seems to me, that those who are for giving to 
natural knowledge, as they call it, the chief place in the 
education of the majority of mankind, leave one impor- 
tant thing out of their account: the constitution of hu- 
man nature. But I put this forward on the strength of 
some facts not at all recondite, very far from it; facts 
capable of being stated in the simplest possible fashion, 
and to which, if I so state them, the man of science will, 
I am sure, be willing to allow their due weight. 

Deny the facts altogether, I think, he hardly can. He 
can hardly deny, that when we set ourselves to enumerate 
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the powers which go to the building up of human life, and 9’ 
say that they are the power of conduct, the power of in-Wwuaieh 


tellect and knowledge, the power of ‘beauty, and the 
power of social life and manners —he can hardly deny 
that this scheme, ‘though drawn in rough and plain lines 
enough, and not pretending to scientific exactness, does 
yet give a fairly true representation of the matter. Hu- 
‘man nature is built up by these powers; we have the 
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need for them all. When we have rightly met and ad- 
justed the claims of them all, we shall then be in a fair 
way for getting soberness, and righteousness with wisdom. 
This is evident enough, and the friends of physical science 
would admit it. 

But perhaps they may not have sufficiently observed an- 
other thing: namely, that the several powers Just men- 
tioned are not isolated, but there is, in the generality of 
mankind, a perpetual tendency to relate them one to an- 
other in divers ways. With one such way of relating 
them I am particularly concerned now. Following our 
instinct for intellect and knowledge, we acquire pieces of 
knowledge; and presently in the generality of men, there 
arises the desire to relate these pieces of knowledge to 
our sense for conduct, to our sense for beauty — and there 
is weariness and dissatisfaction if the desire is balked. 
Now in this desire lies, I think, the strength of that hold 
which letters have upon us. 

All knowledge is, as I said just now, interesting; and 
even items of knowledge which from the nature of the . 
case cannot well be related, but must stand isolated in 
our thoughts, have their interest. Even lists of exceptions 
have their interest. If we are studying Greek accents it 
is interesting to know that pais and pas, and some other 
monosyllables of the same form of declension, do not take 
the circumflex upon the last syllable of the genitive plural 
but vary, in this respect, from the common rule. If we 
are studying physiology, it is interesting to know that the 
pulmonary artery carries dark blood and the pulmonary 
vein carries bright blood, departing in this respect from 
the common rule for the division of labor between the 
veins and the arteries. But every one knows how we 
seek naturally to combine the pieces of our knowledge 
together, to bring them under general rules, to relate them 
to principles; and how unsatisfactory and tiresome it 
would be to go on forever learning lists of exceptions, or 
accumulating items of fact which must stand isolated. 

Well, that same need of relating our knowledge, which 
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operates here within the sphere of our knowledge itself, 
we shall find operating, also, outside that sphere. We 
experience, as we go on learning and knowing — the vast 
majority of us experience — the need of relating what we 
have learnt and known to the sense which we have in us 
for conduct, to the sense which we have in us for beauty. 
A certain Greek prophetess of Mantineia in Arcadia, 
Diotima by name, once explained to the philosopher 
Socrates that love, and impulse, and bent of all kinds, is, 
in fact, nothing else but the desire in men that good 
should forever be present to them. This desire for good, 
Diotima assured Socrates, is our fundamental desire, of 
which fundamental desire every impulse in us is only 
some one particular form. And therefore this funda- 
mental desire it is, I suppose—this desire in men that 
good should be forever present to them — which acts in 
us when we feel the impulse for relating our knowledge 
to our sense for conduct and to our sense for beauty. 
At any rate, with men in general the instinct exists. 
Such is human nature. And the instinct, it will be ad- 
mitted, is innocent, and human nature is preserved by 
our following the lead of its innocent instincts. There- 
fore, in seeking to gratify this instinct in question, we are 
following the instinct of self-preservation in humanity. 
But, no doubt, some kinds of knowledge cannot be 
made to directly serve the instinct in question, cannot 
be directly related to the sense for beauty, to the sense 
for conduct. These are instrument-knowledges; they 
lead on to other knowledges, which can. A man who 
passes his life in instrument-knowledges is a specialist. 
They may be invaluable as instruments to something be- 
yond, for those who have the gift thus to employ them; 
and they may be disciplines in themselves wherein it is 
useful for every one to have some schooling. But it is 
inconceivable that the generality of men should pass all 
their mental life with Greek accents or with formal logic. 
My friend Professor Sylvester, who is one of the first 
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trines as to the virtue of mathematics, but those doc- 
trines are not for common men. In the very Senate House 
and heart of our English Cambridge I once ventured, 
though not without an apology for my profaneness, to 
hazard the opinion that for the majority of mankind a 
little of mathematics, even, goes a long way. Of course 
this is quite consistent with their being of immense im- 
portance as an instrument to something else; but it is 
the few who have the aptitude for thus using them, not 
the bulk of mankind. 

The natural sciences do not, however, stand on the 
same footing with these instrument-knowledges. Experi- 
ence shows us that the generality of men will find more 
interest in learning that, when a taper burns, the wax is 
converted into carbonic acid and water, or in learning 
the explanation of the phenomenon of dew, or in learn- 
ing how the circulation of the blood is carried on, than 
they find in learning that the genitive plural of pais and 
pas does not take the circumflex on the termination. 
And one piece of natural knowledge is added to another, 
and others are added to that, and at last we come to 
propositions so interesting as Mr. Darwin’s famous prop- 
osition that “our ancestor was a hairy quadruped fur- 
nished with a tail and pointed ears, probably arboreal in 
his habits.” Or we come to propositions of such reach 
and magnitude as those which Professor Huxley delivers, 
when he says that the notions of our forefathers about the 
beginning and the end of the world were all wrong, and 
that nature is the expression of a definite order with 
which nothing interferes. 

Interesting, indeed, these results of science are, im- 
portant they are, and we should all of us be acquainted 
with them. But what I now wish you to mark is, that 
we are still, when they are propounded to us and we re- 
ceive them, we are still in the sphere of intellect and 
knowledge. And for the generality of men there will be 
found, I say, to arise, when they have duly taken in the 
proposition that their ancestor was “a hairy quadruped 
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furnished with a tail and pointed ears, probably arboreal 
in his habits,” there will be found to arise an invincible 
desire to relate this proposition to the sense in us for con- 
duct, and to the sense in us for beauty. But this the men 
of science will not do for us, and will hardly even profess 
to do. They will give us other pieces of knowledge, other 
facts, about other animals and their ancestors, or about 
plants, or about stones, or about stars; and they may 
finally bring us to those great “general conceptions of 
the universe, which are forced upon us all,” says Professor 
Huxley, “by the progress of physical science.” But still 
it will be knowledge only which they give us; knowledge 
not put for us into relation with our sense for conduct, 
our sense for beauty, and touched with emotion by being 
so put; not thus put for us, and therefore, to the majority 
of mankind, after a certain while, unsatisfying, wearying. 

Not to the born naturalist, I admit. But what do we 
mean by a born naturalist? We mean a man in whom 
the zeal for observing nature is so uncommonly strong 
and eminent, that it marks him off from the bulk of man- 
kind. Such a man will pass his life happily in collecting 
natural knowledge and reasoning upon it, and will ask 
for nothing, or hardly anything, more. I have heard 
it said that the sagacious and admirable naturalist whom 
we lost not very long ago, Mr. Darwin, once owned to a 
friend that for his part he did not experience the neces- 
sity for two things which most men find so necessary to 
them — religion and poetry; science and the domestic 
affections, he thought, were enough. To a born na- 
turalist, I can well understand that this should seem so. 
So absorbing is his occupation with nature, so strong his 
love for his occupation, that he goes on acquiring natural 
knowledge and reasoning upon it, and has little time or 
inclination for thinking about getting it related to the de- 
sire in man for conduct, the desire in man for beauty. 
He relates it to them for himself as he goes along, so 
far as he feels the need; and he draws from the do- 
mestic affections all the additional solace necessary. 


64 SOCIETY AND EDUCATION 


But then Darwins are extremely rare. Another great 
and admirable master of natural knowledge, Faraday, 
was a Sandemanian. That is to say, he related his knowl- 
edge to his instinct for conduct and to his instinct for 
beauty, by the aid of that respectable Scottish secre- 
tary, Robert Sandeman. And so strong, in general, is 
the demand of religion and poetry to have their share 
in a man, to associate themselves with his knowing, and 
to relieve and rejoice it, that, probably, for one man 
amongst us with the disposition to do as Darwin did in 
this respect, there are at least fifty with the disposition 
to do as Faraday. 

Education lays hold upon us, in fact, by satisfying this 
demand. Professor Huxley holds up to scorn mediaeval 
education, with its neglect of the knowledge of nature, its 
poverty even of literary studies, its formal logic devoted 
to “showing how and why that which the Church said 
was true must be true.” But the great mediaeval Uni- 
versities were not brought into being, we may be sure, 
by the zeal for giving a jejune and contemptible educa- 
tion. Kings have been their nursing fathers, and queens 
have been their nursing mothers, but not for this. The 
mediaeval Universities came into being, because the sup- 
posed knowledge, delivered by Scripture and the Church, 
so deeply engaged men’s hearts, by so simply, easily, and 
powerfully relating itself to their desire for conduct, their 
desire for beauty. All other knowledge was dominated by 
this supposed knowledge and was subordinated to it, be- 
cause of the surpassing strength of the hold which it 
gained upon the affections of men, by allying itself pro- 
foundly with their sense for conduct, their sense for 
beauty. 

But now, says Professor Huxley, conceptions of the 
universe fatal to the notions held by our forefathers have 
been forced upon us by physical science. Grant to him 
that they are thus fatal, that the new conceptions must 
and will soon become current everywhere, and that every 
one will finally perceive them to be fatal to the beliefs 
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of our forefathers. The need of humane letters, as they 
are truly called, because they serve the paramount desire 
in men that good should be forever present to them —- 
the need of humane letters, to establish a relation between 
the new conceptions, and our instinct for beauty, our 
instinct for conduct, is only the more visible. The Mid- 
dle Age could do without humane letters, as it could do 
without the study of nature, because its supposed knowl- 
edge was made to engage its emotions so powerfully. 
Grant that the supposed knowledge disappears, its power 
of being made to engage the emotions will of course dis- 
appear along with it — but the emotions themselves, and 
their claim to be engaged and satisfied, will remain. Now 
if we find by experience that humane letters have an un- 
deniable power of engaging the emotions, the importance 
of humane letters in a man’s training becomes not less, 
but greater, in proportion to the success of modern science 
in extirpating what it calls “ mediaeval thinking.” 

Have humane letters, then, have poetry and eloquence, 
the power here attributed to them of engaging the emo- 
tions, and do they exercise it? And if they have it and 
exercise it, how do they exercise it, so as to exert an 
influence upon man’s sense for conduct, his sense for 
beauty? Finally, even if they both can and do exert an 
influence upon the senses in question, how are they to 
relate to them the results — the modern results — of na- 
tural science? All these questions may be asked. First, 
have poetry and eloquence the power of calling out the 
emotions? The appeal is to experience. Experience 
shows that for the vast majority of men, for mankind in 
general, they have the power. Next, do they exercise it? 
They do. But then, how do they exercise it so as to 
affect man’s sense for conduct, his sense for beauty? And 
this is perhaps a case for applying the Preacher’s words: 
“ Though a man labor to seek it out, yet he shall not find 
it; yea, farther, though a wise man think to know it, yet 
shall he not be able to find it.” Why should it be one 
thing, in its effect upon the emotions, to say, “ Patience 
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is a virtue,” and quite another thing, in its effect upon 
the emotions, to say with Homer, 


tAnrov yap Motpar Ovpor Oécav avOpwmrocow — 


“for an enduring heart have the destinies appointed to 
the children of men”? Why should it be one thing, in 
its effect upon the emotions, to say with the philosopher 
Spinoza, Felicitas in ea consistit quod homo suum esse 
conservare potest — “ Man’s happiness consists in his be- 
ing able to preserve his own essence,” and quite another 
thing, in its effect upon the emotions, to say with the 
Gospel, “ What is a man advantaged, if he gain the whole 
world, and lose himself, forfeit himself? ”” How does this 
difference of effect arise? I cannot tell, and I am not 
much concerned to know; the important thing is that 
it does arise, and that we can profit by it. But how, 
finally, are poetry and eloquence to exercise the power of 
relating the modern results of natural science to man’s 
instinct for conduct, his instinct for beauty? And here 
again I answer that I do not know how they will exercise 
it, but that they can and will exercise it 1 am sure. I do 
not mean that modern philosophical poets and modern 
philosophical moralists are to come and relate for us, in 
express terms, the results of modern scientific research 
to our instinct for conduct, our instinct for beauty. But 
I mean that we shall find, as a matter of experience, if 
we know the best that has been thought and uttered in 
the world, we shall find that the art and poetry and elo- 
quence of men who lived, perhaps long ago, who had the 
most limited natural knowledge, who had the most erro- 
neous conceptions about many important matters, we 
shall find that this art, and poetry, and eloquence, have 
in fact not only the power of refreshing and delighting 
us, they have also the power — such is the strength and 
worth, in essentials, of their authors’ criticism of life — 
they have a fortifying, and elevating, and quickening, and 
suggestive power, capable of wonderfully helping us to 
relate the results of modern science to our need for con- 
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duct, our need for beauty. Homer’s conceptions of the 
physical universe were, I imagine, grotesque; but really, 
under the shock of hearing from modern science that 
“the world is not subordinated to man’s use, and that 
man is not the cynosure of things terrestrial,” I could, for 
my own part, desire no better comfort than Homer’s line 
which I quoted just now, 


TAnTov yap Motpar Oupdv Oécay avOpwrorow — 


“for an enduring heart have the destinies appointed to 
the children of men”! 

And the more that men’s minds are cleared, the more 
that the results of science are frankly accepted, the more 
that poetry and eloquence come to be received and 
studied as what in truth they really are — the criticism 
of life by gifted men, alive and active with extraordinary 
power at an unusual number of points; —so much the 
more will the value of humane letters, and of art also, 
which is an utterance having a light kind of power with 
theirs, be felt and acknowledged, and their place in edu- 
cation be secured. 

Let us, therefore, all of us, avoid indeed as much as 
possible any invidious comparison between the merits of 
humane letters, as means of education, and the merits 
of natural sciences. But when some President of a Section 
for Mechanical Science insists on making the comparison, 
and tells us that “ he who in his training has substituted 
literature and history for natural science has chosen the 
less useful alternative,” let us make answer to him that 
the student of humane letters only, will, at least, know 
also the great general conceptions brought in by modern 
physical science: for science, as Professor Huxley says, 
forces them upon us all. But the student of the natural 
sciences only, will, by our very hypothesis, know nothing 
of humane letters; not to mention that in setting himself 
to be perpetually accumulating natural knowledge, he sets 
himself to do what only specialists have in general the 
gift for doing genially. And so he will probably be un- 


68 SOCIETY AND EDUCATION 


satisfied, or at any rate incomplete, and even more in- 
complete than the student of humane letters only. 

I once mentioned in a school-report, how a young man 
in one of our English training colleges having to para- 
phrase the passage in “ Macbeth” beginning, 


Can’st thou not minister to a mind diseased? 


turned this line into, “ Can you not wait upon the luna- 
tic?” And I remarked what a curious state of things 
it would be, if every pupil of our national schools knew, 
let us say, that the moon is two thousand one hundred 
and sixty miles in diameter, and thought at the same time 
that a good paraphrase for 


Can’st thou not minister to a mind diseased? 


was, “Can you not wait upon the lunatic?” If one is 
driven to choose, I think I would rather have a young 
person ignorant about the moon’s diameter, but aware 
that “ Can you not wait upon the lunatic? ” is bad, than 
a@ young person whose education had been such as to 
manage things the other way. 

Or to go higher than the pupils of our national schools. 
I have in my mind’s eye a member of our British Parlia- 
ment who comes to travel here in America, who after- 
wards relates his travels, and who shows a really masterly 
knowledge of the geology of this great country and of its 
mining capabilities, but who ends by gravely suggesting 
that the United States should borrow a prince from our 
Royal Family, and should make him their king, and should 
create a House of Lords of great landed proprietors after 
the pattern of ours; and then America, he thinks, would 
have her future happily and perfectly secured. Surely, 
in this case, the President of the Section for Mechanical 
Science would himself hardly say that our member of 
Parliament, by concentrating himself upon geology and 
mineralogy, and so on, and not attending to literature 
and history, had “ chosen the more useful alternative.” 

If then there is to be separation and option between 
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humane letters on the one hand, and the natural sciences 
on the other, the great majority of mankind, all who 
have not exceptional and overpowering aptitudes for the 
study of nature, would do well, I cannot but think, to 
choose to be educated in humane letters rather than in 
the natural sciences. Letters will call out their being at 
more points, will make them live more. 

I said that before I ended I would just touch on the 
question of classical education, and I will keep my word. 
Even if literature is to retain a large place in our educa- 
tion, yet Latin and Greek, say the friends of progress, 
will certainly have to go. Greek is the grand offender in 
the eyes of these gentlemen. The attackers of the es- 
tablished course of study think that against Greek, at 
any rate, they have irresistible arguments. Literature 
may perhaps be needed in education, they say; but why 
on earth should it be Greek literature? Why not French 
or German? Nay, “has not an Englishman models in his 
own literature of every kind of excellence?” As before, 
it is not on any weak pleadings of my own that I rely for 
convincing the gainsayers; it is on the constitution of 
human nature itself, and on the instinct of self-preserva- 
tion in humanity. The instinct for beauty is set in hu- 
man nature, as surely as the instinct for knowledge is set 
there, or the instinct for conduct. If the instinct for 
beauty is served by Greek literature and art as it is served 
by no other literature and art, we may trust to the in- 
stinct of self-preservation in humanity for keeping Greek 
as part of our culture. We may trust to it for even mak- 
ing the study of Greek more prevalent than it is now. 
Greek will come, I hope, some day to be studied more 
rationally than at present; but it will be increasingly 
studied as men increasingly feel the need in them for 
beauty, and how powerfully Greek art and Greek litera- 
ture can serve this need. Women will again study Greek, 
as Lady Jane Grey did; I believe that in that chain of 
forts, with which the fair host of the Amazons are now 
engirdling our English universities, I find that here in 
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America, in colleges like Smith College in Massachusetts, 
and Vassar College in the State of New York, and in the 
happy families of the mixed universities out West, they 
are studying it already. 

Defuit una mihi symmetria prisca—“The antique 
symmetry was the one thing wanting to me,” said Leon- 
ardo da Vinci; and he was an Italian. I will not pre- 
sume to speak for the Americans, but I am sure that, in 
the Englishman, the want of this admirable symmetry 
of the Greeks is a thousand times more great and crying 
than in any Italian. The results of the want show them- 
selves most glaringly, perhaps, in our architecture, but 
they show themselves, also, in all our art. Fit details 


the Greeks, and it is just where we English fail, where 
all our art fails. Striking ideas we have, aud well exe- 
cuted details we have; but that high symmetry which, 
with satisfying and delightful effect, combines them, we 
seldom or never have. The glorious beauty of the Acrop- 
olis at Athens did not come from single fine things stuck 
about on that hill, a statue here, a gateway there; — no, 
it arose from all things being perfectly combined for a 
supreme total effect. What must not an Englishman feel 
about our deficiencies in this respect, as the sense for 
beauty, whereof this symmetry is an essential element, 
awakens and strengthens within him! what will not one 
day be his respect and desire for Greece and its sym- 
metria prisca, when the scales drop from his eyes as he 
walks the London streets, and he sees such a lesson in 
meanness, as the Strand, for instance, in its true deform- 
ity! But here we are coming to our friend Mr. Ruskin’s 
province, and I will not intrude upon it, for he is its very 
sufficient guardian. 

And so we at last find, it seems, we find flowing in favor 
of the humanities the natural and necessary stream of 
things, which seemed against them when we started. The 
“hairy quadruped furnished with a tail and pointed ears, 
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probably arboreal in his habits,” this good fellow carried 
hidden in his nature, apparently, something destined to 
develop into a necessity for humane letters. Nay, more; 
we seem finally to be even !ed to the further conclusion 
that our hairy ancestor carried in his nature, also, a neces- 
sity for Greek. 

And, therefore, to say the truth, I cannot really think 
that humane letters are in much actual danger of being 
thrust out from their leading place in education, in spite 
of the array of authorities against them at this moment. 
So long as human nature is what it is, their attractions 
will remain irresistible. As with Greek, so with letters 
generally: they will some day come, we may hope, to be 
studied more rationally, but they will not lose their place. 
What will happen will rather be that there will be crowded 
into education other matters besides, far too many; there 
will be, perhaps, a period of unsettlement and confusion 
and false tendency; but letters will not in the end lose 
their leading place. If they lose it for a time, they will 
get it back again. We shall be brought back to them 
by our wants and aspirations. And a poor humanist may 
possess his soul in patience, neither strive nor cry, admit 
the energy and brilliancy of the partisans of physical 
science, and their present favor with the public, to be 
far greater than his own, and still have a happy faith that 
the nature of things works silently on behalf of the studies 
which he loves, and that, while we shall all have to ac- 
quaint ourselves with the great results reached by modern 
science, and to give ourselves as much training in its 
disciplines as we can conveniently carry, yet the majority 
of men will always require humane letters; and so much 
the more, as they have the more and the greater results 
of science to relate to the need in man for conduct, and 
to the need in him for beauty. 


IV 
A SPEECH AT ETON 


THE philosopher Epictetus, who had a school at Ni- 
copolis in Epirus at the end of the first century of our era, 
thus apostrophises a young gentleman whom he supposes 
to be applying to him for education: 

“Young sir, at home you have been at fisticuffs with 
the man-servant, you have turned the house upside down, 
you have been a nuisance to the neighbours; and do you 
come here with the composed face of a sage, and mean 
to sit in judgment upon the lesson, and to criticise my 
want of point? You have come in here with envy and 
chagrin in your heart, humiliated at not getting your al- 
lowance paid you from home; and you sit with your 
mind full, in the intervals of the lecture, of how your 
father behaves to you, and how your brother. What are 
the people down at home saying about me? — They are 
thinking: Now he is getting on! they are saying: He will 
come home a walking dictionary! — Yes, and I should 
like to go home a walking dictionary; but then there is a 
deal of work required, and nobody sends me anything, 
and the bathing here at Nicopolis is dirty and nasty; 
things are all bad at home, and all bad here.” 

Nobody can say that the bathing at Eton is dirty and 
nasty. But at Eton, as at Nicopolis, the moral disposi- 
tion in which the pupil arrives at school, the thoughts 
and habits which he brings with him from home and from 
the social order in which he moves, must necessarily 
affect. his power of profiting by what his schoolmasters 
have to teach him. This necessity is common to all 
schooling. You cannot escape from it here any more than 
they could at Nicopolis. Epictetus, however, was fully 
persuaded that what he had to teach was valuable, if the 
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mental and moral frame of his pupils were but healthy 
enough to permit them to profit by it. I hope the Eton 
masters have the same conviction as to the native value 
of what they teach. But you know how many doubters 
and deniers of the value of a classical education we now- 
adays meet with. Let us put aside all that is said of the 
idleness, extravagance, and self-indulgence of the school- 
boy. This may pair off with the complaint of Epictetus 
about the unsatisfactory moral state of his pupil. But 
with us there are many people who go on and say: “ And 
when the schoolboy, in our public schools, does learn, he 
learns nothing that is worth knowing.” 

It is not of the Eton schoolboy only that this is said, 
but of the public schoolboy generally. We are all in the 
same boat — all of us in whose schooling the Greek and 
Latin classics fill the principal place. And it avails noth- 
ing, that you try and appease the gainsayer by now 
acquainting yourselves with the diameter of the sun and 
moon, and with all sorts of matters which to us of an 
earlier and ruder generation were unknown. So long as 
the Greek and Latin classics continue to fill, as they do 
fill, the chief place in your school-work, the gainsayer is 
implacable and sticks to his sentence: “ When the boy 
does learn, he learns nothing that is worth knowing.” 

Amidst all this disparagement, one may well ask one- 
self anxiously what is really to be said on behalf of studies 
over which so much of our time is spent, and for which 
we have, many of us, contracted a fondness. And after 
much consideration I have arrived at certain conclusions, 
which for my own use I find sufficient, but which are of 
such extreme simplicity that one ought to hesitate, per- 


haps, before one produces them to other people. How- 


f 


ever, such as they are, I have been led to bring them out 
more than once, and I will very briefly rehearse them 


now. It seems to me, firstly, that what a man seeks 


through his education is to get to know himself and the 
world; next, that for this knowledge it is before all things 


necessary that he acquaint himself with the best which 
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has been thought and said in the world; finally, that of 
this best the classics of Greece and Rome form a very 
chief portion, and the portion most entirely satisfactory. 
With these conclusions lodged safe in one’s mind, one is 
staunch on the side of the humanities. 

And in the same spirit of simplicity in which these 
conclusions have been reached, I proceed further. People 
complain that the significance of the classics which we 
read at school is not enough brought out, that the whole 
order and sense of that world from which they issue is 
not seized and held up to view. Well, but the best, in 
literature, has the quality of being in itself formative — 
silently formative; of bringing out its own significance 
as we read it. It is better to read a masterpiece much, 
even if one does that only, than to read it a little, and to 
be told a great deal about its significance, and about the 
development and sense of the world from which it issues. 
Sometimes what one is told about the significance of a 
work, and about the development of a world, is extremely 
questionable. At any rate, a schoolboy, who, as they did 
in the times of ignorance at Eton, read his Homer and 
Horace through, and then read them through again, and 
so went on until he knew them by heart, is not, in my 
opinion, so very much to be pitied. 

Still that sounding phrase, “the order and sense of 
a world,” sends a kind of thrill through us when we hear 
it, especially when the world spoken of is a thing so great 
and so interesting as the Graeco-Roman world of antiq- 
uity. If we are not deluded by it into thinking that to 
read fine talk about our classical documents is as good 
as to read the documents themselves, the phrase is one 
which we may with advantage lay to heart. I remember 
being struck, long ago, with a remark on the Greek poet 
Theognis by Goethe, who did not know Greek well and 
had to pick out its meaning by the help of a Latin trans- 
lation, but who brought to everything which he read his 
powerful habits of thought and criticism. ‘“ When I first 
read Theognis,” says Goethe, in substance, “I thought 
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him querulous and morbid, and disliked him. But when 
I came to know how entirely his poetry proceeded from 
the real circumstances of his life, from the situation of 
parties in Megara, his native city, and from the effects 
of that situation upon himself and his friends, then I 
read him with quite another feeling.” How very little 
do any of us treat the poetry of Theognis and other 
ancients in that fashion! was my thought after reading 
Goethe’s criticism. And earlier still I remember being 
struck at hearing a schoolfellow, who had left the sixth 
form at Rugby for Cambridge, and who had fallen in 
somewhere with one of Bunsen’s sons, who is now a mem- 
ber of the German Parliament — at hearing this school- 
fellow contrast the training of George Bunsen, as we then 
called him, with our own. Perhaps you think that at 
Rugby, which is often spoken of, though quite errone- 
ously, as a sort of opposition establishment to Eton, we 
treated the classics in a high philosophical way, and 
traced the sequence of things in ancient literature, when 
you at Eton professed nothing of the kind. But hear 
the criticism of my old schoolfellow. “It is wonderful,” 
said he; “not only can George Bunsen construe his 
Herodotus, but he has a view of the place of Herodotus 
in literary history, a thing none of us ever thought about.” 
My friend spoke the truth; but even then, as I listened 
to him, I felt an emotion at hearing of the place of Hero- 
dotus in literary history. Yes, not only to be able to read 
the admirable works of classical literature, but to con- 
ceive also that Graeco-Roman world, which is so mighty 
a factor in our own world, our own life, to conceive it as 
a whole of which we can trace the sequence, and the 
sense, and the connection with ourselves, this does un- 
doubtedly also belong to a classical education, rightly 
understood. 

But even here, too, a plain person can proceed, if he 
likes, with great simplicity. As Goethe says of life: 
Strike into it anywhere, lay hold of it anywhere, it is al- 
ways powerful and interesting — so one may almost say 
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of classical literature. Strike into it where you like, lay 
hold of it where you like, you can nearly always find a 
thread which will lead you, if you follow it, to large and 
instructive results. Let us tonight follow a single Greek 
word in this fashion, and try to compensate: ourselves, 
however imperfectly, for having to divert our thoughts, 
just for one evening’s lecture, from the diameter of the 
sun and moon. 

The word I will take is the word eutrapelos, eutrapelia. 
Let us consider it first as it occurs in the famous Funeral 
Oration put by Thucydides into the mouth of Pericles. 
The word stands there for one of the chief of those qual- 
ities which have made Athens, says Pericles, “ the school 
of Greece”; for a quality by which Athens is eminently 
representative of what is called Hellenism: the quality of 
flexibility. ‘“ A happy and gracious flexibility,” Pericles 
calls this quality of the Athenians; and it is no doubt a 
charming gift. Lucidity of thought, clearness and pro- 
priety of language, freedom from prejudice and freedom 
from stiffness, openness of mind, amiability of manners 
—all these seem to go along with a certain happy flexi- 
bility of nature, and to depend upon it. Nor does this 
suppleness and flexibility of nature at all necessarily im- 
ply, as we English are apt to suppose, a relaxed moral 
fiber and weakness. In the Athenian of the best time it 
did not. “In the Athenians,” says Professor Curtius, 
“the sense of energy abhorred every kind of waste of 
time, their sense of measure abhorred bombast and re- 
dundancy, and their clear intelligence everything par- 
taking of obscurity or vagueness; it was their habit in all 
things to advance directly and resolutely to the goal. 
Their dialect is characterised by a superior seriousness, 
manliness, and vigor of language.” 

There is no sign of relaxation of moral fiber here; and 
yet, at the same time, the Athenians were eminent for a 
happy and gracious flexibility. That quality, as we all 
know, is not a characteristic quality of the Germanic na- 
tions, to which we ourselves belong. Men are educable, 
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and when we read of the abhorrence of the Attic mind for 
redundancy and obscurity of expression, its love for direct 
and telling speech, and then think of modern German, we 
may say with satisfaction that the circumstances of our 
life have at any rate educated us into the use of straight- 
forward and vigorous forms of language. But they have 
not educated us into flexibility. All around us we may 
observe proofs of it. The state of Ireland is a proof of 
it. We are rivals with Russia in Central Asia, and at this 
moment it is particularly interesting to note how the want 
of just this one Athenian quality of flexibility seems to tell 
against us in our Asiatic rivalry with Russia. “ Russia,” 
observes one who is perhaps the first of living geogra- 
phers—an Austrian, Herr von Hellwald —“ possesses 
far more shrewdness, flexibility, and congeniality than 
England; qualities adapted to make the Asiatic more 
tractable.” And again: “ There can be no dispute which 
of the two, England or Russia, is the more civilized na- 
tion. But it is just as certain that the highly civilized 
English understand but indifferently how to raise their 
Asiatic subjects to their own standard of civilization; 
whilst the Russians attain, with their much lower stand- 
ard of civilization, far greater results amongst the Asiatic 
tribes, whom they know how to assimilate in the most 
remarkable manner. Of course they can only bring them 
to the same level which they have reached themselves; 
but the little which they can and do communicate to them 
counts actually for much more than the great boons which 
the English do not know how to impart. Under the 
auspices of Russia the advance in civilization amongst 
the Asiatics is indeed slow and inconsiderable, but steady, 
and suitable to their natural capacities and the disposi- 
tion of their race. On the other hand, they remain in- 
different to British civilization, which is absolutely incom- 
prehensible to them.” 

Our word “ flexibility ” has here carried us a long way, 
carried us to Turkestan and the valleys of the Jaxartes 
and Oxus. Let us get back to Greece, at any rate. The 
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generation of Pericles is succeeded by the generation of 
Plato and Aristotle. -Still the charming and Athenian 
quality of eutrapelia continues to be held in high esteem. 
Only the word comes to stand more particularly for flexi- 
bility and felicity in the give-and-take of gay and light 
social intercourse. With Aristotle it is one of the virtues: 
the virtue of him who in this pleasant sort of intercourse, 
so relished by the Greeks, manages exactly to hit the happy 
and right mean; the virtue opposed to buffoonery on the 
one side, and to morose rusticity, or clownishness, on 
the other. It is in especial the virtue of the young, and 
is akin to the grace and charm of youth. When old men 
try to adapt themselves to the young, says Plato, they 
betake themselves, in imitation of the young, to eutrapelia 
and pleasantry. 

Four hundred years pass, and we come to the date of 
the Epistle to the Ephesians. The word eutrapelia rises 
in the mind of the writer of that Epistle. It rises to 
St. Paul’s mind, and he utters it; but in how different a 
sense from the praising and admiring sense in which we 
have seen the word used by Thucydides and Aristotle! 
Eutrapelia, which once stood for that eminently Athenian 
and Hellenic virtue of happy and gracious flexibility, now 
conveys this favorable sense no longer, but is ranked, with 
filthiness and foolish talking, among things which are not 
convenient. Like these, it is not to be even so much as 
once named among the followers of God: “ neither filthi- 
ness, nor foolish talking, nor jesting (eutrapelia), which 
are not convenient.” 

This is an extraordinary change, you will say. But 
now, as we have descended four hundred years from 
Aristotle to St. Paul, let us ascend, not four hundred, not 
quite even one hundred years, from Thucydides to Pin- 
dar. The religious Theban poet, we shall see (and the 
thing is surely very remarkable), speaks of the quality of 
eutrapelia in the same disapproving and austere way as 
the writer of the Epistle to the Ephesians. The young 
and noble Jason appears at Iolcos, and being questioned 
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about himself by Pelias, he answers that he has been 
trained in the nurture and admonition of the old and just 


Centaur, Chiron. “ From his cave I come, from Chariclo 


and Philyra, his stainless daughters, who there nursed 
me. Lo, these twenty years am I with them, and there 
hath been found in me neither deed nor word that is not 
convenient; and now, behold, I am come home, that I may 
recover my father’s kingdom.” The adjective eutrapelos, 
as it is here used in connection with its two nouns, means 
exactly a word or deed, in Biblical phrase, of vain light- 
mess, a word or deed such as is not convenient. 

There you have the history of the varying use of the 
words eutrapelos, eutrapelia. And now see how this vary- 
ing use gives us a clue to the order and sense, as we say, 
of all that Greek world so nearly and wonderfully con- 
nected with us, so profoundly interesting for us, so full of 
precious lessons. 

We must begin with generalities, but we will try not 
to lose ourselves in them, and not to remain amongst 
them long. Human life and human society arise, we 
know, out of the presence in man of certain needs, certain 
instincts, and out of the constant endeavor of these in- 
stincts to satisfy and develop themselves. We may 
briefly sum them up, these needs or instincts, as being, 
first and foremost, a general instinct of expansion; then, 
as being instincts following diverse great lines, which may 
be conveniently designated as the lines of conduct, of in- 
tellect and knowledge, of beauty, of social life and man- 
ners. Some lines are more in view and more in honor 
at one time, some at another. Some men and some na- 
tions are more eminent on one line, some on another. But 
the final aim, of making our own and of harmoniously 
combining the powers to be reached on each and all of 
these great lines, is the idea of human life. And our race 
is forever recalled to this aim, and held fast to it, by the 
instinct of self-preservation in humanity. 

The ideal of human life being such as it is, all these 
great and diverse powers, to the attainment of which 
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our instincts, as we have seen, impel us, hang together — 
cannot be truly possessed and employed in isolation. Yet 
it is convenient, owing to the way in which we find them 
actually exhibiting themselves in human life and in his- 
tory, to treat them separately, and to make distinctions 
of rank amongst them. In this view, we may say that 
the power of conduct is the greatest of all the powers now 
named; that it is even three-fourths of life. And where- 
ever much is founded amongst men, there the power of 
conduct has surely been present and at work, although 
of course there may be and are, along with it, other 
powers too. 

Now, then, let us look at the beginnings of that Greece 
to which we owe so much, and which we may almost, so 
far as our intellectual life is concerned, call the mother 
of us all. “So well has she done her part,” as the 
Athenian Isocrates truly says of her, “ that the name of 
Greeks seems no longer to stand for a race but to stand 
for intelligence itself; and they who share in Hellenic 
culture are called Greeks even before those who are 
merely of Hellenic blood.” 

The beginnings of this wonderful Greece, what are 
they? 

Greek history begins for us with the sanctuaries of 
Tempe and Delphi, and with the Apolline worship and 
priesthood which in those sanctuaries under Olympus and 
Parnassus established themselves. The northern sanctu- 
ary of Tempe soon yielded to Delphi as the center of na- 
tional Hellenic life and of Apolline religion. We are 
accustomed to think of Apollo as the awakener and 
nourisher of what is called genius, and so from the very 
first the Greeks, too, considered him. But in those 
earliest days of Hellas, and at Delphi, where the hardy 
and serious tribes of the Dorian Highlands made their in- 
fluence felt, Apollo was not only the nourisher of genius, 
he was also the author of every higher moral effort. He 
was the prophet of his father Zeus, in the highest view 
of Zeus, as the source of the ideas of moral order and of 
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right. For to this higher significance had the names of 
Zeus and Phoebus — names originally derived from sun 
and air — gradually risen. They had come to designate — 
a Father, the source of the ideas of moral order and of 
right; and a Son, his prophet, purifying and inspiring the 
soul with these ideas, and also with the idea of intellectual 
beauty. 

Now, the ideas of moral order and of right which are 
in human nature, and which are, indeed, a main part of 
human life, were especially, we are told, a treasure pos- 
sessed by the less gay and more solitary tribes in the 
mountains of Northern Greece. These Dorian tribes were 
Delphi’s first pupils. And the graver view of life, the 
thoughts which give depth and solemnity to man’s con- 
sciousness, the moral ideas, in short, of conduct and right- 
eousness, were the governing elements in the manner of 
spirit propagated from Delphi. The words written up 
on the temple at Delphi called all comers to soberness and 
righteousness. The Doric and Aeolic Pindar felt pro- 
foundly this severe influence of Delphi. It is not to be 
considered as an influence at war with the idea of intel- 
lectual beauty; —to mention the name of Pindar is in 
itself sufficient to show how little this was, or could be, 
the case. But it was, above all, an influence charged with 
the ideas of moral order and of right. 

And there were confronting these Dorian founders of 
Hellas, and well known to them, and connected with them 
in manifold ways, other Greeks of a very different spirit- 
ual type: the Asiatic Greeks of Ionia, full of brilliancy 
and mobility, but over whom the ideas of moral order 
and of right had too little power, and who could never 
succeed in founding among themselves a serious and 
powerful state. It was evident that the great source of 
the incapacity which accompanied, in these Ionians of 
Asia, so much brilliancy, that the great enemy in them to 
the Halt, as Goethe calls it, the steadiness, which moral 
natures so highly prize, was their extreme mobility of 
spirit, their gay lightness, their eutrapelia. For Pindar, 
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therefore, the word ewtrapelos, expressing easy flexibility 
and mobility, becomes a word of stern opprobrium, and 
conveys the reproach of vain folly. 

The Athenians were Ionians. But they were Ionians 
transplanted to Hellas, and who had breathed, as a Hel- 
lenic nation, the air of Delphi, that bracing atmosphere 
of the ideas of moral order and of right. In this atmos- 
phere the Athenians, Ionian as they were, imbibed in- 
fluences of character and steadiness, which for a long 
while balanced their native vivacity and mobility, dis- 
tinguished them profoundly from the Ionians of Asia, and 
gave them men like Aristides. 

Still, the Athenians were Ionians. They had the Ionian 
quickness and flexibility, the Ionian turn for gaiety, wit, 
and fearless thinking, the Ionian impatience of restraint. 
This nature of theirs asserted itself, first of all, as an im- 
patience of false restraint. It asserted itself in opposi- 
tion to the real faults of the Doran spirit — faults which 
became more and more manifest as time went on to the 
unprogressiveness of this spirit, to its stiffness, hardness, 
narrowness, prejudice, want of insight, want of amia- 
bility. And in real truth, by the time of Pericles, Delphi, 
the great creation of the Dorian spirit, had broken down, 
and was a witness to that spirit’s lack of a real power of 
life and growth. Bribes had discredited the sanctity of 
Delphi; seriousness and vital power had left it. It had 
come to be little more than a name, and what continued 
to exist there was merely a number of forms. 

Now then was the turn of the Athenians. With the 
idea of conduct, so little grasped by the Ionians of Asia, 
still deeply impressed on their soul, they freely and joy- 
fully called forth also that pleasure in life, that love of 
clear thinking and of fearless discussion, that gay social 
temper, that ease and lightness, that gracious flexibility, 
which were in their nature. These were their gifts, and 
they did well to bring them forth. The gifts are in them- 
selves gifts of great price, like those other gifts con- 
tributed by the primitive and serious Dorian tribes, their 
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rivals. Man has to advance, we have seen, along several 
lines, and he does well to advance along them. “In the 
morning sow thy seed, and in the evening withhold not 
thine hand; for thou knowest not whether shall prosper, 
either this or that, or whether they both shall be alike 
good.” 

And at this moment Thucydides, a man in whom the 
old virtue and the new reason were in just balance, has 
put into the mouth of Pericles, another man of the same 
kind, an encomium on the modern spirit, as we may call 
_ it, of which Athens was the representative. By the mouth 
of Pericles, Thucydides condemned old-fashioned narrow- 
ness and illiberality. He applauded enjoyment of life. 
He applauded freedom from restraint. He applauded 
clear and fearless thinking—the resolute bringing of 
our actions to the rule of reason. His expressions on this 
point greatly remind me of the fine saying of one of your 
own worthies, “the ever-memorable Mr. John Hales, of 
Eton College.” “I comprise it all,” says Hales, “in two 
words: what and wherefore. That part of your burden 
which contains what, you willingly take up. But that 
other, which comprehends why, that is either too hot or 
too heavy; you dare not meddle with it. But I must 
add that also to your burden, or else I must leave you 
for idle persons; for without the knowledge of why, of 
the grounds or reasons of things, there is no possibility 
of not being deceived.” It seems to me not improbable 
that Hales had here in his mind the very words of the 
Funeral Oration: “ We do not esteem discussion a hurt 
to action; what we consider mischievous is rather the 
setting oneself to work without first getting the guidance 
of reason.” Finally, Thucydides applauded the quality 
of nature which above all others made the Athenians the 
men for the new era, and he used the word eutrapelos in 
its proper and natural sense, to denote the quality of 
happy and gracious flexibility. 

Somewhat narrowed, so as to mean especially flexibility 
and adroitness in light social intercourse, but still em- 
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ployed in its natural and favorable sense, the word de- 
scends, as we saw, to Plato and Aristotle. Isocrates speaks 
of the quality as one which the old school regarded with 
alarm and disapproval; but, nevertheless, for him too 
the word has evidently, in itself, just the same natural 
and favorable sense which it has for Aristotle and Plato. 

I quoted, just now, some words from the Book of Ec- 
clesiastes, one of the wisest and one of the worst under- 
stood books in the Bible. Let us hear how the writer 
goes on after the words which I quoted. He proceeds 
thus: “ Truly the light is sweet, and a pleasant thing it is 
for the eyes to behold the sun; yea, if a man live many 
years, let him rejoice in them all; and let him remember 
the days of darkness, for they shall be many. All that 
is future is vanity. Rejoice, O young man, in thy youth, 
and let thy heart cheer thee in the days of thy youth, and 
walk in the ways of thine heart and in the sight of thine 
eyes; — but know thou that for all these things God will 
bring thee into judgment.” Let us apply these admirable 
words to the life and work of the Athenian people. 

The old rigid order, in Greece, breaks down; a new 
power appears on the scene. It is the Athenian genius, 
with its freedom from restraint, its flexibility, its bold 
reason, its keen enjoyment of life. Well, let it try what 
it can do. Up to a certain point it is clearly in the right; 
possibly it may be in the right altogether. Let it have 
free play, and show what it can do. “In the morning 
sow thy seed, and in the evening withold not thine 
hand; for thou knowest not whether shall prosper, either 
this or that, or whether they both shall be alike good.” 
Whether the old line is good, or the new line, or whether 
they are both of them good, and must both of them be 
used, cannot be known without trying. Let the Athe- 
nians try, therefore, and let their genius have full swing. 
“ Rejoice; walk in the ways of thine heart and the sight 
of thine eyes; — but know thou that for all these things 
God will bring thee into judgment.” In other words: 
Your enjoyment of life, your freedom from restraint, 
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your clear and bold reason, your flexibility, are natural 
and excellent; but on condition that you know how to live 
with them, that you make a real success of them. : 

And a man like Pericles or Phidias seemed to afford 
promise that Athens would know how to make a real 
success of her qualities, and that an alliance between the 
old morality and the new freedom might be, through the 
admirable Athenian genius, happily established. And 
with such promise before his eyes, a serious man like 
Thucydides might well give, to the new freedom, the high 
and warm praise which we see given to it in the Funeral 
Oration. 

But it soon became evident that the balance between 
the old morality and the new freedom was not to be 
maintained, and that the Athenians had the defects, as 
the saying is, of their qualities. Their minds were full of 
other things than those ideas of moral order and of right 
on which primitive Hellas had formed itself, and of which 
they themselves had, as worshippers in the shadow of the 
Parnassian sanctuary, once deeply felt the power. These 
ideas lost their predominance. The predominance for 
Athens — and, indeed, for Hellas at large — of a national 
religion of righteousness, of grave ideas of conduct and 
moral order, predominating over all other ideas, dis- 
appeared with the decline of Delphi, never to return. 
Not only did these ideas lose exclusive predominance, 
they lost all due weight. Still, indeed, they inspired 
poetry; and then, after inspiring the great Attic poets, 
Aeschylus and Sophocles, they inspired the great Attic 
philosophers, Socrates and Plato. But the Attic nation, 
which henceforth stood, in fact, for the Hellenic people, 
could not manage to keep its mind bent sufficiently upon 
them. The Attic nation had its mind bent on other 
things. It threw itself ardently upon other lines, which 
man, indeed, has to follow, which at one time, in Greece, 
had not been enough followed, of which Athens strongly 
felt the attraction, and on which it had rare gifts for 
excelling. The Attic nation gave its heart to those powers 
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which we have designated, for the sake of brevity and 
convenience, as those of expansion, intellect, beauty, social 
life and manners. Athens and Greece allowed themselves 
to be diverted and distracted from attention to conduct, 
and to the ideas which inspire conduct. 

It was not that the old religious beliefs of Greece, 
to which the ideas that inspire conduct had attached 
themselves, did not require to be transformed by the 
new spirit. They did. The greatest and best Hellenic 
souls, Anaxagoras, Pericles, Phidias, Sophocles, Socrates, 
Plato, felt, and rightly felt, that they did. The judicious 
historian of Greece, whom I have already quoted, Pro- 
fessor Curtius, says expressly: “ The popular faith was 
everywhere shaken, and a life resting simply on the tradi- 
tionary notions was no longer possible. A dangerous 
rupture was at hand, unless the ancient faith were purged 
and elevated in such a manner as to meet the wants of 
the age. Mediators in this sense appeared in the persons 
of the great poets of Athens.” Yes, they appeared; but 
the current was setting too strongly another way. Poetry 
itself, after the death of Sophocles, “ was seized,’ says 
Professor Curtius, “ by the same current which dissolved 
the foundations of the people’s life, and which swept away 
the soil wherein the emotions of the classical period had 
been rooted. The old perished; but the modern age, with 
all its readiness in thought and speech, was incapable of 
creating a new art as a support to its children.” 

Socrates was so penetrated with the new intellectual 
spirit that he was called a sophist. But the great effort 
of Socrates was to recover that firm foundation for human 
life, which a misuse of the new intellectual spirit was 
rendering impossible. He effected much more for after 
times, and for the world, than for his own people. His 
amount of success with Alcibiades may probably be taken 
as giving us, well enough, the measure of his success with 
the Athenian people at large. “ As to the susceptibility 
of Alcibiades,” we are told, “ Socrates had not come too 
late, for he still found in him a youthful soul, susceptible 
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of high inspirations. But to effect in him a permanent 
reaction, and a lasting and fixed change of mind, was be- 


yond the power even of a Socrates.” Alcibiades oscillated — 


and fell away; and the Athenian people, too, and Hellas 
as a whole, oscillated and fell away. 

So it came to pass, that after Aeschylus had sadly 
raised his voice to deprecate “ unblessed freedom from 
restraint,” and after complaints had been heard, again 
and again, of the loss of “ the ancient morality and piety,” 
of “ the old elements of Hellas, reflection and moderation, 
discipline and social morality,” it came to pass that finally, 
at the end of the Peloponnesian war, “one result,” the 
historian tells us, “ one result alone admitted of no doubt; 
and that was, the horribly rapid progress of the de- 
moralization of the Hellenic nation.” 

Years and centuries rolled on, and, first, the Hellenic 
genius issued forth invading and vanquishing with Alex- 
ander; and then, when Rome had afterwards conquered 
Greece, conquered the conquerors, and overspread the 
civilized world. And still, joined to all the gifts and 
graces which that admirable genius brought with it, there 
went, as a kind of fatal accompaniment, moral inade- 
quacy. And if one asked why this was so, it seemed as 
if it could only be because the power of seriousness, of 
tenacious grasp upon grave and moral ideas, was wanting. 
And this again seemed as if it could only have for its 
cause, that these Hellenic natures were, in respect of their 
impressionability, mobility, flexibility, under the spell of 
a graceful but dangerous fairy, who would not let it be 
otherwise. “ Lest thou shouldst ponder the path of life,” 
says the Wise Man, “her ways are movable, that thou 
canst not know them.’ Then the new and reforming 
spirit, the Christian spirit, which was rising in the world, 
turned sternly upon this gracious flexibility, changed the 
sense of its name, branded it with infamy, and classed it, 
along with “ filthiness and foolish talking,” among “ things 
which are not convenient.” 

Now, there you see the historical course of our words 


88 SOCIETY AND EDUCATION 


eutrapelos, eutrapelia, and a specimen of the range, back- 
wards and forwards, which a single phrase in one of our 
Greek or Latin classics may have. 

And I might go yet further, and might show you, 
in the mediaeval world, eutrapelia, or flexibility, quite 
banished, clear straightforward Attic thinking quite 
lost; restraint, stoppage, and prejudice, regnant. And 
coming down to our own times, I might show you fear- 
less thinking and flexibility once more, after many vicis- 
situdes, coming into honor; and again, perhaps, not with- 
out their accompaniment of danger. And the moral from 
all this — apart from the particular moral that in our 
classical studies we may everywhere find clues which will 
lead us a long way — the moral is, not that flexibility is 
a bad thing, but that the Greek flexibility was really not 
flexible enough, because it could not enough bend. itself 
to the moral ideas which are so large a part of life. Here, 
I say, is the true moral: that man has to make progress 
along diverse lines, in obedience to a diversity of aspira- 
tions and powers, the sum of which is truly his nature; 
and that he fails and falls short until he learns to ad- 
vance upon them all, and to advance upon them har- 
moniously. 

Yes, this is the moral, and we all need it, and no nation 
more than ours. We easily think that life is all on one 
line! Our nation, for instance, is above all things a 
political nation, and is apt to make far too much of 
politics. Many of us — though not so very many, I sup- 
pose, of you here—are Liberals, and think that to be 
a Liberal is quite enough for a man. Probably most of 
you here will have no difficulty in believing that to be a 
Liberal is not alone enough for a man, is not saving. 
One might even take — and with your notions it would 
probably be a great treat for you — one might take the 
last century of Athens, the century preceding the “ dis- 
honest victory ” of the Macedonian power, and show you 
a society dying of the triumph of the Liberal party. And 
then, again, as the young are generous, you might like to 
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give the discomfited Liberals a respite, to let the other 
side have its turn; and you might consent to be shown, 
as you could be shown in the age of Trajan and of the 
Antonines, a society dying of the triumph of the Con- 
servative party. They were excellent people, the Con- 
servative Roman aristocracy of that epoch; — excellent, 
most respectable people, like the Conservatives of our 
own acquaintance. Only Conservatism, like Liberalism, 
taken alone, is not sufficient, is not of itself saving. 

But you have had enough for one evening. And be- 
sides, the tendencies of the present day in education be- 
ing what they are, before you proceed to hear more of 
this sort of thing, you ought certainly to be favored, for 
several months to come, with a great many scientific lec- 
tures, and to busy yourselves considerably with the di- 
ameter of the sun and moon. 


THEORIES OF LITERARY ART 
AND. CRITICISM 


V 
POETRY AND THE CLASSICS 


In two small volumes of Poems, published anony- 
mously, one in 1849, the other in 1852, many of the Poems 
which compose the present volume have already ap- 
peared. The rest are now published for the first time. 

I have, in the present collection, omitted the poem 
from which the volume published in 1852 took its title. 
I have done so, not because the subject of it was a 
Sicilian Greek born between two and three thousand 
years ago, although many persons would think this a 
sufficient reason. Neither have I done so because I had, 
in my own opinion, failed in the delineation which I in- 
tended to effect. I intended to delineate the feelings of 
one of the last of the Greek religious philosophers, one of 
the family of Orpheus and Musaeus, having survived his 
fellows, living on into a time when the habits of Greek 
thought and feeling had begun fast to change, character 
to dwindle, the influence of the Sophists to prevail. Into 
the feelings of a man so situated there are entered much 
that we are accustomed to consider as exclusively modern; 
how much, the fragments of Empedocles himself which 
remain to us are sufficient at least to indicate. What 
those who are familiar only with the great monuments of 
early Greek genius suppose to be its exclusive characteris- 
tics, have disappeared; the calm, the cheerfulness, the 
disinterested objectivity have disappeared; the dialogue 
of the mind with itself has commenced; modern problems 
have presented themselves; we hear already the doubts, 
we witness the discouragement, of Hamlet and of Faust. 

The representation of such a man’s feelings must be 
interesting, if consistently drawn. We all naturally take 
pleasure, says Aristotle, in any imitation or representa- 
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tion whatever: this is the basis of our love of poetry: and 
we take pleasure in them, he adds, because all knowledge 
is naturally agreeable to us; not to the philosopher only, 
but to mankind at large. Every representation therefore 
which is consistently drawn may be supposed to be in- 
teresting, inasmuch as it-gratifies this natural interest in 
knowledge of all kinds. What is not interesting, is that 
which does not add to our knowledge of any kind; that 
which is vaguely conceived and loosely drawn; a repre- 
sentation which is general, indeterminate, and faint, in- 
stead of being particular, precise, and firm. 

Any accurate representation may therefore be expected 
to be interesting; but, if the representation be a poetical 
one, more than this is demanded. It is demanded, not 
only that it shall interest, but also that it shall inspirit 
and rejoice the reader: that it shall convey a charm, and 
infuse delight. For the Muses, as Hesiod says, were born 
that they might be “a forgetfulness of evils, and a truce 
from cares”: and it is not enough that the poet should 
add to the knowledge of men, it is required of him also 
that he should add to their happiness. “ All art,” says 
Schiller, “is dedicated to joy, and there is no higher and 
The right art is that alone, which creates the highest en- 
jo ie as 
“X poetical work, therefore, is not yet justified when it 
has been shown to be an accurate, and therefore interest- 
ing representation; it has to be shown also that it is a 
representation from which men can derive enjoyment. 
In presence of the most tragic circumstances, represented 
in a work of art, the feeling of enjoyment, as is well 
known, may still subsist: the representation of the most 
utter calamity, of the liveliest anguish, is not sufficient to 
destroy it: the more tragic the situation, the deeper be- 
comes the enjoyment; and the situation is more tragic 
in proportion as it becomes more terrible. 

What then are the situations, from the representation 
of which, though accurate, no poetical enjoyment can 


92 LITERARY ART AND CRITICISM 


be derived? They are those in which the suffering finds 
no vent in action; in which a continuous state of mental 
distress is prolonged, unrelieved by incident, hope, or 
resistance; in which there is everything to be endured, 
nothing to be done, In such situations there 1s inevitably 
something morbid, in the description of them something 
monotonous. When they occur in actual life, they are 
painful, not tragic; the representation of them in poetry 
is painful also. 

To this class of situations, poetically faulty as it ap- 
pears to me, that of Empedocles, as I have endeavored 
to represent him, belongs; and I have therefore excluded 
the poem from the present collection. 

And why, it may be asked, have I entered into this 
explanation respecting a matter so unimportant as the ad- 
mission or exclusion of the poem in question? I have done 
so, because I was anxious to avow that the sole reason 
for its exclusion was that which has been stated above; 
and that it has not been excluded in deference to the 
opinion which many critics of the present day appear 
to entertain against subjects chosen from distant times 
and countries: against the choice, in short, of any sub- 
jects but modern ones. 

“The poet,” it is said, and by an intelligent critic, “ the 
poet who would really fix the public attention must leave 
the exhausted past, and draw his subjects from matters 
of present import, and therefore both of interest and 
novelty.” 

Now this view I believe to be completely false: It is 
worth examining, inasmuch as it is a fair sample of a class 
of critical dicta everywhere current at the present day, 
having a philosophical form and air, but no real basis in 
fact; and which are calculated to vitiate the judgment 
of readers of poetry, while they exert, so far as they are 
adopted, a misleading influence on the practice of those 
who make it. 

What are the eternal objects of poetry, among all na- 
tions and at all times? They are actions; human ac actions ; 
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possessing an inherent interest in themselves, and which 
are to be communicated in an interesting manner by the 
art of the poet. Vainly will the latter imagine that he 
has everything in his own power; that he can make an 
intrinsically inferior action equally delightful with a more 
excellent one by his treatment of it: he may indeed com- 
pel us to admire his skill, but his work will possess, 
within itself, an incurable defect. 

The poet, then, has in the first place to select an ex- 
cellent_action; and what actions are the most excellent? 
Those, certainly, which most powerfully appeal to the 
great primary human affections: to those elementary 
feelings which subsist permanently in the race, and which 
are independent of time. These feelings are permanent 
and the same; that which interests them is permanent 
and the same also. The modernness or antiquity of an 
action, therefore, has nothing to do with its fitness for 
poetical representation; this depends upon its inherent 
qualities. To the elementary part of our nature, to our 
passions, that which is great and passionate is eternally 
interesting; and interesting solely in proportion to its 
greatness and to its passion. A great human action of a 
thousand years ago is more interesting to it than a smaller 
human action of today, even though upon the representa- 
tion of this last the most consummate skill may have 
been expended, and though it has the advantage of ap- 
pealing by its modern language, familiar manners, and 
contemporary allusions, to all our transient feelings and 
interests. These, however, have no right to demand of 
a poetical work that it shall satisfy them; their claims 
are to be directed elsewhere. Poetical works belong to 
the domain of our permanent passions: let them interest 
these, and the voice of all subordinate claims upon them 
is at once silenced. 

Achilles, Prometheus, Clytemnestra, Dido — what mod- 
ern poem presents personages as interesting, even to us 
moderns, as these personages of an “ exhausted past’? 

“We have the domestic epic dealing with the details of 


J Sears 


94 LITERARY ART AND CRITICISM 


modern life, which pass daily under our eyes; we have 
poems representing modern personages in contact with 
the problems of modern life, moral, intellectual, and 
social; these works have been produced by poets the 
most distinguished of their nation and time; yet I fear- 
lessly assert that “Hermann and Dorothea,” “ Childe 
Harold,” “ Jocelyn,” the “ Excursion,” leave the reader 
cold in comparison with the effect produced upon him by 
the latter books of the “ Iliad,” by the “ Oresteia,” or by 
the episode of Dido. And why is this? Simply because 
in the three last-named cases the action is greater, the 
personages nobler, the situations more intense: and this is 
the true basis of the interest in a poetical work, and this 
alone. 

It may be urged, however, that past actions may be 
interesting in themselves, but that they are not to be 
adopted by the modern poet, because it is impossible for 
him to have them clearly present to his own mind, and he 
cannot therefore feel them deeply, nor represent them 
forcibly. But this is not necessarily the case. The ex- 
ternals of a past action, indeed, he cannot know with the 
precision of a contemporary; but his business is with its 
essentials. The outward man of Oedipus or of Macbeth, 
the houses in which they lived, the ceremonies of their 
courts, he cannot accurately figure to himself; but neither 
do they essentially concern him. His business is with 
their inward man; with their feelings and behavior in 
certain tragic situations, which engage their passions as 
men; these have in them nothing local and casual; they 
are as accessible to the modern poet as to a contemporary. 

The date of an action, then, signifies nothing: the ac- 
tion itself, its selection and construction, this is what is 
all-important. This the Greeks understood far more 
clearly than we do. The radical difference between their 
poetical theory and ours consists, as it appears to me, in 
this: that, with them, the poetical character of the action 
in itself, and the conduct of it, was the first consideration; 
with us, attention is fixed mainly on the value of the 
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separate thoughts and images which occur in the treat- 
ment of an action. They regarded the whole; we re- 
gard the parts. With them, the action predominated 
over the expression of it; with us, the expression pre- 
dominates over the action. Not that they failed in ex- 
pression, or were inattentive to it; on the contrary, they 
are the highest models of expression, the unapproached 
masters of the grand style: but their expression is so 
excellent because it is so admirably kept in its right de- 
gree of prominence; because it is so simple and so well 
subordinated; because it draws its force directly from the 
pregnancy of the matter which it conveys. For what 
reason was the Greek tragic poet confined to so limited a 
range of subjects? Because there are so few actions 
which unite in themselves, in the highest degree, the con- 
ditions of excellence; and it was not thought that on any 
but an excellent subject could an excellent poem be con- 
structed. A few actions, therefore, eminently adapted 
for tragedy, maintained almost exclusive possession of the 
Greek tragic stage. Their significance appeared inex- 
haustible; they were as permanent problems, perpetually 
offered to the genius of every fresh poet. This too 
is the reason of what appears to us moderns a certain 
baldness of expression in Greek tragedy; of the triviality 
with which we often reproach the remarks of the chorus, 
where it takes part in the dialogue: that the action it- 
self, the situation of Orestes, or Merope, or Alcmaeon, 
was to stand the central point of interest, unforgotten, 
- absorbing, principal; that no accessories were for a mo- 
ment to distract the spectator’s attention from this, that 
the tone of the parts was to be perpetually kept down, in 
order not to impair the grandiose effect of the whole. The 
terrible old mythic story on which the drama was founded 
stood, before he entered the theater, traced in its bare 
outlines upon the spectator’s mind; it stood in his mem- 
ory, as a group of statuary, faintly seen, at the end of 
a long and dark vista: then came the poet, embodying 
outlines, developing situations, not a word wasted, not a 
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sentiment capriciously thrown in; stroke upon stroke, 
the drama proceeded; the light deepened upon the group; 
more and more it revealed itself to the riveted gaze of 
the spectator; until at last, when the final words were 
spoken, it stood before him in broad sunlight, a model 
of immortal beauty. 

This was what a Greek critic demanded; this was what 
a Greek poet endeavored to effect. It signified nothing 
to what time an action belonged. We do not find that the 
“ Persae ” occupied a particularly high rank among the 
dramas of Aeschylus because it represented a matter of 
contemporary interest: this was not what a cultivated 
Athenian required. He required that the permanent ele- 
ments of his nature should be moved; and dramas. of 
which the action, though taken from a long-distant mythic 
time, yet was calculated to accomplish this in a higher 
degree than that of the “ Persae,” higher in his esti- 
mation accordingly. The Greeks felt, no doubt, with 
their exquisite sagacity of taste, that an action of present 
times was too near them, too much mixed up with what 
was accidental and passing, to form a sufficiently grand, 
detached, and self-subsistent object for a tragic poem. 
Such objects belonged to the domain of the comic poet, 
and of the lighter kinds of poetry. For the more serious 
kinds, for pragmatic poetry, to use an excellent expression 
of Polybius, they were more difficult and severe in the 
range of subjects which they permitted. Their theory 
and practice alike, the admirable treatise of Aristotle, 
and the unrivaled works of their poets, exclaim with a 
thousand tongues—“ All depends upon the subject; 
choose a fitting action, penetrate yourself with the feel- 
ing of its situations; this done, everything else will fol- 
low.” 

But for all kinds of poetry alike there was one point 
on which they were rigidly exacting: the adaptability of 
the subject to the kind of poetry selected, and the careful 
construction of the poem. 

How different a way of thinking from this is ours! We 
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ean hardly at the present day understand what Menander 
meant, when he told a man who enquired as to the 
progress of his comedy that he had finished it, not having 
yet written a single line, because he had constructed the 
action of it in his mind. A modern critic would have 
assured him that the merit of his piece depended on the 
brilliant things which arose under his pen as he went 
along. We have poems which seem to exist merely for 
the sake of single lines and passages; not for the sake of 
producing any total-impression. We have critics who 
seem to direct their attention merely to detached ex- 
pressions, to the language about the action, not to the 
action itself. I verily think that the majority of them 
do not in their hearts believe that there is such a thing 
as a total-impression to be derived from a poem at all, 
or to be demanded from a poet; they think the term a 
commonplace of metaphysical criticism. They will per- 
mit the poet to select any action he pleases, and to suffer 
that action to go as it will, provided he gratifies them 
with occasional bursts of fine writing, and with a shower 
of isolated thoughts and images. That is, they permit 
him to leave their poetical sense ungratified, provided 
that he gratifies their rhetorical sense and their curiosity. 
Of his neglecting to gratify these, there is little danger; 
he needs rather to be warned against the danger of at- 
tempting to gratify these alone; he needs rather to be 
perpetually reminded to prefer his action to everything 
else; so to treat this, as to permit its inherent excellences 
to develop themselves, without interruption from the 
intrusion of his personal peculiarities: most fortunate 
when he most entirely succeeds in effacing himself, and 
in enabling a noble action to subsist as it did in nature. 
But the modern critic not only permits a false prac- 
tice: he absolutely prescribes false aims. “ A true allegory 
of the state of one’s own mind in a representative his- 
tory,” the poet is told, “is perhaps the highest thing that 
one can attempt in the way of poetry.” And accordingly 
he attempts it. An allegory of the state of one’s own 
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mind, the highest problem of an art which imitates ac- 
tions! No assuredly, it is not, it never can be so: no great 
poetical work has ever been produced with such an aim. 
“Faust” itself, in which something of the kind is at- 
tempted, wonderful passages as it contains, and in spite 
of the unsurpassed beauty of the scenes which relate to 
Margaret, “ Faust ” itself, judged as a whole, and judged 
strictly as a poetical work, is defective: its illustrious 
author, the greatest poet of modern times, the greatest 
critic of all times, would have been the first to acknowl- 
edge it; he only defended his work, indeed, by asserting 
it to be “something incommensurable.” 

The confusion of the present times is great, the multi- 
tude of voices counseling different things bewildering, 
the number of existing works capable of attracting a 
young writer’s attention and of becoming his models, im- 
mense: what he wants is a hand to guide him through 
the confusion, a voice to prescribe to him the aim which 
he should keep in view, and to explain to him that the 
value of the literary works which offer themselves to his 
attention is relative to their power of helping him for- 
ward on his road towards this aim. Such a guide the 
English writer at the present day will nowhere find. 
Failing this, all that can be looked for, all indeed that can 
be desired, is, that his attention should be fixed on excel- 
lent models; that he may reproduce, at any rate, some- 
thing of their excellence, by penetrating himself with their 
works and by catching their spirit, if he cannot be taught 
to produce what is excellent independently. 

Foremost among these models for the English writer 
stands Shakespeare: a name the greatest perhaps of all 
poetical names; a name never to be mentioned without 
reverence. I will venture, however, to express a doubt 
whether the influence of his works, excellent and fruitful 
for the readers of poetry, for the great majority, has been 
an unmixed advantage to the writers of it. Shakespeare 
indeed chose excellent subjects — the world could afford 
no better than “ Macbeth,” or “ Romeo and Juliet,” or 
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“ Othello”: he had no theory respecting the necessity of 
choosing subjects of present import, or the paramount 
interest attaching to allegories of the state of one’s own 
mind; like all great poets, he knew well what constituted 
a poetical action; like them, wherever he found such an 
action, he took it; like them, too, he found his best in 
past times. But to these general characteristics of all 
great poets he added a special one of his own; a gift, 
namely, of happy, abundant, and ingenious expression, 
eminent and unrivaled: so eminent as irresistibly to 
strike the attention first in him and even to throw into 
comparative shade his other excellences as a poet. Here 
has been the mischief. These other excellences were his 
fundamental excellences as a poet; what distinguishes 
the artist from the mere amateur, says Goethe, is Archi- 
tectonicé in the highest sense; that power of execution 
which creates, forms, and constitutes: not the profound- 
ness of single thoughts, not the richness of imagery, not 
the abundance of illustration. But these attractive ac- 
cessories of a poetical work being more easily seized than 
the spirit of the whole, and these accessories being pos- 
sessed by Shakespeare in an unequaled degree, a young 
writer having recourse to Shakespeare as his model runs 
great risk of being vanquished and absorbed by them, 
and, in consequence, of reproducing, according to the 
measure of his power, these, and these alone. Of this 
prepondering quality of Shakespeare’s genius, accord- 
ingly, almost the whole of modern English poetry has, 
it appears to me, felt the influence. To the exclusive at- 
tention on the part of his imitators to this, it is in a 
great degree owing that of the majority of modern poeti- 
cal works the details alone are valuable, the composition 
worthless. In reading them one is perpetually reminded 
of that terrible sentence on a modern French poet — 
il dit tout ce qwil veut, mais malheureusement i n’a rien 
a dires 

1 He says all that he wishes to, but unfortunately he has 
pething to say. 
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Let me give an instance of what I mean. I will take 
it from the works of the very chief among those who 
seem to have been formed in the school of Shakespeare; 
of one whose exquisite genius and pathetic death render 
him forever interesting. I will take the poem of “ Isa- 
bella,” or the “ Pot of Basil,” by Keats. I choose this 
rather than the “Endymion,” because the latter work 
(which a modern critic has classed with the “ Faery 
Queen! ”), although undoubtedly there blows through 
it the breath of genius, is yet as a whole so utterly in- 
coherent, as not strictly to merit the name of a poem at 
all. The poem of “ Isabella,” then, is a perfect treasure- 
house of graceful and felicitous words and images: almost 
in every stanza there occurs one of those vivid and pic- 
turesque turns of expression, by which the object is made 
to flash upon the eye of the mind, and which thrill the 
reader with a sudden delight. This one short poem con- 
tains, perhaps, a greater number of happy single expres- 
sions which one could quote than all the extant tragedies 
of Sophocles. But the action, the story? The action in 
itself is an excellent one; but so feebly is it conceived 
by the poet, so loosely constructed, that the effect pro- 
duced by it, in and for itself, is absolutely null. Let the 
reader, after he has finished the poem of Keats, turn to 
the same story in the “ Decameron”: he will then feel 
how pregnant and interesting the same action has become 
in the hands of a great artist, who above all things de- 
lineates his objects; who subordinates expression to that 
which it is designed to express. 

I have said that the imitators of Shakespeare, fixing 
their attention on his wonderful gift of expression, have 
directed their imitation to this, neglecting his other ex- 
cellences. These excellences, the fundamental excellences 
of poetical art, Shakespeare no doubt possessed them — 
possessed many of them in a splendid degree; but it may 
perhaps be doubted whether even he himself did not 
sometimes give scope to his faculty of expression to the 
prejudice of a higher poetical duty. For we must never 
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forget that Shakespeare is the great poet he is from his 
skill in discerning and firmly conceiving an excellent ac- 
tion, from his power of intensely feeling a situation, of 
intimately associating himself with a character; not from 
his gift of expression, which rather even leads him astray, 
degenerating sometimes into a fondness for curiosity of 
expression, into an irritability of fancy, which seems to 
make it impossible for him to say a thing plainly, even 
when the press of the action demands the very directest 
language, or its level character the very simplest. Mr. 
Hallam, than whom it is impossible to find a saner and 
more judicious critic, has had the courage (for at the 
present day it needs courage) to remark, how extremely 
and faultily difficult Shakespeare’s language often is. It 
is so: you may find main scenes in some of his greatest 
tragedies, “ King Lear,” for instance, where the language 
is so artificial, so curiously tortured, and so difficult, that 
every speech has to be read two or three times before its 
meaning can be comprehended. This over-curiousness of 
expression is indeed but the excessive employment of a 
wonderful gift—of the power of saying a thing in a 
happier way than any other man; nevertheless, it is car- 
ried so far that one understands what M. Guizot meant 
when he said that Shakespeare appears in his language to 
have tried all styles except that of simplicity. He has 
not the severe and scrupulous self-restraint of the an- 
cients, partly, no doubt, because he had a far less culti- 
vated and exacting audience. He has indeed a far wider 
range than they had, a far richer fertility of thought; in 
this respect he rises above them. In his strong concep- 
tion of his subject, in the genuine way in which he is 
penetrated with it, he resembles them, and is unlike the 
moderns. But in the accurate limitation of it, the con- 
scientious rejection of superfluities, the simple and rigor- 
ous development of it from the first line of his work to 
the last, he falls below them, and comes nearer to the 
moderns. In his chief works, besides what he has of his 
own, he has the elementary soundness of the ancients; 
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he has their important action and their large and broad 
manner; but he has not their purity of method. He is 
therefore a less safe model; for what he has of his own is 
personal, and inseparable from his own rich nature; it 
may be imitated and exaggerated, it cannot be learned or 
applied as an art. He is above all suggestive; more 
valuable, therefore, to young writers as men than as 
artists. But clearness of arrangement, rigor of develop- 
ment, simplicity of style — these may to a certain extent 
be learned: and these may, I am convinced, be learned 
best from the ancients, who, although infinitely less sug- 
gestive than Shakespeare, are thus, to the artist, more 
instructive. 

What then, it will be asked, are the ancients to be our 
sole models? the ancients with their comparatively nar- 
row range of experience, and their widely different cir- 
cumstances? Not, certainly, that which is narrow in the 
ancients, nor that in which we can no longer sympathize. 
An action like the action of the “ Antigone ” of Sophocles, 
which turns upon the conflict between the heroine’s duty 
to her brother’s corpse and that to the laws of her 
country, is no longer one in which it is possible that we 
should feel a deep interest. I am speaking too, it will be 
remembered, not of the best sources of intellectual stim- 
ulus for the general reader, but of the best models of 
instruction for the individual writer. This last may cer- 
tainly learn of the ancients, better than anywhere else, 
three things which it is vitally important for him to 
know: the all-importance of the choice of a subject; the 
necessity of accurate construction; and the subordinate 
character of expression. He will learn from them how 
unspeakably superior is the effect of the one moral im- 
pression left by a great action treated as a whole, to the 
effect produced by the most striking single thought or 
by the happiest image. As he penetrates into the spirit 
of the great classical works, as he becomes gradually 
aware of their intense significance, their noble simplicity, 
and their calm pathos, he will be convinced that it is 
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this effect, unity and profoundness of moral impression, 
at which the ancient poets aimed; that it is this which 
constitutes the grandeur of their works, and which makes 
them immortal. He will desire to direct his own efforts 
towards producing the same effect. Above all, he will 
deliver himself from the jargon of modern criticism, and 
escape the danger of producing poetical works conceived 
in the spirit of the passing time, and which partake of its 
transitoriness. 

The present age makes great claims upon us: we owe 
it service, it will not be satisfied without our admiration. 
I know not how it is, but their commerce with the an- 
cients appears to me to produce, in those who constantly 
practise it, a steadying and composing effect upon their 
judgment, not of literary works only, but of men and 
events in general. They are like persons who have had a 
very weighty and impressive experience; they are more 
truly than others under the empire of facts, and more 
independent of the language current among those with 
whom they live. They wish neither to applaud nor to 
revile their age: they wish to know what it is, what it 
can give them, and whether this is what they want. 
What they want, they know very well; they want to 
educe and cultivate what is best and noblest in them- 
selves: they know, too, that this is no easy task — 
xXaderov, as Pittacus said, xaherdv éoOhov Eupevar” 
—and they ask themselves sincerely whether their age 
and its literature can assist them in the attempt. If they 
are endeavoring to practise any art, they remember the 
plain and simple proceedings of the old artists, who at- 
tained their grand results by penetrating themselves with 
some noble and significant action, not by inflating them- 
selves with a belief in the preéminent importance and 
greatness of their own times. They do not talk of their 
mission, nor of interpreting their age, nor of the coming 
poet; all this, they know, is the mere delirium of vanity; 
their business is not to praise their age, but to afford to 


2 It is hard to be excellent. 
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the men who live in it the highest pleasure which they 
are capable of feeling. If asked to afford this by means 
of subjects drawn from the age itself, they ask what 
special fitness the present age has for supplying them. 
They are told that it is an era of progress, an:age com- 
missioned to carry out the great ideas of industrial de- 
velopment and social amelioration. They reply that with 
all this they can do nothing; that the elements they. need 
for the exercise of their art are great actions, calculated 
powerfully and delightfully to affect what is permanent 
in the human soul; that so far as the present age can 
supply such actions, they will gladly make use of them; 
but that an age wanting in moral grandeur can with 
difficulty supply such, and an age of spiritual discomfort 
with difficulty be powerfully and delightfully affected by 
them. 

A host of voices will indignantly rejoin that the present 
age is inferior to the past neither in moral grandeur nor 
in spiritual health. He who possesses the discipline I 
speak of will content himself with remembering the judg- 
ments passed upon the present age, in this respect, by the 
men of strongest head and widest culture whom it has 
produced; by Goethe and by Niebuhr. It will be suf- 
ficient for him that he knows the opinions held by these 
two great men respecting the present age and its litera- 
ture; and that he feels assured in his own mind that their 
aims and demands upon life were such as he would wish, 
at any rate, his own to be; and their judgment as to 
what is impeding and disabling such as he may safely 
follow. He will not, however, maintain a hostile attitude 
towards the false pretensions of his age; he will content 
himself with not being overwhelmed by them. He will 
esteem himself fortunate if he can succeed in banishing 
from his mind all feelings of contradiction, and irritation, 
and impatience; in order to delight himself with the con- 
templation of some noble action of a heroic time, and to 
enable others, through his representation of it, to delight 
in it also. 
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I am far indeed from making any claim, for myself, 
that I possess this discipline; or for the following poems, 
that they breathe its spirit. But I say, that in the sincere 
endeavor to learn and practise, amid the bewildering con- 
fusion of our times, what is sound and true in poetical 
art, 1 seemed to myself to find the only sure guidance, the 
only solid footing, among the ancients. They, at any rate, 
knew what they wanted in art, and we do not. It is this 
uncertainty which is disheartening, and not hostile criti- 
cism. How often have I felt this when reading words of 
disparagement or of cavil: that it is the uncertainty as 
to what is really to be aimed at which makes our difficulty, 
not the dissatisfaction of the critic, who himself suffers 
from the same uncertainty. Non me tua fervida terrent 
Dicta; . . . Du me terrent, et Jupiter hostis? 

Two kinds of dilettanti, says Goethe, there are in 
poetry: he who neglects the indispensable mechanical part, 
and thinks he has done enough if he shows spirituality 
and feeling; and he who seeks to arrive at poetry merely 
by mechanism, in which he can acquire an artisan’s readi- 


the first does most harm to art, and the last to himself. 
If we must be dilettanti: if it is impossible for us, under 
the circumstances amid which we live, to think clearly, 
to feel nobly, and to delineate firmly: if we cannot attain 
to the mastery of the great artists — let us, at least, have 
so much respect for our art as to prefer it to ourselves. 
Let us not bewilder our successors: let us transmit to 
them the practice of poetry, with its boundaries and 
wholesome regulative laws, under which excellent works 
may again, perhaps, at some future time, be produced, 
not yet fallen into oblivion through our neglect, not yet 
condemned and cancelled by the influence of their eternal 
enemy, caprice. 


3 Thy fierce words dismay me not; .. . the gods dismay me, 


and Jupiter my foe. 


VI 
THE STUDY OF POETRY 


“Tue future of poetry is immense, because in poetry, 
where it is worthy of its high destinies, our race, as time 
goes on, will find an ever surer and surer stay. There is 
not a creed which is not shaken, not an accredited dogma 
which is not shown to be questionable, not a received tra- 
dition which does not threaten to dissolve. Our religion 
has materialized itself in the fact, in the supposed fact; 1t 
has attached its emotion to the fact, and now the fact is 
failing it. But for r poetry the idea is everything; the rest 
is a world of illusion, of divine illusion. Poetry attaches 
its emotion to the idea; the idea is the fact. The strong- 
est part of our religion today is its unconscious poetry.” 

~ Let me be permitted to quote these words of my own, 
as uttering the thought which should, in my opinion, go 
with us and govern us in all our study of poetry. In the 
present work it is the course of one great contributory 
stream to the world-river of poetry that we are invited to 
follow. Weare here invited to trace the stream of English 
poetry. But whether we set ourselves, as here, to follow 
only one of the several streams that make the mighty 
river of poetry, or whether we seek to know them all, our 
governing thought should be the same. We should con- 
ceive of poetry worthily, and more highly than it has been 
the custom to conceive of it. We should conceive of it as 
capable of higher uses, and called to higher destinies, 
than those which in general men have assigned to it 
hitherto. More and more mankind will discover that we 
have to turn to poetry to interpret life for us, to console 
us, to sustain us. Without poetry, our science 1 will appear 
incomplete; and most of what now passes with us for re- 
ligion and philosophy will be: replaced by poetry. Science, 
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I say, will appear incomplete without it. For finely and 
truly does Wordsworth call poetry “ the impassioned ex- 
pression which is in the countenance of all science’; and 
what is a countenance without its expression? Again, 
Wordsworth finely and truly calls poetry “the breath 
and finer spirit of all knowledge”: our religion, parading 
evidences such as those on which the popular mind relies 
now; our philosophy, pluming itself on its reasonings 
about causation and finite and infinite being; what are 
they but the shadows and dreams and false shows of 
knowledge? The day will come when we shall wonder at 
ourselves for having trusted to them, for having taken 
them seriously; and the more we perceive their hollow- 
ness, the more we shall prize “ the breath and finer spirit 
of knowledge” offered to us by poetry. 

But if we conceive thus highly of the destinies of poetry, 
we must also set our standard for poetry high, since 
poetry, to be capable of fulfilling such high destinies, must 
be poetry of a high order of excellence. We must ac- 
custom ourselves to a high standard and to a strict judg- 
ment. Sainte-Beuve relates that Napoleon one day said, 
when somebody was spoken of in his presence as a charla- 
tan: “Charlatan as much as you please; but where is 
there not charlatanism? ”—“ Yes,’ answers Sainte- 
Beuve, “ in politics, in the art of governing mankind, that 
is perhaps true. But in the order of thought, in art, the 
glory, the eternal honor is that charlatanism shall find no 
entrance; herein lies the inviolableness of that noble por- 


tion of man’s being.” It is admirably said, and let us 
hold fast to it. In poetry, which is thought and art in 
one, it is the glory, ihe eternal honor, that charlatanism 
shall find no entrance; that this noble sphere be kept in- 
violate and inviolable. Charlatanism is for confusing or + 
obliterating the distinctions between excellent and in- 
ferior, sound and unsound or only half-sound, true and 
untrue or only half-true. It is charlatanism, conscious 
or unconscious, whenever we confuse or obliterate these. 
And in poetry, more than anywhere else, it is unper- 
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missible to confuse or-obliterate them. For in poetry the 
distinction between excellent and inferior, sound and un- 
sound or only half-sound, true and untrue or only half- 
true, is of paramount importance. It is of paramount 
importance because of the high destinies of poetry. In 
poetry, as a criticism of life under the conditions fixed for 
such a criticism by the laws of poetic truth and poetic 
beauty, the spirit of our race will find, we have said, as 
time goes on and as other helps fail, its consolation and 
stay. But the consolation and stay will be of power in 
proportion to the power of the criticism of life. And the 
criticism of life will be of power in proportion as the 
poetry conveying it is excellent rather than inferior, sound 
rather than unsound or half-sound, true rather than un- 
true or half-true. 

The best poetry is what we want; the best poetry will 
be found to have a power of forming, sustaining, and de-' 
lighting us, as nothing-else-can. A clearer, deeper sense 
of the best j in poetry, and of the strength and j joy to be 
drawn from it, is the most precious benefit which we can 
gather from a poetical collection such as the present. And 
yet in the very nature and conduct of such a collection 
there is inevitably something which tends to obscure in us 
the consciousness of what our benefit should be, and to 
distract us from the pursuit of it. We should therefore 
steadily set it before our minds at the outset, and should 
compel ourselves to revert constantly to the thought of it 
as we proceed. 

Yes; constantly in reading poetry, a sense for the best, 
the really excellent;-and_of- the strength. _and joy to be 
drawn from it, should be present in our minds and ‘should 
govern our. “estimate. of what we read. But this real 
estimate, ‘the only true one, is liable to be superseded, if 
we are not watchful, by two other kinds of estimate, the 
historic estimate and the personal estimate, both of which 
are fallacious. A poet or a poem may count to us histori- 
cally, they may count to us on grounds personal to our- 
selves, and they may count to us really. They may count 
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to us historically. The course of development of a na- 
tion’s language, thought, and poetry, is profoundly inter- 
esting; and by regarding a poet’s work as a stage in this 
course of development we may easily bring ourselves to 
make it of more importance as poetry than in itself it 
really is, we may come to use a language of quite exag- 
gerated praise in criticizing it; in short, to _over-rate it. 
So arises in our poetic judgments the fallacy caused by 
the estimate which we may call historic. Then, again, a 
poet or a poem may count to us on grounds personal to 
ourselves. Our personal affinities, likings, and circum- 
stances, have great power to sway our estimate of this or 
that poet’s work, and to make us attach more importance 
to it as poetry than in itself it really possesses, because to 
us it is, or has been, of high importance. Here also we 
over-rate the object of our interest, and apply to it a 
language of praise which is quite exaggerated. And thus 
we get the source of a second fallacy in our poetic judg- 
ments — the fallacy caused by an estimate which we may 
call personal. 

Both fallacies are natural. It is evident how naturally 
the study of the history and development of a poetry may 
incline a man to pause over reputations and works once 
conspicuous but now obscure, and to quarrel with a care- 
less public for skipping, in obedience to mere tradition 
and habit, from one famous name or work in its national 
poetry to another, ignorant of what it misses, and of the 
reason for keeping what it keeps, and of the whole process 
of growth in its poetry. The French have become dili- 
gent students of their own early poetry, which they long 
neglected; the study makes many of them dissatisfied 
with their so-called classical poetry, the court-tragedy 
of the seventeenth century, a poetry which Pellisson long 
ago reproached with its want of the true poetic stamp, 
with its politesse stérile et rampante, but which never- 

theless has reigned in France as absolutely as if it had 
been the perfection of classical poetry indeed. The dis- 
satisfaction is natural; yet a lively and accomplished 
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critic, M. Charles d’Héricault, the editor of Clément 
Marot, goes too far when he says that “the cloud of 
glory playing round a classic is a mist as dangerous to the 
future of a literature as it is intolerable for the purposes 
of history.” “It hinders,” he goes on, “it hinders us 
from seeing more than one single point, the culmina- 
ting and exceptional point; the summary, fictitious and 
arbitrary, of a thought and of a work. It substitutes a 
halo for a physiognomy, it puts a statue where there was 
once a man, and hiding from us all trace of the labor, the 
attempts, the weaknesses, the failures, it claims not study 
but veneration; it does not show us how the thing is done, 
it imposes upon us a model. Above all, for the his- 
torian this creation of classic personages is inadmissible; 

for it withdraws the poet from his time, from his proper 
life, it breaks historical relationships, it blinds criticism 
by conventional admiration, and renders the investiga- 
tion of literary origins unacceptable. It gives us a hu- 
man personage no longer, but a God seated immovable 
amidst His perfect work, like Jupiter on Olympus; and 
hardly will it be possible for the young student, to whom 
such work is exhibited at such a distance from him, to 
believe that it did not issue ready made from that divine 
head.” 

All this is brilliantly and tellingly said, but we must 
plead for a distinction. Everything _ depends on_the 
reality of a poet’s classic character. If he is a dubious 
classic, let us sift him; if he is a false classic, let us ex- 
plode him. But if he is a real classic, if his work belongs 
to the class of the very best (for this is the true and right 
meaning of the word classic, classical), then the great 
thing for us is to feel and enjoy his work as deeply as ever 
we can, and to appreciate the wide difference between it 
and all ‘work which has not the same high character. This 
is what is salutary, this is what is formative; this is the 
great benefit to be got from the study of poetry. Every- 
thing which interferes with it, which hinders it, is injuri- 
ous. True, we must read our classic with open eyes, and 
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not with eyes blinded with superstition; we must perceive 
when his work comes short, when it drops out of the class 
of the very best, and we must rate it, in such cases, at 
its proper value. But the use of this negative criticism is 
not in itself, it is entirely in its enabling us to have a 
clearer sense and a deeper enjoyment of what is truly ex- 
cellent. To trace the labor, the attempts, the weaknesses, 
the failures of a genuine classic, to acquaint oneself with 
his time and his life and his historical relationships, is 
mere literary dilettantism unless it has that clear sense 
and deeper enjoyment for its end. It may be said that 
the more we know about a classic the better we shall enjoy 
him; and, if we lived as long as Methusalah and had all 
of us heads of perfect clearness and wills of perfect stead- 
fastness, this might be true in fact as it is plausible in 
theory. But the case here is much the same as the case 
with the Greek and Latin studies of our schoolboys. The 
elaborate philological groundwork which we require them 
to lay is in theory an admirable preparation for appreciat- 
ing the Greek and Latin authors worthily. The more 
thoroughly we lay the groundwork, the better we ve shall be 
able, it may be said, to enjoy the-authors. True, if time 
were not so short, and schoolboys’ wits not so soon tired 
and their power of attention exhausted; only, as it is, the 
elaborate philological preparation goes on, but the authors 
are little known and less enjoyed. So with the investiga- 
tor of “historic origins” in poetry. He ought to enjoy 
the true classic all the better for his investigations; he 
often is distracted from the enjoyment of the best, and 
with the less good he overbusies himself, and is prone to 


over-rate it in proportion to the trouble which it has cost 


~The idea of tracing historic origins and historical rela- 
‘tionships cannot be absent from a compilation, like the 
present. And naturally the poets to be exhibited in it 
_ will be assigned to those persons for exhibition who are 
known to prize them highly, rather than to those who 
have no special inclination towards them. Moreover the 
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very occupation with an author, and the business of ex- 
hibiting him, disposes us to affirm and amplify his im- 
portance. In the present work, therefore, we are sure of 
frequent temptation to adopt the historic estimate, or the 
personal estimate, and to forget the real estimate; which 
latter, nevertheless, we must employ if we are to make 
poetry yield us its full benefit. So high is that benefit, the 
benefit of clearly feeling and of deeply enjoying the really 
excellent, the truly classic in poetry, that we do well, lL 
say, to set it fixedly before our minds as our object in 
studying poets and poetry, and to make the desire of at- 
taining it the one principle to which, as the “ Imitation ” 
says, whatever we may read or come to know, we always 
return. Cum multa legeris et cognoveris, ad unum semper 
oportet redire principium. 

The historic estimate is likely in especial to affect. our 
judgment and our language when We are | est with 
with poets _ our contemporaries, or. cat. _any_rate. peer 
The exaggerations due to the historic estimate are not 
in themselves, perhaps, of very much gravity. Their re- 
port hardly enters the general ear; probably they do not 
always impose even on the literary men who adopt them. 
But they lead to a dangerous abuse of language. So we 
hear Caedmon, among our own poets, compared to Mil- 
ton. I have already noticed the enthusiasm of one ac- 
complished French critic for “historic origins.” Another 
eminent French critic, M. Vitet, comments upon that 
famous document of the early poetry of his nation, the 
“Chanson de Roland.” It is indeed a most interesting 
document. The joculator or jongleur Taillefer, who was 
with William the Conqueror’s army at Hastings, marched 
before the Norman troops, so said the tradition, singing 
“of Charlemagne and of Roland and of Oliver, and of 
the vassals who died at Roncevaux ”; and it is suggested 
that in the “ Chanson de Roland” by one Turoldus or 
Théroulde, a poem preserved in a manuscript of the 
twelfth century in the Bodleian Library at Oxford, we 
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have certainly the matter, perhaps even some of the 
words, of the chant which Taillefer sang. The poem has 
vigor and freshness; it is not without pathos. But M. 
Vitet is not satisfied with seeing in it a document.of some 
poetic value, and of very high historic’ and linguistic 
value; he sees in it a grand and beautiful work, a monu- 
ment of epic’genius. In its general design he finds the 
grandiose conception, in its details he finds the-constant 
union of simplicity with greatness, which are the marks, 
he truly & says, of the genuine epic, and distinguish it from 
the artificial epic of literary ages. One thinks of Homer; 
this is the sort of praise which is given to Homer, and 
justly given. Higher praise there cannot well be, and it 
is the praise due to epic poetry of the highest order only, 
and to no other. Let us try, then, the “Chanson de 
Roland ” at its best. Roland, mortally wounded, lays 
himself down under a pine-tree, with his face turned to- 
wards Spain and the enemy — 

De plusurs choses 4 remembrer li prist 

De tantes teres cume li bers cunquist, 

De dulce France, des humes de sun lign, 

De Carlemagne sun seignor ki l’nurrit.1 


That is primitive work, I repeat, with an undeniable 
- poetic quality of its own. It deserves such praise, and 
such praise is sufficient for it. But now turn to Homer — 


“Qs Paro’ robs 6 Hin Karéxer prvalfoos ala 
é Aakebalpove aif, Pitn & marplér daly? 


We are here in another world, another order of ee 
altogether; here is rightly due such supreme praise as 
that which M. Vitet gives to the “ Chanson de Roland.” 


1 Then began he to call many things to rememberance — all 

the lands which his valour conquered, and pleasant France, and 

the men of his lineage, and Charlemagne, this liege lord who 
nourished him. — Chanson de Roland, iii. 939-942. . 

2 So said she; they long since in Earth’s soft arms were re- 

posing, 
There, in their own dear ina; théty fatherland, Lacedaemon. 
Iliad. iii. 243, 244 (translated by Dr. Hawtry). 
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If our words are to have any meaning, if our judgments 
are to have any solidity, we must not heap that supreme 


\ praise upon poetry of an order immeasurably inferior. 


Indeed there can be no more useful help for discovering 
what poetry belongs to the class of the truly excellent, 
and can therefore do us most good, than to have always in 
one’s mind lines and expressions of the great-masters, and 
to apply them as a touchstone to other poetry. Of course 
we are not to require this other poetry to resemble them; 
it may be very dissimilar. But if we have any tact we 
shall find them, when we have lodged them well in our 
minds, an infallible touchstone for detecting the presence 
or absence of high poetic quality, and also the degree of 
this quality, in all other poetry which we may place beside 
them. Short passages, even single lines, will serve our 
turn quite sufficiently. Take the two lines which I have 
just quoted from Homer, the poet’s comment on Helen’s 
mention of her brothers; — or take his 


7A dedw, rl o@i Sduev TIndAnt Gvaxte 
Ovnra; dpeis 6’ Eorov aynpw rT’ dBavarw Te, 
7 wa dvorHvoiot pet’ avdpacw ade’ Exntov; 3 


the address of Zeus to the horses of Peleus; —or take 
finally his 


Kai o€, yépov, 70 mpiv pév akovopev SdBtov eivar' 4 


the words of Achilles to Priam, a suppliant before him. 
Take that incomparable line and a half of Dante, Ugo- 
lino’s tremendous words — 


Io no piangeva; si dentro impietra. 
Piangevan elli . 5 


3 Ah, unhappy pair, why gave we you to King Peleus, to a 
mortal? but ye are without old age, and immortal. Was it that 
with men born to misery ye might have sorrow? — Iliad, xvii. 
443-445. 

4 Nay, and thou too, old man, in former days wast, as we 
hear, happy. — Iliad, xxiv. 543. 

5 I wailed not, so of stone grew I within; — they wailed. — In- 
ferno, xxxiii. 39, 40. 
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take the lovely words of Beatrice to Virgil — 


Io son fatta da Dio, sua mercé, tale, 
Che la vostra miseria non mi tange, 
Né fiamma d’esto incendio non m’assale .. . & 


take the simple, but perfect, single line — 


In la sua volontade @ nostra pace.” 


Take of Shakespeare a line or two of Henry the Fourth’s 
expostulation with sleep — 
Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 


Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude imperious surge... 


and take, as well, Hamlet’s dying request to Horatio — 


If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 

Absent thee from felicity awhile, ‘ 
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain 
To tell my story... 


Take of Milton that Miltonic passage — 


Darken’d so, yet shone 
Above them all the archangel; but his face ' 
Deep scars of thunder had intrench’d, and care 
Sat on his faded cheek... 


add two such lines as— 


And courage never to submit or yield 
And what is else not to be overcome... 


and finish with the exquisite close to the loss of Proser- 
pine, the loss 


. . » which cost Ceres all that pain 
To seek her through the world. 


These few lines, if we have tact and can use them, are 


6 Of such sort hath God, thanked be His mercy, made me, 
_ that your misery toucheth me not, neither doth the flame of this 
- fire strike me. — Inferno, ii. 91-93. 

7 In His will is our peace. — Paradiso, iii. 85. 
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enough even of themselves to keep clear and sound our 
judgments about poetry, to save us from fallacious esti- 
mates of it, to conduct us to a real estimate. 

The specimens I have quoted differ widely from one 
another, but they have in common this: the possession of 
the very highest poetical quality. If we are thoroughly 
penetrated by their power, we shall find that we have 
acquired a sense enabling us, whatever poetry may be 
laid before us, to feel the degree in which a high poetical 
quality is present or wanting there. Critics give them- 
selves great labor to draw out what in the abstract con- 
stitutes the characters of a high quality of poetry. It is 
much better simply to have recourse to concrete ex- 
amples; — to take specimens of poetry of the high, the 
very highest quality, and to say: The characters of a high 
quality of poetry are what is expressed there. They are 
far better recognized by being felt in the verse of the mas- 
ter, than by being perused in the prose of the critic. 
Nevertheless if we are urgently pressed to give some criti- 
cal account of them, we may safely, perhaps, venture on 
laying down, not indeed how and why the characters arise, 
but where and in what they arise. They are in the matter 
and substance of the poetry, and they are in its manner 
and style. Both of these, the substance and matter on 
the one hand, the style and manner on the other, have a 
mark, an accent, of high beauty, worth, and power. But 
if we are asked to define this mark and accent in the 
abstract, our answer must be: No, for we should thereby 
be darkening the question, not clearing it. The mark and 
accent are as given by the substance and matter of that 
poetry, by the style and manner of that poetry, and of 
all other poetry which is akin to it in quality. 

Only one thing we may add as to the substance and 
matter of poetry, guiding ourselves by Aristotle’s pro- 
found observation that the superiority of poetry over his- 
tory consists in its possessing a higher truth anda higher 
seriousness (diAocoPwrepov Kal omovdardrepov). Let us 
add, therefore, to what we have said, this: that the sub- 
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stance and matter of the best poetry acquire their 
“special character from possessing, in an eminent degree, 
truth and seriousness. We may add yet further, what 
is in itself evident, that to the style and manner ‘of the 
best poetry their special character, their accent, is given 
by their diction, and, even yet more, by their movement. 
And though we distinguish between the two characters, 
the two accents, of superiority, yet they are nevertheless 
vitally connected one with the other. The superior char- 
acter of truth and seriousness, in the matter and sub- 
stance of the best poetry, is inseparable from the superior- 
ity of diction and movement marking its style and 
manner. The two superiorities are closely related, and are 
in steadfast proportion one to the other. So far as high 
poetic truth and seriousness are wanting to a poet’s mat- 
ter and substance, so far also, we may be sure, will a high 
poetic stamp of diction and movement be wanting to his 
style and manner. In proportion as this high stamp of 
diction and movement, again, is absent from a poet’s style 
and manner, we shall find, also, that high poetic truth and 
seriousness are absent from his substance and matter. 

So stated, these are but dry generalities; their whole 
force lies in their_application. And I could wish every 
student of poetry to make the application of them for 
himself. Made by himself, the application would impress 
itself upon his mind far more deeply than made by me. 
Neither will my limits allow me to make any full applica- 
tion of the generalities above propounded; but in the hope 
of bringing out, at any rate, some significance in them, and 
of establishing an important principle more firmly by 
their means, I will, in the space which remains to me, 
follow rapidly from the commencement the course of our 
English poetry with them in my view. 

Once more I return to the early poetry of France, with 
which our own poetry, in its origins, is indissolubly cor con- 
nected: ‘In the twelfth. and t thirteenth centuries, that 
seedtime of all modern language and literature, the poetry 
of France had a clear ‘predominance i in Europe. Of the 
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two divisions of that poetry, its productions in the langue 
d’oil and its productions in the langue d’oc, the poetry of 
the langue d’oc, of southern France, of the troubadours, is 
of importance because of its effect on Italian literature; — 
the first literature of modern Europe to strike the true 
and grand note, and to bring forth, as in Dante and 
Petrarch it brought forth, classics. But the predominance 
of French poetry in Europe, during the twelfth and thir- 
teenth centuries, is due to its poetry of the langue d’oil, 
the poetry of northern France and of the tongue which is 
now the French language. In the twelfth century the 
bloom of this romance-poetry was-earlier and stronger in 
England, at the court of our Anglo-Norman kings, than in 
France itself. But it was a bloom of French poetry; and 
as our native poetry formed itself, it formed itself out of 
this. The romance-poems which took possession of the 
heart and imagination of Europe in the twelfth and thir- 
teenth centuries are French; “they are,” as Southey 
justly says, “ the pride of French literature, nor have we 
anything which can be placed in competition with them.” 
Themes were supplied from all quarters; but the romance- 
setting which was common to them all, and which gained 
the ear of Europe, was French. This constituted for the 
French poetry, literature, and language, at the height of 
the Middle Age, an unchallenged predominance. The 
Italian Brunetto Latini, the master of Dante, wrote his 
“ Treasure ” in French because, he says, “la parleure en 
est plus délitable et plus commune & toutes gens.” In the 
same century, the thirteenth, the French romance-writer, 
Christian of Troyes, formulates the claims, in chivalry 
and letters, of France, his native country, as follows — 

Or vous ert par ce livre apris, 

Que Gresse ot de chevalerie 

Le premier los et de clergie; 

Puis vint chevalerie 4 Rome, 

Et de la clergie la some, 

Qui ore est en France venue. 

Diex doinst qu’ele i soit retenu 

Et que li lius li abelisse 

*Tant que de France n’isse 

L’onor qui s’i est arestée! 
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“ Now by this book you will learn that first Greece had 
the renown for chivalry and letters: then chivalry and 
the primacy in letters passed to Rome, and now it is come 
to France. God grant it may be kept there; and that the 
place may please it so well, that the honor which has ~ 
come to make stay in France may never depart thence! ” 

Yet it is now all gone, this French romance-poetry, of 
which the weight of substance and the power of style are 
not unfairly represented by this extract from Christian of 
Troyes. Only by means of the historic estimate can we 
persuade ourselves now to think that any of it is of poet- 
ical importance. 

But in the fourteenth century there comes an English- 
man nourished on this poetry; taught his trade by this 
poetry, getting words, rhyme, meter from this poetry; for 
even of that stanza which the Italians used, and which 
Chaucer derived immediately from the Italians, the basis 
and suggestion was probably given in France. Chaucer 
(I have already named him) fascinated his contempora- 
ries, but so too did Christian of Troyes and Wolfram of 
Eschenbach. Chaucer’s power of fascination, however, is 
enduring; his poetical importance does not need the as- 
sistance of the historic estimate; it is real. He is a genuine 
source of joy and strength, which is flowing still for us 
and will flow always. He will be read, as time goes on, 
far more generally than he is read now. His language is 
a cause of difficulty for us; but so also, and I think in 
quite as great a degree, is the language of Burns. In 
Chaucer’s case, as in that of Burns, it is a difficulty to be 
unhesitatingly accepted and overcome. 

If we ask ourselves wherein consists the immense su- 
periority of Chaucer’s poetry over the romance-poetry — 
why it is that in passing from this to Chaucer we suddenly 
feel ourselves to be in another world, we shall find that his 
superiority is both in the s substance 0 of his poetry and in 
the style of his poetry. try. His superiority in substance is 
given by his lar ge, free simple, clear yet kindly view of 
human life—so unlike the total want, in the romance- 
poets, of all intelligent command of it. Chaucer has not 
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their helpidbetiess- he has gained the power to. survey the 
world from a central, a truly human point. “of view. We 
have only to call to mind the Prologue ‘to “ ‘The Canter- 
bury Tales.” .The right comment, upon, it is Dryden’s: 
“Tt. is sufficient’ to say, according to the proverb, that 
_ here is God’s plenty,” And again; “‘ He is a perpetual 
fountain of good sense” It is by a large, free, sound 
representation of things, that poetry, this high criticism 
of life, has truth of substance; and Chaucer’s poetry has 
truth of substance. F 

Of his style and manner, if we think first of the 
romance-poetry and then of Chaucer’s divine liquidness 
of diction, his divine fluidity of movement, it is difficult 
to speak temperately. They are irresistible, and justify 
all the rapture with which his successors speak of his 
“gold dew-drops of speech.” Johnson misses the point 
entirely when he finds fault with Dryden for ascribing to 
Chaucer the first refinement of our numbers, and says 
that Gower also can show smooth numbers and easy 
rhymes. The refinement of our numbers means some- 
thing far more than this, A nation may have versifiers 
with smooth numbers and easy rhymes, and yet may have 
no real poetry at all. Chaucer is the father of our splen- 
did English poetry; he is our “ well of English unde- 
filed,” because by the lovely charm of his diction, the 
lovely charm of his movement, he makes an epoch and 
founds a tradition. In Spenser, Shakespeare, Milton, 
Keats, we can follow the tradition of the liquid diction, 
the fluid movement, of Chaucer; at one time it is his 
liquid diction of which in these poets we feel the virtue, 
and at another time it is his fluid movement.. And the 
virtue is irresistible. 

Bounded as is my space, I must yet find room for an 
example of Chaucer’s virtue, as I have given examples to 
show the virtue of the great' classics. I feel disposed to 
say that a single line is enough to show the charm of 
Chaucer’s verse; that merely one line like this — 

O martyr souded in virginitee! ® 


8 The French soudé: soldered, fixed fast. 
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has a virtue of manner and movement such as we shall 
not find in all the verse of romance-poetry; — but this is 
saying nothing. The virtue is such as we shall not find, 
perhaps, in all English poetry, outside the poets whom I 
have named as the special inheritors of Chaucer’s tradi- 
tion. A single line, however, is too little if we have 
not the strain of Chaucer’s verse well in our memory; 
let us take a stanza. It is from “The Prioress’s 
Tale,” the story of the Christian child murdered in a 
Jewry — 

My throte is cut unto my nekke-bone 

Saidé this child, and as by way of kinde 

I should have deyd, yea, longé time agone 

But Jesu Christ, as ye in bookés finde, 

Will that his glory last and be in minde, 

And for the worship of his mother dere 

Yet may I sing O Alma loud and clere. 


Wordsworth has modernized this Tale, and to feel how 
delicate and evanescent is the charm of verse, we have 
only to read Wordsworth’s first three lines of this stanza 
after Chaucer’s — 

My throat is cut unto the bone, I trow, 


Said this young child, and by the law of kind 
I should have died, yea, many hours ago. 


The charm is departed. It is often said that the power 
of liquidness and fluidity in Chaucer’s verse was depend- 
ent upon a free, a licentious dealing with language, such 
as is now impossible; upon a liberty, such as Burns too 
enjoyed, of making words like neck, bird, into a dissyllable 
by adding to them, and words like cause, rhyme, into a 
dissyllable by sounding the e mute. It is true that 
Chaucer’s fluidity is conjoined with this liberty, and is 
admirably served by it; but we ought not to say that it 
was dependent upon it. It was dependent upon his talent. 
Other poets with a like liberty do not attain to the fluid- 
ity of Chaucer; Burns himself does not attain to it. 
Poets, again, who have a talent akin to Chaucer’s, such as 
‘Shakespeare or Keats, have known how to attain to his 


fluidity without the like iibettvensee aaras 
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And yet Chaucer is:not one of the great classics. His 
poetry transcends and effaces, easily and without effort, 
all the romance-poetry of Catholic Christendom; it trans- 
cends and effaces all the English poetry contemporary 
with it, it transcends and effaces all the English poetry 
subsequent to it down to the age of Elizabeth.. Of such 
avail is poetic truth of substance, in its natural and 
necessary union with poetic truth of style. And yet, I 
say, Chaucer is not one of the great classics. He has not 
their accent. What is wanting to him is suggested by the 
mere mention of the name of the first great classic of 
Christendom, the immortal poet who died eighty years 
before Chaucer— Dante. The accent of such verse as 


In la sua voluntade @ nostra pace... 


is altogether beyond Chaucer’s reach; we praise him, but 
we feel that this accent is out of the question for him. 
It may be said that it was necessarily out of the reach of 
any poet in the England of that stage of growth. Pos- 
sibly; but we are to adopt a real, not a historic, estimate 
of poetry. However we may account for its absence, 
something is wanting, then, to the poetry of Chaucer, 
which poetry must have before it can be placed in the 
glorious class of the best. And there is no doubt what 


grand virtues of poetry. The substance of Chaucer’s 
poetry, his view of things and his criticism of life, has 
largeness, freedom, shrewdness, benignity; but it has not 
this high seriousness. Homer’s criticism of life has it, 
Dante’s has it, Shakespeare’s has it. It is this chiefly which 
gives to our spirits what they can rest upon; and with the 
increasing demands of our modern ages upon poetry, this 
virtue of giving us what we can rest upon will be more and 
more highly esteemed. A voice from the slums of Paris, 
fifty or sixty years after Chaucer, the voice of poor Villon 
out of his life of riot and crime, has at its happy moments 
(as, for instance, in the last stanza of “ La Belle Heaul- 
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miére ”’ °) more of this important poetic virtue of serious- 

. ness than all the productions of Chaucer. But its appari- 
tion in Villon, and in men like Villon, is fitful; the 
greatness of the great poets, the power of their criticism 
of life, is that their virtue is sustained. 

To our praise, therefore, of Chaucer as a poet there 
must be this limitation; he lacks the high seriousness of 
the great classics, and therewith an important part of 
their virtue. Still, the main fact for us to bear in mind 
about Chaucer is his sterling value according to that real 
estimate which we firmly adopt for all poets. He has 
poetic truth of substance, though he has not high poetic 
seriousness, and corresponding to his truth of substance 
he has an exquisite value of style and manner. With him 
is born our real poetry. 

For my present purpose I need not dwell on our Eliz- 
abethan poetry, or on the continuation and close of this 
poetry in Milton. We all of us profess to be agreed in 
the estimate of this poetry; we all of us recognize it as 
great poetry, our greatest, and Shakespeare and Milton 
as our poetical classics. The real estimate, here, has 
universal currency. With the next age of our poetry 
divergency and difficulty began. An historic estimate of 
that poetry has established itself; and the question is, 

§ The name Heaulmiére is said to be derived from a headdress 
(helm) worn as a mark by courtesans. In Villon’s ballad, a poor 
old creature of this class laments her days of youth and beauty. 
The last stanza of the ballad runs thus — 

Ainsi le bon temps regretons 
Entre nous, pauvres vieilles sott 
Assises bas, 4 croppetons, 

Tout en ung tas comme pelottes; 
A petit feu de chenevottes 

Tost allumées, tost estainctes, 


Et jadis fusmes si mignottes! 
Ainsi en prend & maintz et maintes. 

Thus amongst ourselves we regret the good time, poor silly 
_old things, low-seated on our heels, all in a heap like so many 
balls; by a little fire of hemp-stalks, soon lighted, soon spent. 
And once we were such darlings! So fares it with many and 
many a one. ; 
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whether it will be found to coincide with the real esti- 
mate. . 

The age of Dryden, together with our whole eighteenth 
century which followed it, sincerely believed itself to have 
produced poetical classics of its own, and even to have 
made advance, in poetry, beyond all its predecessors. 
Dryden regards as not seriously disputable the opinion 
“that the sweetness of English verse was never under- 
stood or practised by our fathers.” Cowley could see 
nothing at all in Chaucer’s poetry. Dryden heartily ad- 
mired it, and, as we have seen, praised its matter admi- 
rably; but of its exquisite manner and movement all he 
can find to say is that “ there is the rude sweetness of a 
Scotch tune in it, which is natural and pleasing, though 
not perfect.” Addison, wishing to praise Chaucer’s num- 
bers, compares them with Dryden’s own. And all through 
the eighteenth century, and down even into our own 
times, the stereotyped phrase of approbation for good 
verse found ’in our early poetry has been, that it even 
approached the verse of Dryden, Addison, Pope, and 
Johnson. 

Are Dryden and Pope poetical classics? Is the historic 
estimate, which represents them as such, and which has 
been so long established that it cannot easily give way, 
the real estimate? Wordsworth and Coleridge, as is well 
known, denied it; but the authority of Wordsworth and 
Coleridge does not weigh much with the young generation, 
and there are many signs to show that the eighteenth cen- 
tury and its judgments are coming into favor again. Are 
the favorite poets of the eighteenth century classics? 

It is impossible within my present limits to discuss the 
question fully. And what man of letters would not shrink 
from seeming to dispose dictatorially of the claims of two 
men who are, at any rate, such masters in letters as Dry- 
den and Pope; two men:of such admirable talent, both of 
them, and one of them, Dryden, a man, on all sides, of 
such energetic and genial power? And yet, if we are to 
gain the full benefit from poetry, we must have the real 
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estimate of it. I cast about for some mode of arriving, 
in the present case, at such an estimate without offence. 
And perhaps the best way is to begin, as it is easy to be- 
gin, with cordial praise. 

When we find Chapman, the Elizabethan translator of ; 
Homer, expressing himself in his preface thus: “ Though | 
truth in her very nakedness sits in so deep a pit, that from 
Gades to Aurora and Ganges few eyes can sound her, I | 
hope yet those few here will so discover and confirm that, 
the date being out of her darkness in this morning of our 
poet, he shall now gird his temples with the sun” — we 
pronounce that such a prose is intolerable. When we find 
Milton writing: “ And long it was not after, when I was | 
confirmed in this opinion, that he, who would not be frus- 
trate of his hope to write well hereafter in laudable things, 
ought himself to be a true poem ” — we pronounce that 
such a prose has its own grandeur, but that it is obsolete 
and inconvenient. But when we find Dryden telling us; 
“ What Virgil wrote in the vigor of his age, in plenty and 
at ease, I have undertaken to translate in my declining 
years; struggling with wants, oppressed with sickness, 
curbed in my genius, liable to be misconstrued in all 
I write ” — then we exclaim that here at last we have the 
true English prose, a prose such as we would all gladly 
use if we only knew how. Yet Dryden was Milton’s con- 
temporary. 

But after the Restoration the time had come when our 
nation felt the imperious need of a fit prose. So, too, the 
time had likewise come when our nation felt the imperious 
need of freeing itself from the absorbing preoccupation 
which religion in the Puritan age had exercised. It was 
impossible that this freedom should be brought about 
without some negative excess, without some neglect and 
impairment of the religious life of the soul; and the spiri- 


tual history of the eighteenth century shows us that the 


freedom was not achieved without them. Still, the free- 
dom was achieved; the preoccupation, an undoubtedly 
baneful and retarding one if it had continued, was got rid 
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of. And as with religion among us at that period, so it 
was also with letters. A fit prose was a necessity; but it 
was impossible that a fit prose should establish itself 
among us without some touch of frost to the imaginative 
life of the soul. The needful qualities for a fit prose are 
regularity, uniformity, precision, balance. The men of 
letters, whose destiny it may be to bring their nation to 
the attainment of a fit prose, must of necessity, whether 
they work in prose or in verse, give a predominating, an 
almost exclusive attention to the qualities of regularity, 
uniformity, precision, balance. But an almost exclusive 
attention to these qualities involves some repression and 
silencing of poetry. 

We are to regard Dryden as the puissant _and glorious 


founder, Pope as the splendid high priest, of our_age of 
prose and reason, of our excellent and indispensable eights 
eenth century. "For the purposes of their mission and 
destiny their poetry, like their prose, is admirable. Do 
you ask me whether Dryden’s verse, take it almost where 
you will, is not good? 


A milk-white Hind, immortal and unchanged, 
Fed on the lawns and in the forest ranged. 


I answer: Admirable for the purposes of the inaugurator 
of an age of prose and reason. Do you ask me whether 
Pope’s verse, take it almost where you will, is not good? 


To Hounslow Heath I point, and Banstead Down; 
Thence comes your mutton, and these chicks my own. 


I answer: Admirable for the purposes of the high priest of 
an age of prose and reason. But do you ask me whether 
such verse proceeds from men with an adequate poetic 
criticism of life, from men whose criticism of life has a 
high seriousness, or even, without that high seriousness, 
has poetic largeness, freedom, insight, benignity? Do you 
ask me whether the application of ideas to life in the 
verse of these men, often a powerful application, no doubt, 
is a powerful poetic application? Do you ask me whether 
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the poetry of these men has either the matter or the in- 
separable manner of such an adequate poetic criticism; 
whether it has the accent of 


Absent thee from felicity awhile. ... 


or of 
And what is else not to be overcome... . 


or of 
O martyr souded in virginitee! 


I answer: It has not and cannot have them; it is the 
poetry of the buildersof.an age of prose and reason. 
Though they may write in verse, though they may in a 
certain sense be masters of the art of versification, Dry- 
den and Pope are not classics of our poetry, they are 
classics of our prose. 

Gray i is our poetical classic of that literature and age; 
the position of Gray is singular, and demands a word of 
notice here. He has not the volume or the power of poets 
who, coming in times more fayorable, have attained to 
an independent criticism of life. But _he lived with the 
great poets, he lived, above all, with the Greeks, through 
perpetually studying and enjoying them; and he caught 
their poetic point of view for regarding life, caught their 
poetic manner. The point of view and the manner are not 
self-sprung in him, he caught them of others; and he had 
not the free and ‘abundant use of them. But whereas 

_Addison and Pope never had the use of them, Gray had 
the use of them at times. He is the scantiest and frailest 
of classics in our poetry, but he is a classic. 

And now, after Gray, we are met, as we draw towards 
the end of the eighteenth century, we are met by the great 
name of Burns. We enter now on times where the per- 
sonal estimate of poets begins to be rife, and where the 

‘ real estimate of them is not reached without difficulty. 

But in spite of the disturbing pressures of personal par- 

_ tiality, of national partiality, let us try to reach a real 
estimate of the poetry of Burns. 
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By his English poetry Burns in general belongs to the 
eighteenth century, and has little importance for us. 


Mark ruffian Violence, distain’d with crimes 
Rousing elate in these degenerate times; 

View unsuspecting Innocence a prey, 

As guileful Fraud points out the erring way; 
While subtle Litigation’s pliant tongue 

The life-blood equal sucks of Right and Wrong! 


Evidently this is not the real Burns, or his name and fame 
would have disappeared long ago. Nor is Clarinda’s love- 
poet, Sylvander, the real Burns either. But he tells us 
himself: “ These English songs gravel me to death. I 
have not the command of the language that I have of my 
native tongue. In fact, I think that my ideas are more 
barren in English than in Scotch. I have been at “ Dun- 
can Gray ” to dress it in English, but all I can do is des- 
perately stupid.” We English turn naturally, in Burns, 
to the poems in our own language, because we can read 
them easily; but in those poems we have not the real 
Burns. 

The real Burns is of course in his Scotch poems. Let 
us boldly say that of much of this poetry, a poetry dealing 
perpetually with Scotch drink, Scotch religion, and Scotch 
manners, a Scotchman’s estimate is apt to be personal. 
A Scotchman is used to this world of Scotch drink, Scotch 
religion, and Scotch manners; he has a tenderness for it; 
he meets its poet half way. In this tender mood he reads 
pieces like the “ Holy Fair” or “ Halloween.” But this 
world of Scotch drink, Scotch religion, and Scotch man- 
ners is against a poet, not for him, when it is not a partial 
‘countryman who reads him; for in itself it is not a 
beautiful world, and no one can deny that it is of advan- 
tage to a poet to deal with a beautiful world. Burns’s 
world of Scotch drink, Scotch religion, and Scotch man- 
ners, is often a harsh, a sordid, a repulsive world; even 
the world of his “ Cotter’s Saturday Night ” is not a beau- 
tiful world. No doubt a poet’s criticism of life may have 
such truth and power that it triumphs over its world and 
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delights us. Burns may triumph over his world, often he 
does triumph over his world, but let us observe how and 
where. Burns is the first case we have had where the 
bias of the personal estimate tends to mislead; let us look 
at him closely, he can bear it. 

Many of his admirers will tell us that we have Burns, 
convivial, genuine, delightful, here — 


Leeze me on drink! it gies us mair 
Than either school or college; 
It kindles wit, it waukens lair, 
It pangs us fou o’ knowledge. 
Be ’t whisky gill or penny wheep 
Or ony stronger potion, 
It never fails, on drinking deep, 
To kittle up our notion 
By night or day. 


There is a great deal of that sort of thing in Burns, and 
it is unsatisfactory, not because it is bacchanalian poetry, 
but because it has not that accent of sincerity which bac- 
chanalian poetry, to do it justice, very often has. There 
is something in it of bravado, something which makes us 
feel that we have not the man speaking to us with his 
real voice; something, therefore, poetically unsound. 

With still more confidence will his admirers tell us 
that we have the genuine Burns, the great poet, when his 
strain asserts the independence, equality, dignity, of men, 
as in the famous song “ For a’ that and a’ that” — 


A prince can mak’ a belted knight, 
A marquis, duke, and a’ that; 
But an honest man’s aboon his might, 
Guid faith he mauna fa’ that! 
For a’ that, and a’ that, 
Their dignities, and a’ that, 
The pith o’ sense, and pride o’ worth, 
Are higher rank than a’ that. 


Here they find his grand, genuine touches; and still 
more, when this puissant genius, who so often set morality 
at defiance, falls moralizing — 


= 
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The sacred lowe 0’ weel-placed love 
Luxuriantly indulge it; 

But never tempt th’ illicit rove, 
Tho’ naething should divulge it. 

I waive the quantum o’ the sin, 
The hazard o’ concealing, 

But och! it hardens a’ within, 
And petrifies the feeling. 


Or in a higher strain — 


Who made the heart, ’tis He alone 

‘ Decidedly can try us. 

He knows each chord, its various tone; 
Each spring, its various bias. 

Then at the balance let’s be mute, 
We never can adjust it; 

What’s done we partly may compute, 
But know not what’s resisted. 


Or in a better strain yet, a strain, his admirers will say, 
unsurpassable — 


To make a happy fire-side clime 
To weans and wife, 

That’s the true pathos and sublime 
Of human life. 


There is criticism of life for you, the admirers of Burns 
will say to us; there is the application of ideas to life! 
There is, undoubtedly. The doctrine of the last-quoted 
- lines coincides almost exactly with what was the aim and 
end, Xenophon tells us, of all the teaching of Socrates. 
\ And the application is a powerful one; made by a man 
\ of vigorous understanding, and (need I say?) a master 
\of language. 

But for the supreme poetical success more is required 
than the ] powerful application of ideas to life; it must 
be an application under the conditions fixed by the laws 
of poetic truth and poetic beauty. Those laws fix as an 
essential condition, in the poet’s treatment of such mat- 
ters as are here in question, high | Seriousness; — the high 


seriousness which comes from absolute sincerity. ‘The ac- 


Tt reenact wer 
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cent of high seriousness, born of absolute sincerity, is what 
gives to such verse as 


In la sua volontade @ nostra pace. . 


to such criticism of life as Dante’s, its power. Is this 
accent felt in the passages which I have been quoting from 
Burns? Surely not; surely, if our sense is quick, we must 
perceive that we have not in those passages a voice from 
the very inmost soul of the genuine Burns; he is not 
speaking to us from these depths, he is more or less 
preaching. And the compensation for admiring such 
passages less, from missing the perfect poetic accent in 
them, will be that we shall admire more the poetry where 
that accent is found. 

No; Burns, like Chaucer, comes short of the high 
seriousness of ‘the great classics, and the virtue.of. matter 


and manner which goes with that..highseriousness is 
“wanting to his-work. At moments he touched it in a 
profound and passionate melancholy, as in those four 
immortal lines taken by Byron as a motto for “ The Bride 
of Abydos,” but which have in them a depth of poetic 


quality such as resides in no verse of Byron’s own — 


Had we never loved sae kindly, 
Had we never loved sae blindly, 
Never met, or never parted, 

We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 


But a whole poem of that quality Burns cannot make; the 
rest, in the “ Farewell to Nancy,” is verbiage. 

We arrive best at the real estimate of Burns, I think, 
by conceiving his work as having truth of matter and 
truth of manner, but not the accent or the poetic virtue 
of the highest masters. His genuine criticism of life, 
when the sheer poet in him speaks, is ironic; it is not — 


Thou Power Supreme, whose mighty scheme 
These woes of mine fulfil, 

Here firm I rest, they must be best 
Because they are Thy will! 
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It is far rather: Whistle owre the lave o’t! Yet we 
may say of him as of Chaucer, that of life and the world, 
as they come before him, his view is large, free, shrewd, 
benignant — truly poetic, therefore; and his manner of 
rendering what he sees is to match. But we must note, 
at the same time, his great difference from Chaucer. The 
freedom of Chaucer is heightened, in Burns, by a fiery, 
reckless energy; the benignity of Chaucer deepens, in 
Burns, into an overwhelming sense..of.the pathos of 
things: —of the pathos of human nature, the pathos, 
also, of non-human nature. Instead of the fluidity of 
Chaucer’ s manner, the manner of Burns_has_ spring, 
bounding. swiftness. Burns is by far the greater force, 
though he has perhaps less charm. The world of Chaucer 
is fairer, richer, more significant than that of Burns; but 
when the largeness and “freedotn of Burns get full sweep, 
as in “ Tam o’ Shanter,” or still more in that puissant and 
splendid production, “ The Jolly Beggars,” his world may 
be what it will, his poetic genius triumphs over it. In the 
world of “ The Jolly Beggars” there is more than hide- 
ousness and squalor, there is bestiality; yet the piece is a 
superb poetic success. It has a breadth, truth, and power 
which make the famous scene in Auerbach’s Cellar, of 
Goethe’s “ Faust,” seem artificial and tame beside it, 
and which are only matched by Shakespeare and Aris- 
tophanes. 

Here, where his largeness and freedom serve him so 
admirably, and also in those poems and songs where to 
shrewdness he adds infinite archness and wit, and to 
benignity infinite pathos, where his manner is flawless, 
and a perfect poetic whole is the result — in things Tike the 
address to the mouse whose home he had ruined, in things 
like “ Duncan Gray,” “Tam Glen,” “ Whistle and I'll 
come to you my Lad,” “ Auld Lang Syne ” (this list might 
be made much longer) — here we have the genuine Burns, . 
of whom the real estimate must be high indeed. Not a 
classic, nor with the excellent ozovdaidrns of the great 
classics, nor with a verse rising to a criticism of life and 
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a virtue like theirs; but a poet with thorough truth of 
substance and an answering truth of style, giving us a 
poetry sound to the core. We all of us have a leaning 
towards the pathetic, and may be inclined perhaps to 
prize Burns most for his touches of piercing, sometimes 
almost intolerable, pathos; for verse like — 


We twa hae paidl’t i’ the burn 
From mornin’ sun till dine; 

But seas between us braid hae roar’d 
Sin auld lang syne... 


where he is as lovely as he is sound. But perhaps it is by 
the perfection of soundness of his lighter and archer 
masterpieces that he is poetically most wholesome for us. 
For the votary misled by a personal estimate of Shelley, 
as so many of us have been, are, and will be — of that 
beautiful spirit building his many-colored haze of words 
and images 


Pinnacled dim in the intense inane — 


no contact can be wholesomer than the contact with 
Burns at his archest and soundest. Side by side with the 


On the brink of the night and the morning 
My coursers are wont to respire, 

But the Earth has just whispered a warning 
That their flight must be swifter than fire... 


of “ Prometheus Unbound,” how salutary, how very salu- 
tary, to place this from “Tam Glen” — 


My minnie does constantly deave me 
And bids me beware o’ young men; 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me; 
But wha can think sae o’ Tam Glen? 


But we enter on burning ground as we approach the 
poetry of times so near to us — poetry like that of Byron, 
Shelley, and Wordsworth — of which the estimates are so 
often not only personal, but personal with passion. For 
my purpose, it is enough to have taken the single case of 


<a 
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Burns, the first poet we come to of whose work the es- 
timate formed is evidently apt to be personal, and to have 
suggested how we may proceed, using the poetry of the 
great classics as a sort of touchstone, to correct this es- 
timate, as we had previously corrected by the same means 
the historic estimate where we met with it. A collection 
like the present, with its succession of celebrated names 
and celebrated poems, offers a good opportunity to us for 
resolutely endeavoring to make our estimates of poetry 
real. I have sought to point out a method which will 
help us in making them so, and to exhibit it in use so far 
as to put any one who likes in a way of applying it for 
himself. 

At any rate the end to which the.method and _the es- 
timate are designed to lead, and from leading to which, if 
they do lead to it, they get their whole value — the benefit 
of being able clearly to feel and deeply to enjoy the 
best, the truly classic, in poetry — is an end, let me say it 
once more at parting, of supreme importance. We are 
often told that an era is opening in which we are to see 
multitudes of a common sort of readers, and masses of a 
common sort of literature; that such readers do not want 
and could not relish anything better than such literature, 
and that to provide it is becoming a vast and profitable 
industry. Even if good literature entirely lost..currency 
with the world, it would still be abundantly worth while 
to continue to enjoy it by oneself. But it never will lose 
currency with the world, in spite of momentary appear- 
ances; it never will lose supremacy. Currency and su- 
premacy are insured to it, not indeed by the world’s de- 
liberate and conscious choice, but by something far deeper 
— by the instinct of self-preservation in humanity. 


Vil 


THE INTERPRETATIVE POWER 
OF POETRY! 


(a) 

THE grand power of poetry is its interpretative power; 
by which I mean, not a power of drawing out in black and 
white an explanation of the mystery of the universe, but 
the power of so dealing with things as to awaken in us a 
wonderfully full, new, and intimate sense of them, and of 
our relations with them. When this sense is awakened in 
us, as to objects without us, we feel ourselves to be in 
contact with the essential nature of those objects, to be 
no longer bewildered and oppressed by them, but to have 
their secret, and to be in harmony with them; and this 
feeling calms and satisfies us as no other can. Poetry, 
indeed, interprets in another way besides this; but one 
of its two ways of interpreting, of exercising its highest 
power, is by awakening this sense in us. I will not now 
inquire whether this sense is illusive, whether it can be 
proved not to be illusive, whether it does absolutely make 
us possess the real nature of things; all I say is, that 
poetry can awaken it in us, and that to awaken it is one 
of the highest powers of poetry. The interpretations of 
science do not give us this intimate sense of objects as the 
interpretations of poetry give it; they appeal to a limited 
faculty, and not to the whole man. It is not Linnaeus or 
Cavendish or Cuvier who gives us the true sense of ani- 
mals, or water, or plants, who seizes their secret for us, 
who ‘makes us participate in their life; it is Shakespeare, 
with his 

daffodils 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty; 
1 From Maurice de Guérin. 
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it is Wordsworth, with his 


voice .. . heard 
In spring-time from the cuckoo-bird, 
Breaking the silence of the seas 
Among the farthest Hebrides; 


it is Keats, with his 


moving waters at their priestlike task 
Of cold ablution round Earth’s human shores; 


it is Chateaubriand, with his “cime indéterminée des 
foréts” ; 2 it is Senancour, with his mountain birch-tree: 
“Cette écorce blanche, lisse et crevassée; cette tige 
agreste; ces branches qui s’inclinent vers la terre; la 
mobilité des feuilles, et tout cet abandon, simplicité de la 
nature, attitude des déserts.” ® 


(b) 

One aspect of poetry fascinated Guérin’s imagination 
and held it prisoner. Poetry is the interpretress of the 
natural world, and she is the interpretress of the moral 
world; it was as the interpretress of the natural world 
that she had Guérin for her mouthpiece. To make 
magically near and real the life of Nature, and man’s life 
only so far as it is a part of that Nature, was his faculty; 
a faculty of naturalistic, not of moral interpretation. 
This faculty always has for its basis a peculiar tempera- 
ment, an extraordinary delicacy of organization and 
susceptibility to impressions; in exercising it the poet is 
in a great degree passive (Wordsworth thus speaks of a 
wise passiveness); he aspires to be a sort of human 
Aeolian harp, catching and rendering every rustle of Na- 
ture. To assist at the evolution of the whole life of the 

) world is his craving, and intimately to feel it all: 


. the glow, the thrill of life, 
Where, where do these abound? 


— 


2 The indefinite top of the forests. 

3 This white bark, smooth and cracked; this gnarled stem; 
these branches that bend to the earth; the flowing movement 
of its leaves; and all this abandonment, and simplicity of nature, 
and spirit of the wilderness. 
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is what he asks; he resists being riveted and held station- 
ary by any single impression, but would be borne on for- 
ever down an enchanted stream. He goes into religion 
and out of religion, into society and out of society, not 
from the motives which impel men in general, but to feel 
what it is all like; he is thus hardly a moral agent, and, 
like the passive and uneffectual Uranus of Keats’s poem, 
he may say: 
. I am but a voice; 


My life is but the life of winds and tides; 
No more than winds and tides can I avail. 


He hovers over the tumult of life, but does not really put 
his hand to it. 


(c) 

I have said that poetry interprets in we ways; it in- 
nomy and naeaceat of the outward ade and it inter- 
prets by expressing, with inspired conviction, the ideas 
and laws of the inward world.of man’s moral and spiritual 
nature. In other words, poetry is interpretative both by 
fundity. In both ways it: illuminates man; it gives him 
a satisfying sense of reality; it reconciles him with him- 
self and the universe. Thus Aeschylus’s “ édpacavre 
mabeiy”* and his “dvnpiuov yeXaopua’”’® are alike 
interpretative. Shakespeare interprets both when he 
says, 

Full many a glorious morning have I seen, 
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovran eye; 


and when he says, 


There’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them as we will. 


_ These great poets unite in themselves the faculty of both 
-kinds of interpretation, the naturalistic and the moral. 


4 Doers must suffer. 
5 The many-twinkling smile (of ocean). 


—_ 
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But it is observable that in the poets who unite both 
kinds, the latter (the moral) usually ends by making it- 
self the master. In Shakespeare the two kinds seem 
wonderfully to balance one another; but even in him the 
balance leans; his expression tends to become too little 
sensuous and simple, too much intellectualized. The 
“same thing may be yet more strongly affirmed of Lucre- 
tius and of Wordsworth. In Shelley there is not a balance 
of the two gifts, nor even a co-existence of them, but there 
is a passionate straining after them both, and this is what 
makes Shelley, as a man, so interesting: I will not now 
inquire how much Shelley achieves as a poet, but what- 
ever he achieves, he in general fails to achieve natural 
magic in his expression; in Mr. Palgrave’s charming 
“Treasury ” may be seen a gallery of his failures.6 But 
in Keats and Guérin, in whom the faculty of naturalistic 
interpretation is overpoweringly predominant, the natural 
magic is perfect; when they speak of the world they 
speak like Adam naming by divine inspiration the crea- 
tures; their expression corresponds with the thing’s es- 
sential reality. Even between Keats and Guérin, how- 
ever, there is a distinction to be drawn. Keats has, above 
all, a sense of what is pleasurable and open in the life 
of nature; for him she is the Alma Parens: his expres- 
sion has, therefore, more than Guérin’s, something genial, 
outward, and sensuous. Guérin has, above all, a sense 
of what there i is adorable and secret in the life of ‘Nature; 
for him she is the Magna Parens; his expression has, 
therefore, more than Keats’s, something mystic, inward, 
and profound. Bis 

6 Compare, for example, his ‘‘Lines Written in the Euganean 
Hills,’’ with Keats’s ‘‘Ode to Autumn.”’ The latter piece renders 
Nature; the former tries to render her. I will not deny, however, 
that Shelley has natural magic in his rhythm; what I deny is, 
that he has it in his language. It always seems to me that the 
right sphere for Shelley’s genius was the sphere of music, not of 
poetry; the medium of sounds he can master, but to master the 


more difficult medium of words he has neither intellectual force 
enough nor sanity enough. 


Vill 
THE GRAND STYLE! 


NortHING has raised more questioning among my critics 
than these words — noble, the grand style. People com- 
plain that I do not define these words sufficiently, that 
I do not tell them enough about them. “The grand 
style— but what is the grand style?”—they cry; 
some with an inclination to believe in it, but puzzled; 
others mockingly and with incredulity. Alas! the grand 
style is the last matter in the world for verbal definition 
to deal with adequately. One may say of it as is said 
of faith: “ One must feel it in order to-know what it is.” 
But, as of faith, so too one may say of nobleness, of the 
grand style: “ Woe to those who know it not! ” Yet this 
expression, though indefinable, has a charm; one is the 
better for considering it; bonwm est, nos hic esse; nay, 
one loves to try to explain it, though one knows that one 
must speak imperfectly. For those, then, who ask the 
question — What is the grand style? — with sincerity, I 
will try to make some answer, inadequate as it must be. 
For those who ask it mockingly I have no answer, except 
to repeat to them, with compassionate sorrow, the Gospel 
words: Moriemini in peccatis vestris— Ye shall die in 
your sins. 

But let me, at any rate, have the pleasure of again 
giving, before I begin to try and define the grand style, 
a specimen of what it is. 

Standing on earth, not rapt above the pole, 
More safe I sing with mortal voice, unchanged 


To hoarse or mute, though fall’n on evil days, 
On evil days though fall’n, and evil tongues. . . 


There is the grand style in perfection; and any one who 
has a sense for it, will feel it a thousand times better from 


1 From On Translating Homer: Last Words. 
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repeating those lines than from hearing anything I can 
say about it. 

Let us try, however, what can be said, controlling 
what we say by examples. I think it will be found that 
the grand style arises in poetry, when a noble nature, 
poetically gifted, treats with simplicity or with severity 
a serious subject. I think this definition will be found to 
cover all instances of the grand style in poetry which 
present themselves. I think it will be found to exclude 
all poetry which is not in the grand style. And I think 
it contains no terms which are obscure, which them- 
selves need defining. Even those who do not understand 
what is meant by calling poetry noble, will understand, I 
imagine, what is meant by speaking of a noble nature 
inaman. But the noble or powerful nature — the bedeu- 
tendes individuum of Goethe —is not enough. For in- 
stance, Mr. Newman has zeal for learning, zeal for think- 
ing, zeal for liberty, and all these things are noble, they 
ennoble a man; but he has not the poetical gift: there 
must be the poetical gift, the “ divine faculty,” also. And, 
besides all this, the subject must be a serious one (for 
it is only by a ‘kind of license that we can speak of the 
grand style in comedy); and it must be treated with 
simplicity or severity. Here is the great difficulty: the 
poets of the world have been many; there has been want- 
ing neither abundance of poetical gift nor abundance of 
noble natures; but a poetical gift so happy, in a noble 
nature so circumstanced and trained, that the result is a 
continuous style, perfect in simplicity or perfect in sever- 
ity, has been extremely rare. One poet has had the gifts 
of nature and faculty in unequaled fulness, without the 
circumstances and training which make this sustained 
perfection of style possible. Of other poets, some have 
caught this perfect strain now and then, in short pieces 
or single lines, but have not been able to maintain it 
through considerable works; others have composed all 
their productions in a style which, by comparison with 
the best, one must call secondary. 


4. 


IX 
CELTIC MAGIC! 


Ir I were asked where English poetry got these three 
things, its turn for Style, its turn for melancholy, and its 
turn for natural magic, for catching and rendering- the 
charm of nature in a wonderfully near and vivid way — 
I should answer, with some doubt, that it got much of its 
turn for style from a Celtic source; with less doubt, that 
it got much of its melancholy from a Celtic source; with 
no doubt at all, that from a Celtic source it got nearly all 
its natural magic. 

Any German with penetration and tact in matters of 
literary criticism will own that the princip cipal _deficieney 
of German poetry is in style; that for style, in the highest 
sense, it shows but little feeling. Take the eminent mas- 
ters of style, the poets who best give the idea of what the 
peculiar power which lies in style is— Pindar, Virgil, 
Dante, Milton. An example of the peculiar effect which 
these poets produce, you can hardly give from German 
poetry. Examples enough you can give from German 
poetry of the effect produced by genius, thought, and 
feeling expressing themselves in clear language, simple 
language, passionate language, eloquent language, with” 
harmony and melody: but not of the peculiar effect ex- 
ercised by eminent power of style. Every reader of 
Dante can at once call to mind what the peculiar effect I 
mean is; I spoke of it in my lectures on translating 
Homer, and there I took an example of it from Dante, 
who perhaps manifests it more eminently than any other 
poet. But from Milton, too, one may take examples of it 

abundantly; compare this from Milton: 

E . . nor sometimes forget 
Those other two equal with me in fate, 


So were I equal’d with them in renown, 
Blind Thamyris and blind Mzonides — 


1 From On the Study of Celtic Literature. 
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with this from Goethe: 


Es bildet ein Talent sich in der Stille, 
Sich ein Character in dem Strom der Welt. 


Nothing can be better in its way than the style in which 
Goethe there presents his thought, but it is the style of 
prose as much as of poetry; it is lucid, harmonious, earn- 
est, eloquent, but it has not received that peculiar knead- 
ing, heightening, and recasting which is observable in the 
style of the passage from Milton—a style which seems 
to have for its cause a certain pressure of emotion, and 
an ever-surging, yet bridled, excitement in the poet, giv- 
ing a special intensity to his way of delivering himself. 
In poetical races and epochs this turn for style is pecu- 
liarly observable; and perhaps it is only on condition of 
having this somewhat heightened and difficult manner, so 
different from the plain manner of prose, that poetry gets 
the privilege of being loosed, at its best moments, into 
that perfectly simple, limpid style, which is the supreme 
style of all, but the simplicity of which is still not the 
simplicity of prose. The simplicity of Menander’s style 
is the simplicity of prose, and is the same kind of sim- 
plicity as that which Goethe’s style, in the passage I have 
quoted, exhibits; but Menander does not belong to a great 
poetical moment, he comes too late for it; it is the simple 
passages in poets like Pindar or Dante which are perfect, 
being masterpieces of poetical simplicity. One may say 
the same of the simple passages in Shakespeare; they are 
perfect, their simplicity being a poetical simplicity. They 
are the golden, easeful, crowning moments of a manner 
which is always pitched in another key from that of 
prose, a manner changed and heightened; the Eliza- 
bethan style, regnant in most of our dramatic poetry to 
this day, is mainly the continuation of this manner of 
Shakespeare’s. It was a manner much more turbid and 
strewn with blemishes than the manner of Pindar, Dante, 
or Milton; often it was detestable; but it owed its exist- 
ence to Shakespeare’s instinctive impulse towards style 
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in poetry, to his native sense of the necessity for it; and 
without the basis of style everywhere, faulty though it 
may in some places be, we should not have had the beauty 
of expression, unsurpassable for effectiveness and charm,— 
which is reached in Shakespeare’s best passages. The 
turn for style is perceptible all through English poetry, 
proving, to my mind, the genuine poetical gift of the 
race; this turn imparts to our poetry a stamp of high 
distinction, and sometimes it doubles the force of a poet 
not by nature of the very highest order, such as Gray, 
and raises him to a rank beyond what his natural rich- 
ness and power seem to promise. Goethe, with his fine 
critical perception, saw clearly enough both the power of 
style in itself, and the lack of style in the literature of his 
own country; and perhaps if we regard him solely as a 
German, not as a European, his great work was that he 
labored all his life to impart style into German litera- 
ture, and firmly to establish it there. Hence the im- 
mense importance to him of the world of classical art, and 
of the productions of Greek or Latin genius, where style 
so eminently manifests its power. Had he found in the 
German genius and literature an element of style existing 
by nature and ready to his hand, half his work, one may 
say, would have been saved him, and he might have done 
much more in poetry. But as it was, he had to try and 
create, out of his own powers, a style for German poetry, 
as well as to provide contents for this style to carry; and 
thus his labor as a poet was doubled. 

It is to be observed that power of style, in the sense in 
which I am here speaking of style, is something quite 
different from the power of idiomatic, simple, nervous, 
racy expression, such as the expression of healthy, robust 
natures so often is, such as Luther’s was in a striking 
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acts or words of Luther. Deeply touched with the Ge- 
meinheit which is the bane of his nation, as he is at the 
same time a grand example of the honesty which is his 
nation’s excellence, he can seldom even show himself 
brave, resolute, and truthful, without showing a strong 
dash of coarseness and commonness all the while; the 
right definition of Luther, as of our own Bunyan, is that 
he is a Philistine of genius. So Luther’s sincere idiomatic 
German — such language as this: “ Hilf, ieber Gott, wie 
manchen Jammer habe ich gesehen, dass der gemeine 
Mann doch so gar nichts weiss von der christlichen 
Lehre!”?—no more proves a power of style in German 
literature, than Cobbett’s sinewy idiomatic English proves 
it in English literature. Power of style, properly so- 
called, as manifested in masters of style like Dante or 
Milton in poetry, Cicero, Bossuet or Bolingbroke in prose, 
is something quite different, and has, as I have said, for 
its characteristic effect, this: to add dignity and distinc- 
tion, 


This something is style, and the Celts certainly have 
it in a wonderful measure. Style is the most striking 
quality of their poetry. Celtic poetry seems to make up 
to itself for being unable to master the world and give an 
adequate interpretation of it, by throwing all its force 
into style, by bending language at any rate to its will, and 
expressing the ideas it has with unsurpassable intensity, 
elevation, and effect. It has all through it a sort of in- 
toxication of style—a Pindarism, to use a word formed 
from the name of the poet on whom, above all other 
poets, the power of style seems to have exercised an in- 
spiring and intoxicating effect; and not in its great poets 
only, in Taliesin, or Llywarch Hen, or Ossian, does the 
Celtic genius show this Pindarism, but in all its pro- 
ductions: 


The grave of March is this, and this the grave of Gwythyr; 
Here is the grave of Gwgawn Gleddyfreidd; 
But unknown is the grave of Arthur. 
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That comes from the Welsh “ Memorials of the Graves of 
the Warriors,” and if we compare it with the familiar 
memorial inscriptions of an English churchyard (for we 
English have so much Germanism in us that our produc- 
tions offer abundant examples of German want of style as 
well as of its opposite) : 

Afflictions sore long time I bore, 

Physicians were in vain, 


Till God did please should me seize 
And ease me of my pain — 


if, 1 say, we compare the Welsh memorial lines with the 
English, which in their Gemeinheit of style are truly 
Germanic, we shall get a clear sense of what that Celtic 
talent for style I have been speaking of is. 


Its chord of penetrating passion and melancholy, again, 
its Titanism as we see it in Byron— what other Euro- 
pean poetry possesses that like the English, and where 
do we get it from? The Celts, with their vehement re- 
action against the despotism of fact, with their sensuous 
nature, their manifold striving, their adverse destiny, 
their immense calamities, the Celts are the prime au- 
thors of this vein of piercing regret and passion — of this 
Titanism in poetry. A famous book, Macpherson’s “ Os- 
sian,” carried in the last century this vein like a flood of 
lava through Europe. I am not going to criticize Mac- 
pherson’s “Ossian” here. Make the part of what is 
forged, modern, tawdry, spurious, in the book, as large as 


you please; strip Scotland, if you like, of every feather 


of borrowed plumes which on the strength of Macpher- 
son’s “ Ossian” she may have stolen from that vetus et 
major Scotia, the true home of the Ossianic poetry, Ire- 
land; I make no objection. But there will still be left in 
the book a residue with the very soul of the Celtic genius 
in it, and which has the proud distinction of having 
brought this soul of the Celtic genius into contact with 
the genius of the nations of modern Europe, and enriched 
all our poetry by it. Woody Morven, and echoing Sora, 
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and Selma with its silent halls! —we all owe them a 
debt of gratitude, and when we are unjust enough to for- 
get it, may the Muse forget us! Choose any one of the 
better passages in Macpherson’s “ Ossian” and you can 
see even at this time of day what an apparition of new- 
ness and power such a strain must have been to the 
eighteenth century: 

“T have seen the walls of Balclutha, but they were 
desolate. The fox looked out from the windows, the rank 
grass of the wall waved round her head. Raise the song 
of mourning, O bards, over the land of strangers. They 
have but fallen before us, for one day we must fall. Why 
dost thou build the hall, son of the winged days? Thou 
lookest from thy towers to-day; yet a few years, and 
the blast of the desert comes; it howls in thy empty 
court, and whistles round thy half-worn shield. Let the 
blast of the desert come! we shall be renowned in our 
day.” 

All Europe felt the power of that melancholy; but 
what I wish to point out is, that no nation of Europe so 
caught in its poetry the passionate penetrating accent 
of the Celtic genius, its strain of Titanism, as the English. 
Goethe, like Napoleon, felt the spell of Ossian very 
powerfully, and he quotes a long passage from him in 
his “ Werther.” But what is there Celtic, turbulent, and 
Titanic about the German Werther, that amiable, culti- 
vated and melancholy young man, having for his sor- 
row and suicide the perfectly definite motive that Lotte 
cannot be his? Faust, again, has nothing unaccountable, 
defiant, and Titanic in him; his knowledge does not bring 
him the satisfaction he expected from it, and meanwhile 
he finds himself poor and growing old, and balked of the 
palpable enjoyment of life; and here is the motive for 
Faust’s discontent. In the most energetic and impetuous 
of Goethe’s creations —his “ Prometheus’ —it is not 
Celtic self-will and passion, it is rather the Germanic 
sense of justice and reason, which revolts against the 
despotism of Zeus. The German “Sehnsucht” itself is a 
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wistful, soft, tearful longing, rather than a struggling, 
fierce, passionate one. But the Celtic melancholy is strug- 
gling, fierce, passionate; to catch its note, listen to Lly- 
warch Hen in old age, addressing his crutch: 

“O my crutch! is it not autumn, when the fern is réd, 
the water-flag yellow? Have I not hated that which I 
love? 

“O my crutch! is it not winter-time now, when men 
talk together after that they have drunken? Is not the 
side of my bed left desolate? 

“O my crutch! is it not spring, when the cuckoo passes 
through the air, when the foam sparkles on the sea? 
The young maidens no longer love me. 

“O my crutch! is it not the first day of May? The 
furrows, are they not shining; the young corn, is it not 
springing? Ah! the sight of thy handle makes me wroth. 

“O my crutch! stand straight, thou wilt support me 
the better; it is very long since I was Llywarch. 

“Behold old age, which makes sport of me, from the 
hair of my head to my teeth, to my eyes, which women 
loved. 

“The four things I have all my life most hated fall 
upon me together — coughing and old age, sickness and 
sorrow. 

“T am old, I am alone, shapeliness and warmth are 
gone from me; the couch of honor shall be no more 
mine; I am miserable, I am bent on my crutch. 

“ How evil was the lot allotted to Llywarch, the night 
when he was brought forth! sorrows without end, and 
no deliverance from his burden.” 


There is the Titanism of the Celt, his passionate, tur- 
bulent, indomitable reaction against the despotism of 
fact; and of whom does it remind us so much as of 
Byron? 

The fire which on my bosom preys 

Is lone as some volcanic isle; 

No torch is kindled at its blaze; 

A funeral pile! 
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Count o’er the joys thine hours have seen, 
Count o’er thy days from anguish free, 
And know, whatever thou hast been, 

’Tis something better not to be. 


One has only to let one’s memory begin to fetch pas- 
sages from Byron striking the same note as that passage 
from Llywarch Hen, and she will not soon stop. And 
all Byron’s heroes, not so much in collision with outward 
things, as breaking on some rock of revolt and misery in 
the depths of their own nature; Manfred, self-consumed, 
fighting blindly and passionately with I know not what, 
having nothing of the consistent development and in- 
telligible motive of Faust — Manfred, Lara, Cain, what 
are they but Titanic? Where in European poetry are we 
to find this Celtic passion of revolt so warm-breathing, 
puissant, and sincere; except perhaps in the creation of a 
yet greater poet than Byron, but an English poet, too, 
like Byron — in the Satan of Milton? 


. .. What though the field be lost? 

All is not lost; the unconquerable will, 
And study of revenge, immortal hate, 
And courage never to submit or yield, 
And what is else not to be overcome. 


There, surely, speaks a genius to whose composition the 
Celtic fibre was not wholly a stranger! 


The Celt’s quick feeling for what is noble and dis- 
tinguished gave his poetry style; his indomitable per- 
sonality gave it pride and passion; his sensibility and 
nervous exaltation gave it a better gift still, the gift of 
rendering with wonderful felicity the magical charm of 
nature. The forest solitude, the bubbling spring, the 
wild flowers, are everywhere in romance. They have a 
mysterious life and grace there; they are Nature’s own 
children, and utter her secret in a way which makes them 
something quite different from the woods, waters, and 
plants of Greek and Latin poetry. Now of this delicate 


CELTIC MAGIC 149 


magic, Celtic romance is so preéminent a mistress, that it 
seems impossible to believe the power did not come into 
romance from the Celts. Magic is just the word for it — 
the magic of nature; not merely the beauty of nature — 
that the Greeks and Latins had; not merely an honest 
smack of the soil, a faithful realism — that the Germans 
had; but the intimate life of Nature, her weird power and 
her fairy charm. As the Saxon names of places, with the 
pleasant wholesome smack of the soil in them — Weath- 
ersfield, Thaxted, Shalford —are to the Celtic names of 
places, with their penetrating, lofty beauty — Velindra, 
Tyntagel, Caernarvon — so is the homely realism of Ger- 
man and Norse nature to the fairy-like loveliness of 


Celtic nature. Gwydion wants a wife for his pupil: | 


“* Well,’ says Math, ‘ we will seek, I and thou, by charms 
and illusions, to form a wife for him out of flowers.’ So 
they took the blossoms of the oak, and the blossoms of 


the broom, and the blossoms of the meadow-sweet, and ° 


produced from them a maiden, the fairest and most grace- 
ful that man ever saw. And they baptized her, and gave 
her the name of Flower-Aspect.” Celtic romance is full 
of exquisite touches like that, showing the delicacy of the 
Celt’s feeling in these matters, and how deeply Nature 
lets him come into her secrets. The quick dropping of 
blood is called “ faster than the fall of the dewdrop from 
the blade of reed-grass upon the earth, when the dew of 
June is at the heaviest.” And thus is Olwen described: 
“ More yellow was her hair than the flower of the broom, 
and her skin was whiter than the foam of the wave, and 
fairer were her hands and her fingers than the blossoms 
of the wood-anemony amidst the spray of the meadow 
fountains.” For loveliness it would be hard to beat that; 
and for magical clearness and nearness take the following: 

“ And in the evening Peredur entered a valley, and at 
the head of the valley he came to a hermit’s cell, and the 
hermit welcomed him gladly, and there he spent the 
night. And in the morning he arose, and when he went 
forth, behold, a shower of snow had fallen the night be- 


we 
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fore, and a hawk had killed a wild-fowl in front of the 
cell. And the noise of the horse scared the hawk away, 
and a raven alighted upon the bird. And Peredur stood 
and compared the blackness of the raven, and the white- 
ness of the snow, and the redness of the blood, to the 
hair of the lady whom best he loved, which was blacker 
than the raven, and to her skin, which was whiter than 
the snow, and to her two cheeks, which were redder than 
the blood upon the snow appeared to be.” 

And this, which is perhaps less striking, is not less 
beautiful: 

“ And early in the day Geraint and Enid left the wood, 
and they came to an open country, with meadows on one 
hand and mowers mowing the meadows. And there was 
a river before them, and the horses bent down and drank 
the water. And they went up out of the river by a steep 
bank, and there they met a slender stripling with a satchel 
about his neck; and he had a small blue pitcher in his 
hand, and a bowl on the mouth of the pitcher.” 

And here the landscape, up to this point so Greek in its 
clear beauty, is suddenly magicalized by the romance 
touch: 

“ And they saw a tall tree by the side of the river, one- 
half of which was in flames from the root to the top, and 
the other half was green and in full leaf.” 

Magic is the word to insist upon—a magically vivid 
and near interpretation of nature; since it is this which 
constitutes the special charm and power of the effect I 
am calling attention to, and it is for this that the Celt’s 
sensibility gives him a peculiar aptitude. But the matter 
needs rather fine handling, and it is easy to make mis- 
takes here in our criticism. In the first place, Europe 
tends constantly to become more and more one com- 
munity, and we tend to become Europeans instead of 
merely Englishmen, Frenchmen, Germans, Italians; so 
whatever aptitude or felicity one people imparts into 
spiritual work, gets imitated by the others, and thus tends 
to become the common property of all. Therefore any- 
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thing so beautiful and attractive as the natural magic I 
am speaking of, is sure, nowadays, if it appears in the 
productions of the Celts, or of the English, or of the 
French, to appear in the productions of the Germans also, 
or in the productions of the Italians; but there will be 
a stamp of perfectness and inimitableness about it in the 
literatures where it is native, which it will not have in 
the literatures where it is not native. Novalis or Riickert, 
for instance, have their eye fixed on nature, and have 
undoubtedly a feeling for natural magic; a rough-and- 
ready critic easily credits them and the Germans with 
the Celtic fineness of tact, the Celtic nearness to nature 
and her secret; but the question is whether the strokes 
in the German’s picture of nature have ever the indefin- 
able delicacy, charm, and perfection of the Celt’s touch 
in the pieces I just now quoted, or of Shakespeare’s touch 
in his daffodil, Wordsworth’s in his cuckoo, Keats’s in his 
Autumn, Obermann’s in his mountain birch-tree, or his 
Easter-daisy among the Swiss farms. To decide where 
the gift for natural magic originally lies, whether it is 
properly Celtic or Germanic, we must decide this ques- 
tion. 

In the second place, there are many ways of handling 
nature, and we are here only concerned with one of them; 
but a rough-and-ready critic imagines that it is all the 
same so long as nature is handled at all, and fails to draw 
the needful distinction between modes of handling her. 
But these modes are many; I will mention four of them 
now: there is the conventional way of handling nature, 
there is the faithful way of handling nature, there is the 
Greek way of handling nature, there is the magical way 
of handling nature. In all these three last the eye is on 
the object, but with a difference; in the faithful way of 
handling nature, the eye is on the object, and that is all 
you can say; in the Greek, the eye is on the object, but 
lightness and brightness are added; in the magical, the 
eye is on the object, but charm and magic are added. In 
the conventional way of handling nature, the eye is not 


152 LITERARY ART AND CRITICISM 


on the object; what.that means we all know, we have 
only to think of our eighteenth-century poetry — 


As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night — 


to call up any number of instances. Latin poetry sup- 
plies plenty of instances too; if we put this from Pro- 
pertius’s “ Hylas ”: 


. .. manus heroum... 
Mollia composita litora fronde tegit — ? 


side by side with the line of Theocritus by which it was 
suggested: 


Aeuav yap cdi ExetTo peyas, oTiBdderow dvecap — 3 


we get at the same moment a good specimen both of 
the conventional and of the Greek way of handling na- 
ture. But from our own poetry we may get specimens 
of the Greek way of handling nature, as well as of the 
conventional: for instance, Keats’s: 

What little town by river or seashore, 


Or mountain-built with quiet citadel, 
Is emptied of its folk, this pious morn? 


is Greek, as Greek as a thing from Homer or Theocritus; 
it is composed with the eye on the object, a radiancy and 
light clearness being added. German poetry abounds in 
specimens of the faithful way of handling nature; an 
excellent example is to be found in the stanzas called 
Zueignung, prefixed to Goethe’s poems; the morning 
walk, the mist, the dew, the sun, are as faithful as they 
can be, they are given with the eye on the object, but 
there the merit of the work, as a handling of nature, 
stops; neither Greek radiance nor Celtic magic is added; 
the power of these is not what gives the poem in ques- 
tion its merit, but a power of quite another kind, a power 
of moral and spiritual emotion. But the power of Greek 


2 The band of heroes covered the smooth beach with leaves 
woven together. 

3 For a broad meadow lay before them, suitable for beds of 
leaves. 
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radiance Goethe could give to his handling of nature, and 
nobly too, as any one who will read his “ Wanderer” — 
the poem in which a wanderer falls in with a peasant 
woman and her child by their hut, built out of the ruins 
of a temple near Cuma— may see. Only the power of 
natural magic Goethe does not, I think, give; whereas 
Keats passes at will from the Greek power to that power 
which is, as I say, Celtie; from his 


What little town, by river or seashore — 
to his 


White hawthorn and the pastoral eglantine, 
Fast-fading violets cover’d up in leaves — 


or his 


. .. Magie casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in fairy lands forlorn — 


in which the very same note is struck as in those extracts 
which I quoted from Celtic romance, and struck with 
authentic and unmistakable power. 

Shakespeare, in handling nature, touches this Celtic 
note so exquisitely, that perhaps one is inclined to be al- 
ways looking for the Celtic note in him, and not to recog- 
nize his Greek note when it comes. But if one attends 
well to the difference between the two notes, and bears 
in mind, to guide one, such things as Virgil’s “ moss- 
grown springs and grass softer than sleep”? — 


Muscosi fontes et somno mollior herba — 


as his charming flower-gatherer, who — 


Pallentes violas et summa papavera carpens 
Narcissum et florem jungit bene olentis anethi —4 


as his quinces and chestnuts — 


. cana legam tenera lanugine mala 
Castaneasque nuces.. - 


4 Plucking pale violets and tallest poppies, she binds with them 


narcissus and the scented fennel. ; 
5 I will gather quinces, gray with tender down, aud chestnuts. 


ue 
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then, I think, we shall be disposed to say that in Shake- 
speare’s 

I know a bank where the wild thyme blows, 

Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows, 

Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine, 

With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine — 


it is mainly a Greek note which is struck. Then, again 
in his 
. . . look how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold! 


we are at the very point.of transition from the Greek 
note to the Celtic; there is the Greek clearness and 
brightness, with the Celtic aérialness and magic coming 
in. Then we have the sheer, inimitable Celtic note in 
passages like this: 


Met we on hill, in dale, forest or mead, 
By paved fountain or by rushy brook, 
Or in the beached margent of the sea — 


or this, the last I will quote: 


The moon shines bright. In such a night as this, 
When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, 
And they did make no noise, in such a night 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan walls — 


. . in such a night 
Did Thisbe fearfully) o’ertrip the dew — 


. . - in such a night 
Stood Dido, with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and waved her love 
To come again to Carthage. 


And those last lines of all are so drenched and intoxi- 
cated with the fairy-dew of that natural magic which is 
our theme, that I cannot do better than end with them. 

And now, with the pieces of evidence in our hand, let 
us go to those who say it is vain to look for Celtic elements 
in any Englishman, and let us ask them, first, if they seize 
what we mean by the power of natural magic in Celtic 
poetry; secondly, if English poetry does not eminently 
exhibit this power; and, thirdly, where they suppose 
English poetry got it from? 

? 


x 


THE FUNCTION OF CRITICISM AT THE 
PRESENT TIME 


Many objections have been made to a proposition 
which, in some remarks of mine on translating Homer, 
I ventured to put forth; a proposition about criticism, 
and its importance at the present day. I said: “ Of the 
literature of France and Germany, as of the intellect of 
Europe in general, the main effort, for now many years, 
has been a critical effort; the endeavor, in all branches 
of knowledge, theology, philosophy, history, art, science, 
to see the object as in itself it really is.” I added, that 
owing to the operation in English literature of certain 
causes, “ almost the last thing for which one would come 
to English literature is just that very thing which now 
Europe most desires — criticism”; and that the power 
and value of English literature was thereby impaired. 
More than one rejoinder declared that the importance I 
here assigned to criticism was excessive, and asserted the 
inherent superiority of the creative effort of the human 
spirit over its critical effort. And the other day, having 
been led by a Mr. Shairp’s excellent notice of Wordsworth 
to turn again to his biography, I found, in the words of 
this great man, whom I, for one, must always listen to 
with the profoundest respect, a sentence passed on the 
critic’s business, which seems to justify every possible 
disparagement of it. Wordsworth says in one of his 
letters: 

“The writers in these publications” (the Reviews), 
“while they prosecute their inglorious employment, can- 
not be supposed to be in a state of mind very favorable 
_ for being affected by the finer influences of a thing’ 6 so 
pure as genuine poetry.” 
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And a trustworthy reporter of his conversation quotes 
a more elaborate judgment to the same effect: 

“Wordsworth holds the critical power very low, in- 
finitely lower than the inventive; and he said today that 
if the quantity of time consumed in writing critiques on 
the works of others were given to original composition, of 
whatever kind it might be, it would be much better em- 
ployed; it would make a man find out sooner his own 
level, and it would do infinitely less mischief. A false 
or malicious criticism may do much injury to the minds 
of others, a stupid invention, either in prose or verse, is 
quite harmless.” 

It is almost too much to expect of poor human nature, 
that a man capable of producing some effect in one line 
of literature, should, for the greater good of society, 
voluntarily doom himself to impotence and obscurity in 
another. Still less is this to be expected from men ad- 
dicted to the composition of the “ false or malicious criti- 
cism ” of which Wordsworth speaks. However, every- 
body would admit that a false or malicious criticism had 
better never have been written. Everybody, too, would 
be willing to admit, as a general proposition, that the 
critical faculty is lower than the inventive. But is it true 
that criticism is really, in itself, a baneful and injurious 
employment; is it true that all time given to writing 
critiques on the works of others would be much better 
employed if it were given to original composition, of 
whatever kind this may be? Is it true that Johnson had 
better have gone on producing more “ Irenes”’ instead of 
writing his “ Lives of the Poets”; nay, is it certain that 
Wordsworth himself was better employed in making his 
Ecclesiastical Sonnets than when he made his celebrated 
Preface so full of criticism, and criticism of the works of 
others? Wordsworth was himself a great critic, and it is 
to be sincerely regretted that he has not left, us more 
criticism; Goethe was one of the greatest of critics, and 
we may sincerely congratulate ourselves that he has left 
us so much criticism. Without wasting time over the 
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exaggeration which Wordsworth’s judgment on criticism 
clearly contains, or over an attempt to trace the causes — 
not difficult, I think, to be traced — which may have led 
Wordsworth to this exaggeration, a critic may with ad- 
vantage seize an occasion for trying his own conscience, 
and for asking himself of what real service at any given 
moment the practice of criticism either is or may be 
made to his own mind-and spirit, and to the minds and 
spirits of others. 

The critical power is of lower rank than the creative. 
True; but in assenting to this proposition, one or two 
things are to be kept in mind. It is undeniable that the 
exercise of a creative power, that a free creative activity, 
is the highest function of man; it is proved to be so by 
man’s finding in it his true happiness. But it is undeni- 
able, also, that men may have the sense of exercising this 
free creative activity in other ways than in producing 
great works of literature or art; if it were not so, all but 
a very few men would be shut out from the true happiness 
of all men. They may have it in well-doing, they may 
have it in learning, they may have it even in criticizing. 
This is one thing to be kept in mind. Another is, that the 
exercise of the creative power in the production of great 
works of literature or art, however high this exercise of it 
may rank, is not at all epochs and under all conditions 
possible; and that therefore labor may be vainly spent in 
attempting it, which might with more fruit be used in 
preparing for it, in rendering it possible. This creative 
power works with elements, with materials; what if it 
has not those materials, those elements, ready for its use? 
In that case it must surely wait till they are ready. Now, 
in literature —I will limit myself to literature, for it is 
about literature that the question arises — the. elements 

_ with which the creative power works are ideas; the best 
ideas on every matter which literature touches, current at 
the time. At any rate we may lay it down as certain that 

~in modern literature no manifestation of the creative 
power not working with these can be very important or 


*. 
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fruitful. And I say current at the time, not merely 
accessible at the time; for creative literary genius does 
not principally show itself in discovering new ideas: that 
is rather the business of the philosopher. The grand 
work of literary genius is a work of synthesis and exposi- 
tion, not of analysis and discovery; its gift lies in the 
faculty of being happily inspired by a certain intellectual 
and spiritual atmosphere, by a certain order of ideas, 
when it finds itself in them; of dealing divinely with 
these ideas, presenting them in the most effective and 
attractive combinations — making beautiful works with 
them, in short. But 1t must have the atmosphere, it must 
find itself amid the order of ideas, in order to work 
freely; and these it is not so easy to command. This is 
why great creative epochs in literature are so rare, this is 
why there is so much that is unsatisfactory in the pro- 
ductions of many men of real genius; because, for the 
creation of a master-work of literature two powers must 
concur, the power of the man and the power of the 
moment, and the man is not enough without the mo- 
ment; the creative power has, for its happy exercise, ap- 
pointed elements, and those elements are not in its own 
control. 

Nay, they are more within the control of the critical 
power. It is the business of the critical power, as I said 
in the words already quoted, “in all branches of knowl- 
edge, theology, philosophy, history, art, science, to see the 
object as in itself it really is.’ Thus it tends, at last, to 
make an intellectual situation of which the creative power 
can profitably avail itself. It tends to establish an order 
of ideas, if not absolutely true, yet true by comparison 
with that which it displaces; to make the best ideas pre- 
vail. Presently these new ideas reach society, the touch 
of truth is the touch of life, and there is a stir and growth 
everywhere; out of this stir and growth come the crea- 
tive epochs of literature. ~~ 

Or, to narrow our range, and quit these considerations 
of the general march of genius and of society — con- 
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siderations which are apt to become too abstract and 
impalpable — every one can see that a poet, for instance, 
ought to know life and the world before dealing with 
them in poetry; and life and the world being in modern 
times very complex things, the creation of a modern poet, 
to be worth much, implies a great critical effort behind 
it; else it must be a comparatively poor, barren, and 
short-lived affair. This is why Byron’s poetry had so 
little endurance in it, and Goethe’s so much; both Byron 
and Goethe had a great productive power, but Goethe’s 
was nourished by a great critical effort providing the 
true materials for it, and Byron’s was not; Goethe knew 
life and the world, the poet’s necessary subjects, much 
more comprehensively and thoroughly than Byron. He 
knew a great deal more of them, and he knew them much 
more as they really are. 

It has long seemed to me that the burst of creative 
activity in our literature, through the first quarter of this 
century, had about it in fact something premature; and 
that from this cause its productions are doomed, most of 
them, in spite of the sanguine hopes which accompanied 
and do still accompany them, to prove hardly more last- 
ing than the productions of far less splendid epochs. And 
this prematureness comes from its having proceeded with- 
out having its proper data, without sufficient materials to 
work with. In other words, the English poetry of the 
first quarter of this century, with plenty of energy, plenty 
of creative force, did not know enough. This makes 
Byron so empty of matter, Shelley so incoherent, Words- 
worth even, profound as he i is, yet so wanting in com- 
pleteness and variety. Wordsworth cared little for books, 
and disparaged Goethe. I admire Wordsworth, as he is, 
so much that I cannot wish him different; and it is vain, 
no doubt, to imagine such a man different from what he 
is, to suppose that he could have been different. But 
surely the one thing wanting to make Wordsworth an 


even greater poet than he is — his thought richer, and his 


influence of wider application — was that he should have 
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read more books, among them, no doubt, those of that 
Goethe whom he disparaged without reading him. 

But to speak of books and reading may easily lead to 
a misunderstanding here. It was not really books and 
reading that lacked to our poetry at this epoch: Shelley 
had plenty of reading, Coleridge had immense reading. 
Pindar and Sophocles—as we all say so glibly, and 
often with so little discernment of the real import of what 
we are saying — had not many books; Shakespeare was 
no deep reader. True; but in the Greece of Pindar 
and Sophocles, in the England of Shakespeare, the poet 
lived in a current of ideas in the highest degree animating 
and nourishing to the creative power; society was, in the 
fullest measure, permeated by fresh thought, intelligent 
and alive. And this state of things 1 is the true basis for 
the creative power’s exercise, in this it finds its data, its 
materials, truly ready for its hand; all the books and 
reading in the world are only valuable as they are helps 
to this. Even when this does not actually exist, books 
and reading may enable a man to construct a kind of 
semblance of it in his own mind, a world of knowledge 
and intelligence in which he may live and work. This is 
by no means an equivalent to the artist for the nationally 
diffused life and thought of the epochs of Sophocles or 
Shakespeare; but, besides that it may be a means of 
preparation for such epochs, it does really constitute, if 
many share in it, a quickening and sustaining atmosphere 
of great value. Such an atmosphere the many-sided 
learning and the long and widely combined critical ef- 
fort of Germany formed for Goethe, when he lived and 
worked. There was no national glow of life and thought 
there as in the Athens of Pericles or the England of Eliz- 
abeth. That was the poet’s weakness. But there was a 
sort of equivalent for it in the complete culture and un- 
fettered thinking of a large body of Germans. That was 
his strength. In the England of the first quarter of this 
century there was neither a national glow of life and 
thought, such as we had in the age of Elizabeth, nor yet 
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a culture and a force of learning and criticism such as 
were to be found in Germany. “Therefore the creative 
power of poetry wanted, for success in the highest sense, 
materials and a basis; a thorough interpretation of the 
world was necessarily denied to it. 

At first sight it seems strange that out of the immense 
stir of the French Revolution and its age should not have 
come a crop of works of genius equal to that which came 
out of the stir of the great productive time of Greece, or 
out of that of the Renascence, with its powerful episode 
the Reformation. But the truth is that the stir of the 
French Revolution took a character which essentially dis- 
tinguished it from such movements as these. These were, 
in the main, distinterestedly intellectual and spiritual 
movements; movements in which the human spirit looked 
for its satisfaction in itself and in the increased play of 
its own activity. The French Revolution took a political, 
practical character. The movement, which went on in 
France under the old régime, from 1700 to 1789, was far 
more really akin than that of the Revolution itself to the 
movement of the Renascence; the France of Voltaire and 
Rousseau told far more powerfully upon the mind of 
Europe than the France of the Revolution. Goethe re- 
proached this last expressly with having “ thrown quiet 
culture back.” Nay, and the true key to how much in 
our Byron, even in our Wordsworth, is this! — that they 
had their source in a great movement of feeling, not in a 
great movement of mind. The French Revolution, how- 
ever — that object of so much blind love and so much 
blind hatred — found undoubtedly its motive-power in 
the intelligence of man, and not in their practical sense; 
this is what distinguishes it from the English Revolution 
of Charles the First’s time. This is what makes it a 
more spiritual event than our Revolution, an event of 
much more powerful and world-wide interest, though 
practically less successful; it appeals to an order of ideas 
_ which are universal, certain, permanent. 1789 asked of a 
thing, Is it rational? 1642 asked of a thing, Is it legal? 
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or, when it went furthest, Is it according to conscience? 
This is the English fashion, a fashion to be treated, within 
its own sphere, with the highest respect; for its success, 
within its own sphere, has been prodigious. But what is 
law in one place is not law in another; what is law here to- 
day is not law even here tomorrow; and as for conscience, 
what is binding on one man’s conscience is not binding on 
another’s. The old woman who threw her stool at the 
head of the surpliced minister in St. Giles’s Church at 
Edinburgh obeyed an impulse to which millions of the 
human race may be permitted to remain strangers. But 
the prescriptions of reason are absolute, unchanging, of 
universal validity; to count by tens is the easiest way of 
counting — that is a proposition of which every one, from 
here to the Antipodes, feels the force; at least I should 
say so if we did not live in a country where it is not 
impossible that any morning we may find a letter in the 
Times declaring that a-decimal coinage is an absurdity. 
That a whole nation should have been penetrated with an 
enthusiasm for pure reason, and with an ardent zeal for 
making its prescriptions triumph, is a very remarkable 
thing, when we consider how little of mind, or anything so 
worthy and quickening as mind, comes into the motives 
which alone, in general, impel great masses of men. In 
spite of the extravagant direction given to this enthusi- 
asm, in spite of the crimes and follies in which it lost 
itself, the French Revolution derives from the force, 
truth, and universality of the ideas which it took for its 
law, and from the passion with which it could inspire a 
multitude for these ideas, a unique and still living power; 
it is—it will probably long remain — the greatest, the 
most animating event in history. And as no sincere pas- 
sion for the things of the mind, even though it turn out 
in many respects an unfortunate passion, is ever quite 
thrown away and quite barren of good, France has 
reaped from hers one fruit — the natural and legitimate 
fruit though not precisely the grand fruit she expected: 

she is the country in Europe where the people i Js most 
alive. 
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But the mania for giving an immediate political and 
practical application to all these fine ideas of the reason 
was fatal. Here an Englishman is in his element: on this 
theme we can all go on for hours. And all we are in the 
habit of saying on it has undoubtedly a great deal of 
truth. Ideas cannot be too much prized in and for them- 
selves, cannot be too much lived with; but to transport 
them abruptly into the world of politics and practice, 
violently to revolutionize this world to their bidding — 
that is quite another thing. There is the world of ideas 
and there is the world of practice; the French are often 
for suppressing the one and the English the other; but 
neither is to be suppressed. A member of the House of 
Commons said to me the other day: “ That a thing is an 
anomaly, I consider to be no objection to it whatever.” 
I venture to think he was wrong; that a thing is an 
anomaly is an objection to it, but absolutely and in the 
sphere of ideas: it is not necessarily, under such and such 
circumstances, or at such and such a moment, an objec- 
tion to it in the sphere of politics and practice. Joubert 
has said beautifully: “ C’est la force et le droit qui réglent 
toutes choses dans le monde; la force en attendant le 
droit.” (Force and right are the governors of this world: 
force till right is ready.) Force till right is ready; and 
till right is ready, force, the existing order of things, is 
justified, is the legitimate ruler. But right is something 
moral, and implies inward recognition, free assent of the 
will; we are not ready for right — right, so far as we are 
concerned, is not ready — until we have attained this 
sense of seeing it and willing it. The way in which for us 
it may change and transform force, the existing order of 
things, and become, in its turn, the legitimate ruler of 
the world, should depend on the way in which, when our 
time comes, we see it and will it. Therefore for other 
people enamored of their own newly discerned right, to 
attempt to impose it upon us as ours, and violently to 
substitute their right for our force, is an act of tyranny, 
and to be resisted. It sets at naught the second great half 
of our maxim, force till right is ready. This was the 
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grand error of the French Revolution; and its movement 
of ideas, by quitting the intellectual sphere and rushing 
furiously into the political sphere, ran, indeed, a prodi- 
gious and memorable course, but produced no such in- 
tellectual fruit as the movement of ideas of the Renas- 
cence, and created, in opposition to itself, what I may 
call an epoch of concentration. The great force of that 
epoch of concentration was England; and the great voice 
of that epoch of concentration was Burke. It is the 
fashion to treat Burke’s writings on the French Revolu- 
tion as superannuated and conquered by the event; as the 
eloquent but unphilosophical tirades of bigotry and preju- 
dice. I will not deny that they are often disfigured by 
the violence and passion of the moment, and that in some 
directions Burke’s view was bounded, and his observation 
therefore at fault. But on the whole, and for those who 
can make the needful corrections, what distinguishes these 
writings is their profound, permanent, fruitful, philosoph- 
ical truth. They contain the true philosophy of an 
epoch of concentration, dissipate the heavy atmosphere 
which its own nature is apt to engender round it, and 
make its resistance rational instead of mechanical. 

But Burke is so great because, almost alone in England, 
he brings thought to bear upon politics, he saturates 
politics with thought. It is his accident that his ideas 
were at the service of an epoch of concentration, not of 
an epoch of expansion; it is his characteristic that he so 
lived by ideas, and had such a source of them welling 
up within him, that he could float even an epoch of con- 
centration and English Tory politics with them. It does 
not hurt him that Dr. Price and the Liberals were en- 
raged with him; it does not even hurt him that George 
the Third and the Tories were enchanted with him. His 
greatness is that he lived in a world which neither Eng- 
lish Liberalism nor English Toryism is apt to enter — 
the-world of ideas, not the world of catchwords and party 
habits. So far is it from being really true of him that he 
“to party gave up what was meant for mankind,” that 
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at the very end of his fierce struggle with the French 
Revolution, after all his invectives against its false pre- 
tensions, hollowness, and madness, with his sincere con- 
victions of its mischievousness, he can close a memoran- 
dum on the best means of combating it, some of the last 
pages he ever wrote — the “ Thoughts on French Affairs,” 
in December, 1791—-with these striking words: 

“ The evil is stated, in my opinion, as its exists. The 
remedy must be where power, wisdom, and information, 
I hope, are more united with good intentions than they 
can be with me. I have done with this subject, I believe, 
forever. It has given me many anxious moments for 
the last two years. If a great change is to be made in 
human affairs, the minds of men willbe fitted to it; the 
general opinions and feelings will draw that way. Every 
fear, every hope will forward it; and then they who per- 
sist in opposing this mighty current in human affairs, will 
appear rather to resist the decrees of Providence itself, 
than the mere designs of men. They will not be resolute 
and firm, but perverse and obstinate.” 

That return of Burke upon himself has always seemed 
to me one of the finest things in English literature, or in- 
deed in any literature. That is what I call living by 
ideas: when one side of a question has long had your 
earnest support, when all your feelings are engaged, when 
you hear all round you no language but one, when 
your party talks this language like a steam-engine and 
can imagine no other — still to be able to think, still to 
be irresistibly carried, if so it be, by the current of thought 
to the opposite side of the question, and, like Balaam, to 
be unable to speak anything but what the Lord has put 
in your mouth. I know nothing more striking, and I must 
add that I know nothing more un-English. 

For the Englishman in general is like my friend the 
Member of Parliament, and believes, point-blank, that for 
a thing to be an anomaly is absolutely no objection to 
it whatever. He is like the Lord Auckland of Burke’s day, 
who, in a memorandum on the French Revolution, talks 
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of “certain miscreants, assuming the name of philoso- 
phers, who have presumed themselves capable of es- 
tablishing a new system of society.” The Englishman has 
been called a political animal, and he values what is 
political and practical so much that ideas easily become 
objects of dislike in his eyes, and thinkers “ miscreants,” 
because ideas and thinkers have rashly meddled with 
politics and practice. This would be all very well if the 
dislike and neglect confined themselves to ideas trans- 
ported out of their own sphere, and meddling rashly with 
practice; but they are inevitably extended to ideas as 
such, and to the whole life of intelligence; practice is 
everything, a free play of the mind is nothing. The 
notion of the free play of the mind upon all subjects be- 
ing a pleasure in itself, being an object of desire, being an 
essential provider of elements without which a nation’s 
spirit, whatever compensations it may have for them, 
must, in the long run, die of inanition, hardly enters 
into an Englishman’s thoughts. It is noticeable that the 
word curiosity, which in other languages is used in a 
good sense, to mean, as a high and fine quality of man’s 
nature, just this disinterested love of a free play of the 
mind on all subjects, for its own sake — it is noticeable, I 
say, that this word has in our language no sense of the 
kind, no sense but a rather bad and disparaging one. 
But. criticism, real criticism, is essentially the exercise of 
this very quality. It obeys an instinct prompting it to 
try to know the best that is known and thought in the 
world, irrespectively of practice, politics, and everything 
of the kind; and to value knowledge and thought as they 
approach this best, without the intrusion of any other 
considerations whatever. This is an instinct for which 
there is, I think, little original sympathy in the practical 
English nature, and what there was of it has undergone a 
long benumbing period of blight and suppression in the 
epoch of concentration which followed the French Revo- 
lution. 

But epochs of concentration cannot well endure for- 
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ever; epochs of expansion, in the due course of things, 
follow them. Such an epoch of expansion seems to be 
opening in this country. In the first place all danger of 
a hostile forcible pressure of foreign ideas upon our prac- 
_ tice has long disappeared; like the traveller in the fable, 
therefore, we begin to wear our cloak a little more loosely. 
Then, with a long peace, the ideas of Europe steal gradu- 
ally and amicably in, and mingle, though in infinitesimally 
small quantities at a time, with our own notions. Then, 
too, in spite of all that is said about the absorbing and 
brutalizing influence of our passionate material progress, 
it seems to me indisputable that this progress is likely, 
though not certain, to lead in the end to an apparition of 
intellectual life; and that man, after he has made him- 
self perfectly comfortable and has now to determine what 
to do with himself next, may begin to remember that he 
has a mind, and that the mind may be made the source 
of great pleasure. I grant it is mainly the privilege of 
faith, at present, to discern this end to our railways, our 
business, and our fortune-making; but we shall see if, 
here as elsewhere, faith is not in the end the true prophet. 
Our ease, our travelling, and our unbounded liberty to 
hold just as hard and securely as we please to the prac- 
tice to which our notions have given birth, all tend to 
beget an inclination to deal a little more freely with these 
notions themselves, to canvass them a little, to penetrate 
a little into their real nature. Flutterings of curiosity, in 
the foreign sense of the word, appear among us, and it 
is in these that criticism must look to find its account. 
Criticism first; a time of true creative activity, perhaps 
— which, as I have said, must inevitably be preceded 
among us by a time of criticism — hereafter, when criti- 
cism has done its work. 

It is of the last importance that English criticism 
should clearly discern what rule for its course, in order 
to avail itself of the field now opening to it, and to pro- 
duce fruit for the future, it ought to take. The rule may 
be summed up in one word— disinterestedness. And 
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how is criticism to show disinterestedness? By keeping 
aloof from what is called “ the practical view of things”; 
by resolutely following the law of its own nature, which 
is to be a free play of the mind on all subjects which it 
touches. By steadily refusing to lend itself to any of 
those ulterior, political, practical considerations about 
ideas, which plenty of people will be sure to attach to 
them, which perhaps ought often to be attached to them, 
which in this country at any rate are certain to be at- 
tached to them quite sufficiently, but which criticism has 
really nothing to do with. Its business is, as I have said, 
simply to know the best that. is known and thought in 
the world, and by in its turn making this known, to create 
a current of true and fresh ideas. Its business is to do’ 
this with inflexible honesty, with due ability; but its 
business is to do no more, and to leave alone all ques- 
tions of practical consequences and applications, questions 
which will never fail to have due prominence given to 
them. Else criticism, besides being really false to its 
own nature, merely continues in the old rut which it has 
hitherto followed in this country, and will certainly miss 
the chance now given to it. For what is at present the 
bane of criticism in this country? It is that practical con- 
siderations cling to it and stifle it. It subserves interests 
not its own. Our organs of criticism are organs of men 
and parties having practical ends to serve, and with them 
those practical ends are the first thing and the play of 
mind the second; so much play of mind as is compatible 
with the prosecution of those practical ends is all that is 
wanted. An organ like the Revue des Deux Mondes, 
having for its main function to understand and utter the 
best that is known and thought in the world, existing, it 
may be said, as just an organ for a free play of the mind, 
we have not. But we have the Edinburgh Review, exist- 
ing as an organ of the old Whigs, and for as much play of 
the mind as may suit its being that; we have the Quar- 
terly Review, existing as an organ of the Tories, and for 
as much play of mind as may suit its being that; we 
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have the British Quarterly Review, existing as an organ 
of the political Dissenters, and for as much play of mind 
as may suit its being that; we have the Times, existing 
as an organ of the common, satisfied, well-to-do inelgee 
man, and for as much play of mind as may suit its being 
that. And so on through all the various fractions, polit- 
ical and religious, of our society; every fraction has, as 
such, its organ of criticism, but the notion of combining 
all fractions in the common pleasure of a free disinter- 
ested play of mind meets with no favor. Directly this 
play of mind wants to have more scope, and to forget the 
pressure of practical considerations a little, it is checked, 
it is made to feel the chain. We saw this the other day in 
the extinction, so much to be regretted, of the Home and 
Foreign Review. Perhaps in no organ of criticism in this 
country was there so much knowledge, so much play of 
mind; but these could not save it. The Dublin Review 
subordinates play of mind to the practical business of 
English and Irish Catholicism, and lives. It must needs 
be that men should act in sects and parties, that each 
of these sects and parties should have its organ, and 
should make this organ subserve the interests of its ac- 
tion; but it would be well, too, that there should be a 
criticism, not the minister of these interests, not their 
enemy, but absolutely and entirely independent of them. 
No other criticism will ever attain any real authority or 
make any real way towards its end — the creating a cur- 
rent of true and fresh ideas. 

It is because criticism has so little kept in the pure 
intellectual sphere, has so little detached itself from prac- 
tice, has been so directly polemical and controversial, 
that it has so ill accomplished, in this country, its best 
spiritual work; which is to keep man from a self-satis- 
faction which is retarding : and vulgarizing, to lead him 
towards perfection, by making his mind dwell upon what 
is excellent in itself, and the ‘absolute beauty and fitness 

of things. A polemical practical criticism makes men 
blind even to the ideal imperfection of their practice, 
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makes them willingly assert its ideal perfection, in order 
the better to secure it against attack: and clearly this is 
narrowing and baneful for them. If they were reassured 
on the practical side, speculative considerations of ideal 
perfection they might be brought to entertain, and their 
spiritual horizon would thus gradually widen. Sir Charles 
Adderley says to the Warwickshire farmers: 

“Talk of the improvement of breed! Why, the race 
we ourselves represent, the men and women, the old 
Anglo-Saxon race, are the best breed in the whole world. 

The absence of a too enervating climate, too un- 
clouded skies, and a too luxurious nature, has produced 
so vigorous a race of people, and has rendered us so 
superior to all the world.” 

Mr. Roebuck says to the Sheffield cutlers: 

“T look around me and ask what is the state of Eng- 
land? Is not property safe? Is not every man able to 
say what he likes? Can you not walk from one end of 
England to the other in perfect security? I ask you 
whether, the world over or in past history, there is any- 
thing like it? Nothing. I pray that our unrivalled hap- 
piness may last.” 

Now obviously there is a peril for poor human nature 
in words and thoughts of such exuberant self-satisfaction, 
until we find ourselves safe in the streets of the Celestial 
City. 


“Das wenige verschwindet leicht dem Blicke 
Der vorwarts sieht, wie viel noch tibrig bleibt —”’ 


says Goethe; “ the little that is done seems nothing when 
we look forward and see how much we have yet to do.” 
Clearly this is a better line of reflection for weak hu- 
manity, so long as it remains on this earthly field of labor 
and trial. 

But neither Sir Charles Adderley nor Mr. Roebuck is 
by nature inaccessible to considerations of this sort. They 
only lose sight of them owing to the controversial life we 
all lead, and the practical form which all speculation 
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takes with us. They have in view opponents whose aim 
is not ideal, but practical; and in their zeal to uphold 
their own practice against these innovators, they go so 
far as even to attribute to this practice an ideal per- 
fection. Somebody has been wanting to introduce a six- 
pound franchise, or to abolish church-rates, or to collect 
agricultural statistics by force, or to diminish local self- 
government. How natural, in reply to such proposals, 
very likely improper or ill-timed, to go a little beyond the 
mark and to say stoutly, “Such a race of people as we 
stand, so superior to all the world! The old Anglo-Saxon 
race, the best breed in the whole world! I pray that our 
unrivalled happiness may last! I ask you whether, the 
world over or in past history, there is anything like it? ” 
And so long as criticism answers this dithyramb by in- 
sisting that the old Anglo-Saxon race would be still more 
superior to all others if it had no church-rates, or that 
our unrivalled happiness would last yet longer with a 
six-pound franchise, so long will the strain, “ The best 
breed in the whole world! ” swell louder and louder, 
everything ideal and refining will be lost out of sight, and 
both the assailed and their critics will remain in a sphere, 
to say the truth, perfectly unvital, a sphere in which 
spiritual progression is impossible. But let criticism leave 
church-rates and the franchise alone, and in the most 
candid spirit, without a single lurking thought of practical 
innovation, confront with our dithyramb this paragraph 
on which I stumbled in a newspaper immediately after 
reading Mr. Roebuck: 

“A shocking child murder has just been committed at 
Nottingham. A girl named Wragg left the workhouse 
there on Saturday morning with her young illegitimate 
child. The child was soon afterwards found dead on 
Mapperly Hills, having been strangled. Wragg is in 

custody.” 

- Nothing but that; but, in juxtaposition with the abso- 
lute eulogies of Sir Charles Adderley and Mr. Roebuck, 
how eloquent, how suggestive are those few lines! “ Our 
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old Anglo-Saxon breed, the best in the whole world! ” 
— how much that is harsh and ill-favored there is in this 
best! Wragg! If we are to talk of ideal perfection, of 
“the best in the whole world,” has any one reflected what 
a touch of grossness in our race, what an original short- 
coming in the more delicate spiritual perceptions, is shown 
by the natural growth among us of such hideous names 
— Higginbottom, Stiggins, Bugg! In Ionia and Attica 
they were luckier in this respect than “ the best race in 
the world”; by the Ilissus there was no Wragg, poor 
thing! And “our unrivalled happiness” — what an 
element of grimness, bareness, and hideousness mixes with 
it and blurs it; the workhouse, the dismal Mapperly 
Hills — how dismal those who have seen them will re- 
member — the gloom, the smoke, the cold, the strangled 
illegitimate child! “I ask you whether, the world over 
or in past history, there is anything like it?” Perhaps 
not, one is inclined to answer; but at any rate, in that 
case, the world is very much to be pitied. And the final 
touch — short, bleak and inhuman: Wragg is in custody. 
The sex lost in the confusion of our unrivalled happiness; 
or (shall I say?) the superfluous Christian name lopped 
off by the straightforward vigor of our old Anglo-Saxon 
breed! There is profit for the spirit in such contrasts as 
this; criticism serves the cause of perfection by establish- 
ing them. By eluding sterile conflict, by refusing to re- 
main in the sphere where alone narrow and relative con- 
ceptions have any worth and validity, criticism may 
diminish its momentary importance, but only in this way 
has it a chance of gaining admittance for those wider and 
more perfect conceptions to which all its duty is really 
owed. Mr. Roebuck will have a poor opinion of an ad- 
versary who replies to his defiant songs of triumph only 
by murmuring under his breath, Wragg is in custody; 
but in no other way will these songs of triumph be in- 
duced gradually to moderate themselves, to get: rid of 
what in them is excessive and offensive, and to fall into 
a softer and truer key. 
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It will be said that it is a very subtle and indirect ac- 
tion which I am thus prescribing for criticism, and that, 
by embracing in this manner the Indian virtue of de- 
tachment and abandoning the sphere of practical life, it 
condemns itself to a slow and obscure work. Slow and 
obscure it may be, but it is the only proper work of 
criticism. The mass of mankind will never have any 
ardent zeal for seeing things as they are; very inadequate 
ideas will always satisfy them. On these inadequate ideas 
reposes, and must repose, the general practice of the 
world. That is as much as saying that whoever sets him- 
self to see things as they are will find himself one of a very 
small circle; but it is only by this small circle resolutely 
doing its own work that adequate ideas will ever get 
current at all. The rush and roar of practical life will 
always have a dizzying and attracting effect upon the 
most collected spectator, and tend to draw him into 
its vortex; most of all will this be the case where that 
life is so powerful as it is in England. But it is only by re- 
maining collected, and refusing to lend himself to the 
point of view of the practical man, that the critic can do 
the practical man any service; and it is only by the 
greatest sincerity in pursuing his own course, and by at 
last convincing even the practical man of his sincerity, 
that he can escape misunderstandings which perpetually 
threaten him. 

For the practical man is not apt for fine distinctions, 
and yet in these distinctions.truth and the highest sul. 
ture greatly - find their account. But it is not easy to lead 
a practical man— unless you reassure him as to your 
practical intentions, you have no chance of leading him 
— to see that a thing which he has always been used to 
look at from one side only, which he greatly values, and 
which, looked at from that side, quite deserves, perhaps, 
all the prizing and admiring which he bestows upon it — 
that this thing, looked at from another side, may appear 
much less beneficent and beautiful, and yet retain all 


its claims to our practical allegiance. Where shall we 
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find language innocent enough, how shall we make the 
spotless purity of our intentions evident enough, to enable 
us to say to the political Englishmen that the British 
Constitution itself, which, seen from the practical side, 
looks such a magnificent organ of progress and virtue, 
seen from the speculative side— with its compromises, 
its love of facts, its horror of theory, its studied avoidance 
of clear thoughts — that, seen from this side, our august 
Constitution sometimes looks —forgive me, shade of 
Lord Somers! —a colossal machine for the manufacture 
of Philistines? How is Cobbett to say this and not be 
misunderstood, blackened as he is with the smoke of a 
lifelong conflict in the field of political practice? how is 
Mr. Carlyle to say it and not be misunderstood, after his 
furious raid into this field with his “ Latter-day Pam- 
phlets?” how is Mr. Ruskin, after his pugnacious polit- 
ical economy? I say, the critic must keep out of the 
region of immediate practice in the political, social, hu- 
manitarian sphere, if he wants to make a beginning for 
that more free speculative treatment of things, which 
may perhaps one day make its benefits felt even in this 
sphere, but in a natural and thence irresistible manner. 
Do what he will, however, the critic will still remain 
exposed to frequent misunderstandings, and nowhere so 
much as in this country. For here people are particularly 
indisposed even to comprehend that without this free 
disinterested treatment of things, truth and the highest 
culture are out of the question. So immersed are they 
in practical life, so accustomed to take all their notions 
from this life and its processes, that they are apt to think 
that truth and culture themselves can be reached by the 
processes of this life, and that it is an impertinent singu- 
larity to think of reaching them in any other. “We are 
all terre filit,’ cries their eloquent advocate; “ all Philis- 
tines together. Away with the notion of proceeding by 
any other course than the course dear to the Philistines; 
let us have a social movement, let us organize and com- 
bine a party to pursue truth and new thought, let us call 
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it the liberal party, and let us all stick to each other, and 
back each other up. Let us have no nonsense about in- 
dependent criticism, and intellectual delicacy, and the 
few and the many. Don’t let us trouble ourselves about 
foreign thought; we shall invent the whole thing for our- 
selves as we go along. If one of us speaks well, applaud 
him; if one of us speaks ill, applaud him too; we are all 
in the same movement, we are all liberals, we are all in 
pursuit of truth.” In this way the pursuit of truth be- 
comes really a social, practical, pleasurable affair, almost 
requiring a chairman, a secretary, and advertisements; 
with the excitement of an occasional scandal, with a little 
resistance to give the happy sense of difficulty overcome; 
but, in general, plenty of bustle and very little thought. 
To act is so easy, as Goethe says; to think is so hard! 
It is true that the critic has many temptations to go 
with the stream, to make one of the party movement, 
one of these terrae filii; it seems ungracious to refuse to 
be a terrae filius, when so many excellent people are; but 
the critic’s duty is to refuse, or, if resistance is vain, at 
least to cry with Obermann: Périssons en résistant. 
How serious a matter it is to try and resist, I had 
ample opportunity of experiencing when I ventured some 
time ago to criticize the celebrated first volume of Bishop 
Colenso. The echoes of the storm which was then raised 
I still, from time to time, hear grumbling round me. That 
storm arose out of a misunderstanding almost inevitable. 
It is a result of no little culture to attain to a clear per- 
ception that science and religion are two wholly different 
things. The multitude will forever confuse them; but 
happily that is of no great real importance, for while the 
multitude imagines itself to live by its false science, it 
does really live by its true religion. Dr. Colenso, however, 
in his first volume did all he could to strengthen the con- 
fusion, and to make it dangerous. He did this with the 
best intentions, I freely admit, and with the most can- 
did ignorance that this was the natural effect of what he | 


was doing; but, says Joubert, “ Ignorance, which in mat- 
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ters of morals extenuates the crime, is itself, in intellectual 
matters, a crime of the first order.” I criticized Bishop 
Colenso’s speculative confusion. Immediately there was 
a cry raised: “ What is this? here is a liberal attacking 
a liberal. Do not you belong to the movement? are not 
you a friend of truth? Is not Bishop Colenso in pursuit 
of truth? then speak with proper respect of his book. Dr. 
Stanley is another friend of truth, and you speak with 
proper respect of his book; why make these invidious 
differences? both books are excellent, admirable, liberal; 
Bishop Colenso’s perhaps the most so, because it is the 
boldest, and will have the best practical consequences 
for the liberal cause. Do you want to encourage to the 
attack of a brother liberal his, and your, and our im- 
placable enemies, the Church and State Review or the 
Record — the High Church rhinoceros and the Evangeli- 
cal hyena? Be silent, therefore; or rather speak, speak 
as loud as ever you can! and go into ecstasies over the 
eighty and odd pigeons.” 

But criticism cannot follow this coarse and indiscrimi- 
nate method. It is unfortunately possible for a man in 
pursuit of truth to write a book which reposes upon a 
false conception. Even the practical consequences of a 
book are to genuine criticism no recommendation of it, if 
the book is, in the highest sense, blundering. I see that 
a lady who herself, too, is in pursuit of truth, and who 
writes with great ability, but a little too much, perhaps, 
under the influence of the practical spirit of the English 
liberal movement, classes Bishop Colenso’s book and M. 
Renan’s together, in her survey of the religious state of 
Europe, as facts of the same order, works, both of them, 
of “great importance”; “great ability, power, and 
skill”; Bishop Colenso’s, perhaps, the most powerful; at 
least, Miss Cobbe gives special expression to her grati- 
tude that to Bishop Colenso “ has been given the strength 
to grasp, and the courage to teach, truths of such deep 
import.” In the same way, more than one popular writer 
has compared him to Luther. Now it is just this kind 
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of false estimate which the critical spirit is, it seems to 
me, bound to resist. It is really the strongest possible 
proof of the low ebb at which, in England, the critical 
spirit is, that while the critical hit in the religious litera- 
ture of German is Dr. Strauss’s book, in that of France 
M. Renan’s book, the book of Bishop Colenso is the 
critical hit in the religious literature of England. Bishop 
Colenso’s book reposes on a total misconception of the 
essential elements of the religious problem, as that prob- 
lem is now presented for solution. To criticism, there- 
fore, which seeks to have the best that is known and 
thought on this problem, it is, however well meant, of no 
importance whatever. M. Renan’s book attempts a new 
synthesis of the elements furnished to us by the Four 
Gospels. It attempts, in my opinion, a synthesis, per- 
haps premature, perhaps impossible, certainly not suc- 
cessful. Up to the present time, at any rate, we must 
acquiesce in Fleury’s sentence on such recastings of the 
Gospel story: Quiconque s’imagine la pouvoir mieux 
écrire, ne lentend pas» M. Renan had himself passed 
by anticipation a like sentence on his own work, when he 
said: “If a new presentation of the character of Jesus 
were offered to me, I would not have it; its very clear- 
ness would be, in my opinion, the best proof of its in- 
sufficiency.” His friends may with perfect justice re- 
join that at the sight of the Holy Land, and of the actual 
scene of the Gospel story, all the current of M. Renan’s 
thoughts may have naturally changed, and a new casting 
of that story irresistibly suggested itself to him; and 
that this is just a case for applying Cicero’s maxim: 

Change of mind is not inconsistency — nemo doctus un- 
quam mutationem consilii inconstantiam dixit esse. 
Nevertheless, for criticism, M. Renan’s first thought must 
still be the truer one, as long as his new casting so fails 
more fully to commend itself, more fully (to use Cole- 
ridge’s happy phrase about the Bible) to find us. Still 


1 Whoever thinks he can write it eee doesn’t understand 
it (the story). 
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M. Renan’s attempt is, for criticism, of the most real 
interest and importance, since, with all its difficulty, a 
fresh synthesis of the New Testament data— not a mak- 
ing war on them, in Voltaire’s fashion, not a leaving them 
out of mind, in the world’s fashion, but the putting a new 
construction upon them, the taking them from under 
the old, traditional, conventional point of view and plac- 
ing them under a new one—1s the very essence of the 
religious problem, as now presented; and only by efforts 
in this direction can it receive a solution. 

Again, in the same spirit in which she judges Bishop 
Colenso, Miss Cobbe, like so many earnest liberals of our 
practical race, both here and in America, herself sets 
vigorously about a positive reconstruction of religion, 
about making a religion of the future out of hand, or at 
least setting about making it. We must not rest, she and 
they are always thinking and saying, in negative criticism, 
we must be creative and constructive; hence we have 
such works as her recent “ Religious Duty,” and works 
still more considerable, perhaps, by others, which will be in 
every one’s mind. These works often have much ability; 
they often spring out of sincere convictions, and a sincere 
wish to do good; and they sometimes, perhaps, do good. 
Their fault is (if I may be permitted to say so) one 
which they have in common with the British College of 
Health, in the New Road. Every one knows the British 
College of Health; it is that building with the lion and 
the statue of the Goddess Hygeia before it; at least I 
am sure about the lion, though I am not absolutely cer- 
tain about the Goddess Hygeia. This building does 
credit, perhaps, to the resources of Dr. Morrison and his 
disciples; but it falls a good deal short of one’s idea of 
what a British College of Health ought to be. In Eng- 
land where we hate public interference and love individual 
enterprise, we have a whole crop of places like the 
British College of Health; the grand name without the 
grand thing. Unluckily, creditable to individual enter- 
prise as they are, they tend to impair our taste by mak- 
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ing us forget what more grandiose, noble, or beautiful 
character properly belongs to a public institution. The 
same may be said of the religions of the future of Miss 
Cobbe and others. Creditable, like the British College 
of Health, to the resources of their authors, they yet 
tend to make us forget what more grandiose, noble, or 
beautiful character properly belongs to religious construc- 
tions. The historic religions, with all their faults, have 
had this; it certainly belongs to the religious sentiment, 
when it truly flowers, to have this; and we impoverish 
our spirit if we allow a religion of the future without it. 
What then is the duty of criticism here? To take the prac- 
tical point of view, to applaud the liberal movement and 
all its works —its New Road religions of the future into 
the bargain—for their general utility’s sake? By no 
means; but to be perpetually dissatisfied with these 
works, while they perpetually fall short of a high and 
perfect ideal. 

For criticism, these are elementary laws; but they 
never can be popular, and in this country they have 
been very little followed, and one meets with immense 
obstacles in following them. That is a reason for assert- 

ing them again and again. Criticism must maintain its 
independence of the practical spirit and its aims. Even 
with well-meant efforts of the practical spirit it must ex- 
press dissatisfaction, if in the sphere of the ideal they 
seem impoverishing and limiting. It must not hurry on 
to the goal because of its practical importance. It must 
be patient, and know how to wait; and flexible, and know 
how to attach itself to things and how to withdraw from 
them. It must be apt to study and praise elements that 
for the fulness of spiritual perfection are wanted, even 
though they belong to a power which in the practical 
sphere may be maleficent. It must be apt to discern the 
spiritual shortcomings or illusions of powers that in the 
practical sphere may be beneficent. And this without 
any notion of favoring or injuring, in the practical sphere, 
one power or the other; without any notion of playing 
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off, in this sphere, one power against the other. When one 
looks, for instance, at the English Divorce Court — an in- 
stitution which perhaps has its practical conveniences, but 
which in the ideal sphere is so hideous; an institution which 
neither makes divorce impossible nor makes it decent, 
which allows a man to get rid of his wife, or a wife of 
her husband, but makes them drag one another first, for 
the public edification, through a mire of unutterable in- 
famy — when one looks at this charming institution, I 
say, with its crowded trials, its newspaper reports, and its 
money compensations, this institution in which the gross 
unregenerate British Philistine has indeed stamped an 
image of himself — one may be permitted to find the mar- 
riage theory of Catholicism refreshing and elevating. Or 
when Protestantism, in virtue of its supposed rational 
and intellectual origin, gives the law to criticism too 
magisterially, criticism may and must remind it that its 
pretensions, in this respect, are illusive and do it harm; 
that the Reformation was a moral rather than an intel- 
lectual event; that Luther’s theory of grace no more 
exactly reflects the mind of the spirit than Bossuet’s 
philosophy of history reflects it; and that there is no 
more antecedent probability of the Bishop of Durham’s 
stock of ideas being agreeable to perfect reason than of 
Pope Pius the Ninth’s. But criticism will not on that 
account forget the achievements of Protestantism in the 
practical and moral sphere; nor that, even in the in- 
tellectual sphere, Protestantism, though in a blind and 
stumbling manner, carried forward the Renascence, while 
Catholicism threw itself violently across its path. 

I lately heard a man of thought and energy contrast- 
ing the want of ardor and movement which he now found 
among young men in this country with what he re- 
membered in his own youth, twenty years ago. “ What 
reformers we were then! ” he exclaimed; “ What a zeal 
we had! how we canvassed every institution in Church 
and State, and were prepared to remodel them all on 
first principles! ” He was inclined to regret, as a spirit- 
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ual flagging, the lull which he saw. I am disposed rather 
to regard it as a pause in which the turn to a new mode 
of spiritual progress is being accomplished. Everything 
was long seen, by the young and ardent among us, in 
inseparable connection with politics and practical life. 
We have pretty well exhausted the benefits of seeing 
things in this connection, we have got-all that can be got 
by so seeing them. Let us try a more disinterested mode 
of seeing them; let us betake ourselves more to the 
serener life of the mind and spirit. This life, too, may 
have its excesses and dangers; but they are not for us 
at present. Let us think of quietly enlarging our stock 
of true and fresh ideas, and not, as soon as we get an 
idea or half an idea, be running out with it into the 
street, and trying to make it rule there. Our ideas will, 
in the end, shape the world all the better for maturing a 
little. Perhaps in fifty years’ time it will in the English 
House of Commons be an objection to an institution that 
it is an anomaly, and my friend the Member of Parlia- 
ment will shudder in his grave. But let us in the mean- 
while rather endeavor that in twenty years’ time it may, 
in English literature, be an objection to a proposition that 
it is absurd. That will be a change so vast, that the 
imagination almost fails to grasp it. Ab integro ‘saeclorum 
nascitur ordo.? 

If I have insisted so much on the course which criti- 
cism must take where politics and religion are concerned, 
it is because, where these burning matters are in ques- 
tion, it is most likely to go astray. I have wished, above 
all, to insist on the attitude which criticism should adopt 
towards things in general; on its right tone and temper 
of mind. But then comes another question as to the 
subject-matter which literary criticism should most seek. 
Here, in general, its course is determined for it by the 
idea which is the law of its being: the idea of a disin- 
terested endeavor to learn and propagate the best that 
is known and thought i in the world, and thus to establish 


2 The world’s great age begins anew. 
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a current of fresh and true ideas. By the very nature 
of things, as England is not all the world, much of the 
- best that is known and thought in the world cannot be 
of English growth, must be foreign; by the nature of 
things, again, it is just this that we are least likely to 
know, while English thought is streaming in upon us from 
all sides, and takes excellent care that we shall not be 
ignorant of its existence. The English critic of literature, 
therefore, must dwell much on foreign thought, and with 
particular heed on any part of it, which, while significant 
and fruitful in itself, is for any reason specially likely 
to escape him. Again, judging is often spoken of as the 
critic’s one business, and so in some sense it is; but the 
judgment which almost insensibly forms itself in a fair 
and clear mind, along with fresh knowledge, is the valu- 
able one; and thus knowledge, and ever fresh knowledge, 
must be the critic’s great concern for himself. And it is 
by communicating fresh knowledge, and letting his own 
judgment pass along with it — but insensibly, and in the 
second place, not the first, as a sort of companion and 
clue, not as an abstract lawgiver — that the critic will 
generally do most good to his readers. Sometimes, no 
doubt, for the sake of establishing an author’s place in 
literature, and his relation to a central standard (and 
if this is not done, how are we to get at our best in the 
world?) criticism may have to deal with a subject-matter 
so familiar that fresh knowledge is out of the question, 
and then it must be all judgment; an enunciation and de- 
tailed application of principles. Here the great safe- 
guard is never to let oneself become abstract, always to 
retain an intimate and lively consciousness of the truth 
of what one is saying, and, the moment this fails us, to 
be sure that something is wrong. Still under all circum- 
stances, this mere judgment and application of principles 
is, in itself, not the most ieee work to the critic; 


, But stop, some one will say; all this talk i is of no prac- 
tical use to us whatever; this criticism of yours is not 
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what we have in our minds when we speak of criticism; 
when we speak of critics and criticism, we mean critics 
and criticism of the current English literature of the day; 
when you offer to tell criticism its function, it is to this 
criticism that we expect you to address yourself. I am 
sorry for it, for I am afraid I must disappoint these ex- 
pectations. I am bound by my own definition of criti- 
cism; a disinterested endeavor to learn and propagate the 
best that is known and thought in the world. How much 
of current English literature comes into this “ best that 
is known and thought in the world”? Not very much I 
fear; certainly less, at this moment, than of the current 
literature of France or Germany. Well, then, am I to 
alter my definition of criticism, in order to meet the re- 
quirements of a number of practising English critics, who, 
after all, are free in their choice of a business? That 
would be making criticism lend itself just to one of those 
alien practical considerations, which, I have said, are so 
_fatal to it. One may say, indeed, to those who have to 
deal with the mass—so much better disregarded — of 
current English literature, that they may at all events 
endeavor, in dealing with this, to try it, so far as they 
can, by ‘the standard of the best that is known and 
thought i in the world; one may say, that to get anywhere 
near this standard, every critic should try and possess one 
creat erature, at least, besides his own; and the more 
like his own, the better. But, after all, the criticism I 
am really concerned with — the criticism which alone can 
_ much help us for the future, the criticism which, through- 
out Europe, is at the present day meant, when so much 
stress is laid on the importance of criticism and the critical 
spirit — is a criticism which regards Europe as being, for 
intellectual and spiritual purposes, one great confederation, 
bound to a joint action and working to a common result; 
and whose members have, for their proper outfit, a know!- 
edge of Greek, Roman and Eastern antiquity, and of one 
another. Special, local, and temporary advantages being 
put out of account, that modern nation will in the in- 
_ tellectual and spiritual sphere make most progress, which 
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most thoroughly carries out this program. And what is 
that but saying that we too, all of us, as individuals, the 
more thoroughly we carry it out, shall make the more 
progress ? 

There is so much inviting us! — what are we to take? 
what will nourish us in growth towards perfection? That 
is the question which, with the immense field of life and of 
literature lying before him, the critic has to answer; for 
himself first, and afterwards for others. In this idea of 
the critic’s business the essays brought together in the 
following pages have had their origin; in this idea, widely 
different as are their subjects, they have, perhaps, their 
unity. 

I conclude with what I said at the beginning: to have 
the sense of creative activity is the great happiness and the 
great proof of being alive, and it is not denied to criticism 
to have it; but then criticism must be sincere, simple, flex- 
ible, ardent, ever widening its knowledge. Then it may 
have, in no contemptible measure, a joyful sense of crea- 
tive activity; a sense which a man of insight and con- 
science will prefer to what he might derive from a poor, 
starved, fragmentary, inadequate creation. And at some 
epochs no other creation is possible. 

Still, in full measure, the sense of creative activity be- 
longs only to genuine creation; in literature we must 
never forget that. But what true man of letters ever can 
forget it? It is no such common matter for a gifted na- 
ture to come into possession of a current of true and living 
ideas, and to produce amid the inspiration of them, that 
we are likely to underrate it. The epochs of Aeschylus 
and Shakespeare make us feel their preéminence. In an 
epoch like those is, no doubt, the true life of literature; 
there is the promised land, towards which criticism can 
only beckon. That promised land it will not be ours to 
enter, and we shall die in the wilderness: but to have de- 
sired to enter it, to have saluted it from afar, is already, 
perhaps, the best distinction among contemporaries; it 
will certainly be the best title to esteem with posterity, 
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Mr. Miu says, in his book on Liberty, that “ Chris- 
tian morality is in great part merely a protest against 
paganism; its ideal is negative rather than positive, 
passive rather than active.” He says, that, in certain 
most important respects, “it falls far below the best 
morality of the ancients.” Now, the object of systems 
of morality is to take possession of human life, to save it 
from being abandoned to passion or allowed to drift at 
hazard, to give it happiness by establishing it in the prac- 
tice of virtue; and this object they seek to attain by pre- 
scribing to human life fixed principles of action, fixed rules 
of conduct. In its uninspired as well as in its inspired 
moments, in its days of langour and gloom as well as in 
its days of sunshine and energy, human life has thus al- 
ways a clue to follow, and may always be making way 
towards its goal. Christian morality has not failed to 
supply to human life aids of this sort. It has supplied 
them far more abundantly than many of its critics im- 
agine. The most exquisite document after those of the 
New Testament, of all the documents the Christian spirit 
has ever inspired —the “Imitation”— by no means 
contains the whole of Christian morality; nay, the dis- 
paragers of this morality would think themselves sure of 
triumphing if one agreed to look for it in the “ Imitation ” 
only. But even the “ Imitation” is full of passages like 
these: “Vita sine proposito languida et vaga est” — 
“Omni die renovare debemus propositum nostrum, di- 
centes: nunc hodié perfecté incipiamus, quia nihil est 
quod hactenus fecimus ” — “Secundum propositum nos- 
trum est cursus profecttis nostri” —“ Raro etiam unum 
: 185 ; 
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vitium perfecté vincimus, et ad quotidianum profectum 
non accendimur ”; “Semper aliquid certi proponendum 
est”; “ Tibi ipsi violentiam frequenter fac.” (A life with- 
out a purpose is a languid, drifting thing —Every day 
we ought to renew our purpose, saying to ourselves: This 
day let us make a sound beginning, for what we have 
hitherto done is nought — Our improvement is in pro- 
portion to our purpose — We hardly ever manage to get 
completely rid even of one fault, and do not set our hearts 
on daily improvement — Always place a definite purpose 
before thee — Get the habit of mastering thine inclina- 
tion.) These are moral precepts, and moral precepts of 
the best kind. As rules to hold possession of our conduct, 
and to keep us in the right course through outward 
troubles and inward perplexity, they are equal to the 
best ever furnished by the great masters of morals — 
Epictetus or Marcus Aurelius. 

But moral rules, apprehended as ideas first, and then 
rigorously followed as laws, are, and must be, for the sage 
only. The mass of mankind have neither force of intellect 
enough to apprehend them clearly as ideas, nor force of 
character enough to follow them strictly as laws. The 
mass of mankind can be carried along a course full of 
hardship for the natural man, can be borne over the 
thousand impediments of the narrow way, only by the 
tide of a joyful and bounding emotion. It is impossible to 
rise from reading Epictetus or Marcus Aurelius without a 
sense of constraint and melancholy, without feeling that 
the burden laid upon man is well-nigh greater than he 
can bear. Honor to the sages who have felt this, and yet 
have borne it! Yet, even for the sage, this sense of labor 
and sorrow in his march towards the goal constitutes a 
relative inferiority; the noblest souls of whatever creed, 
the pagan Empedocles as well as the Christian Paul, have 
insisted on the necessity of an inspiration, a joyful emo- 
tion, to make moral action perfect; an obscure indication 
of this necessity is the one drop of truth in the ocean of 
verbiage with which the controversy on justification by 
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faith has flooded the world. But, for the ordinary man, 
this sense of labor and sorrow constitutes an absolute dis- 
qualification; it paralyzes him: under the weight of it, 
he cannot make way towards the goal at all. The para- 
mount virtue of religion is, that it has lighted up moral- 
ity; that it has supplied the emotion and inspiration need- 
ful for carrying the sage along the narrow way perfectly, 
for carrying the ordinary man along it at all. Even the 
religions with most dross in them have had something of 
this virtue; but the Christian religion manifests it with 
unexampled splendor. “Lead me, Zeus and Destiny! ” 
says the prayer of Epictetus, “ whithersoever I am ap- 
pointed to go; I will follow without wavering; even 
though I turn coward and shrink, I shall have to follow 
all the same.” The fortitude of that is for the strong, 
for the few; even for them the spiritual atmosphere with 
which it surrounds them is bleak and gray. But, “ Let 
thy loving spirit lead me forth into the land of righteous- 
ness””—“ The Lord shall be unto thee an everlasting 
light, and thy God thy glory ”—“ Unto you that fear 
my name shall the sun of righteousness arise with healing 
in his wings,” says the Old Testament; “Born, not of 
blood, nor of the will of the flesh, nor of the will of man, 
but of God ” —“ Except a man be born again, he cannot 
see the kingdom of God”—“ Whatsoever is born of 
God, overcometh the world,” says the New. The ray of 
sunshine is there, the glow of a divine warmth — the 
austerity of the sage melts away under it, the paralysis of 
the weak is healed; he who is vivified by it renews his 
strength; “ all things are possible to him”; “ he is a new 
creature.” 

Epictetus says: “Every matter has two handles, one 
of which will bear taking hold of, the other not. If thy 
brother sin against thee, lay not hold of the matter by 
this, that he sins against thee; for by this handle the 
matter will not bear taking hold of. But rather lay hold 
of it by this, that he is thy brother, thy born mate; and 
thou wilt take hold of it by what will bear handling.” 
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Jesus, being asked whether a man is bound to forgive his 
brother as often as seven times, answers: “I say not 
unto thee, until seven times, but until seventy times 
seven.” Epictetus here suggests to the reason grounds 
for forgiveness of injuries which Jesus does not; but it is 
vain to say that Epictetus is on that account a better 
moralist than Jesus, if the warmth, the emotion, of Jesus’s 
answers fires his hearer to the practice of forgiveness of 
injuries, while the thought in Epictetus’s leaves him cold. 
So with Christian morality in general: its distinction is 
not that it propounds the maxim, “ Thou shalt love God 
and thy neighbor,” with more development, closer reason- 
ing, truer sincerity, than other moral systems; it is that 
it propounds this maxim with an inspiration which won- 
derfully catches the hearer and makes him act upon it. 
It is because Mr. Mill has attained to the perception of 
truths of this nature, that he is— instead of being, like 
the school from which he proceeds, doomed to sterility — 
a writer of distinguished mark and influence, a writer de- 
serving all attention and respect; it is (I must be par- 
doned for saying) because he is not sufficiently leavened 
with them, that he falls just short of being a great writer. 

That which gives to the moral writings of the Emperor 
Marcus Aurelius their peculiar character and charm, is 
their being suffused and softened by something of this 
very sentiment whence Christian morality draws its best 
power. Mr. Long has recently published in a convenient 
form a translation of these writings, and has thus enabled 
English readers to Judge Marcus Aurelius for themselves; 
he has rendered his countrymen a real service by so doing. 
Mr. Long’s reputation as a scholar is a sufficient guarantee 
of the general fidelity and accuracy of his translation; on 
these matters, besides, I am hardly entitled to speak, and 
my praise is of no value. But that for which I and the 
rest of the unlearned may venture to praise Mr. Long is 
this; that he treats Marcus Aurelius’s writings, as he 
treats all the other remains of Greek and Roman antiq- 
uity which he touches, not as a dead and dry matter of 
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learning, but as documents with a side of modern ap- 
plicability and living interest, and valuable mainly so far 
as this side in them can be made clear; that as in his notes 
on Plutarch’s Roman Lives he deals with the modern 
epoch of Caesar and Cicero, not as food for schoolboys, 
but as food for men, and men engaged in the current of 
contemporary life and action, so in his remarks and essays 
on Marcus Aurelius he treats this truly modern striver 
and thinker not as a Classical Dictionary hero, but as a 
present source from which to draw “ example of life, and 
instruction of manners.” Why may not a son of Dr. 
Arnold say, what might naturally here be said by any 
other critic, that in this lively and fruitful way of con- 
sidering the men and affairs of ancient Greece and Rome, 
Mr. Long resembles Dr. Arnold? 

One or two little complaints, however, I have against 
Mr. Long, and I will get them off my mind at once, In 
the first place, why could he not have found gentler and 
juster terms to describe the translation of his predecessor, 
Jeremy Collier —the redoubtable enemy of stage plays 
—than these: “a most coarse and vulgar copy of the 
original”? As a matter of taste, a translator should deal 
leniently with his predecessor; but putting that out of 
the question, Mr. Long’s language is a great deal too 
hard. Most English people who knew Marcus Aurelius 
before Mr. Long appeared as his introducer, knew him 
through Jeremy Collier. And the acquaintance of a man 
like Marcus Aurelius is such an imperishable benefit, that, 
one can never lose a peculiar sense of obligation towards 
the man who confers it. Apart from this claim upon one’s 
tenderness, however, Jeremy Collier’s version deserves re- 
spect for its genuine spirit and vigor, the spirit and vigor 
of the age of Dryden. Jeremy Collier too, like Mr. Long, 
regarded in Marcus Aurelius the living moralist, and not 
the dead classic; and his warmth of feeling gave to his 
style an impetuosity and rhythm which from Mr. Long’s 
style (I do not blame it on that account) are absent. 
Let us place the two side by side. The impressive open- 
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ing of Marcus Aurelius’s fifth book, Mr. Long translates 
thus: 

“Tn the morning when thou risest unwillingly, let this 
thought be present: I am rising to the work of a human 
being. Why then am I dissatisfied if I am going to do 
the things for which I exist and for which I was brought 
into the world? Or have I been made for this, to lie in 
the bed clothes and keep myself warm? — But this is 
more pleasant. — Dost thou exist then to take thy pleas- 
ure, and not at all for action or exertion? ” 

Jeremy Collier has: 

“When you find an unwillingness to rise early in the 
morning, make this short speech to yourself: ‘I am get- 
ting up now to do the business of a man; and am I out of 
humor for going about that which I was made for, and 
for the sake of which I was sent into the world? Was I 
then designed for nothing but to doze and batten be- 
neath the counterpane? I thought action had been the 
end of your being.’ ” 

In another striking passage, again, Mr. Long has: 

“No longer wonder at hazard; for neither wilt thou 
read thy own memoirs, nor the acts of the ancient Ro- 
mans and Hellenes, and the selections from books which 
thou wast reserving for thy old age. Hasten then to the 
end which thou hast before thee, and, throwing away idle 
hopes, come to thine own aid, if thou carest at all for thy- 
self, while it is in thy power.” 

Here his despised predecessor has: 

“Don’t go too far in your books and overgrasp your- 
self. Alas, you have no time left to peruse your diary, to 
read over the Greek and Roman history: come, don’t 
flatter and deceive yourself; look to the main chance, to 
the end and design of reading, and mind life more than 
notion: I say, if you have a kindness for your person, 
drive at the practice and help yourself, for that is in your 
own power.” 

It seems to me that here for style and force Jeremy 
Collier can (to say the least) perfectly stand comparison 
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with Mr. Long. Jeremy Collier’s real defect as a trans- 
lator is not his coarseness and vulgarity, but his imper- 
fect acquaintance with Greek; this is a serious defect, a 
fatal one; it rendered a translation like Mr. Long’s neces- 
sary. Jeremy Collier’s work will now be forgotten, and 
Mr. Long stands master of the field; but he may be con- 
tent, at any rate, to leave his predecessor’s grave un- 
harmed, ever if he will not throw upon it, in passing, a 
handful of kindly earth. 

Another complaint I have against Mr. Long is, that 
he is not quite idiomatic and simple enough. It is a little 
formal, at least, if not pedantic, to say Hthic and Dia- 
lectic, instead of Ethics and Dialectics, and to say “ Hel- 
lenes and Romans” instead of “ Greeks and Romans.” 
And why, too — the name of Antoninus being preoccupied 
by Antoninus Pius — will Mr. Long call his author Mar- 
cus Antoninus instead of Marcus Aurelius? Small as 
these matters appear, they are important when one has 
to deal with the general public, and not with a small circle 
of scholars; and it is the general public that the translator 
of a short masterpiece on morals, such as is the book of 
Marcus Aurelius, should have in view; his aim should be 
to make Marcus Aurelius’s work as popular as the “ Imi- 
tation,” and Marcus Aurelius’s name as familiar as Soc- 
rates’s. In rendering or naming him, therefore, punc- 
tilious accuracy of phrase is not so much to be sought as 
accessibility and currency; everything which may best 
enable the Emperor and his precepts volitare per ora 
virum. It is essential to render him in language perfectly 
plain and unprofessional, and to call him by the name by 
which'‘he is best and most distinctly known. The trans- 
lators of the Bible talk of pence and not denarii, and the 
admirers of Voltaire do not celebrate him under the name 
of Arouet. 

But, after these trifling complaints are made, one must 
end, as one began, in unfeigned gratitude to Mr. Long 
for his excellent and substantial reproduction in English 
of an invaluable work. In general the substantiality, 
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soundness, and precision of Mr. Long’s rendering are (I 
will venture, after all, to give my opinion about them) as 
conspicuous as the living spirit with which he treats antiq- 
uity; and these qualities are particularly desirable in the 
translator of a work like that of Marcus Aurelius, of 
which the language is often corrupt, almost always hard 
and obscure. Any one who wants to appreciate Mr. 
Long’s merits as a translator may read, in the original 
and in Mr. Long’s translation, the seventh chapter of the 
tenth book; he will see how, through all the dubiousness 
and involved manner of the Greek, Mr. Long has firmly 
seized upon the clear thought which is certainly at the 
bottom of that troubled wording, and, in distinctly ren- 
dering this thought, has at the same time thrown round 
its expression a characteristic shade of painfulness and 
difficulty which just suits it. And Marcus Aurelius’s 
book is one which, when it is rendered so accurately as 
Mr. Long renders it, even those who know Greek toler- 
ably well may choose to read rather in the translation 
than in the original. For not only are the contents here 
incomparably more valuable than the external form, but 
this form, the Greek of a Roman, is not exactly one of 
those styles which have a physiognomy, which are an 
essential part of their author, which stamp an indelible 
impression of him on the reader’s mind. An old Lyons 
commentator finds, indeed, in Marcus Aurelius’s Greek, 
something characteristic, something specially firm and 
imperial; but I think an ordinary mortal will hardly find 
this: he will find crabbed Greek, without any great charm 
of distinct physiognomy. The Greek of Thucydides and 
Plato has this charm, and he who reads them in a trans- 
lation, however accurate, loses it, and loses much in los- 
ing it; but the Greek of Marcus Aurelius, like the Greek 
of the New Testament, and even more than the Greek 
of the New Testament, is wanting in it. If one could be 
assured that the English Testament were made perfectly 
accurate, one might be almost content never to open a 
Greek Testament again; and, Mr. Long’s version of Mar- 
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cus Aurelius being what it is, an Englishman who reads 
to live, and does not live to read, may henceforth let the 
Greek original repose upon its shelf. 

The man whose thoughts Mr. Long has thus faithfully 
reproduced, is perhaps the most beautiful figure in his- 
tory. He is one of those consoling and hope-inspiring 
marks, which stand forever to remind our weak and easily 
discouraged race how high human goodness and persever- 
ance have once been carried, and may be carried again. 
The interest of mankind is peculiarly attracted by ex- 
amples of signal goodness in high places; for that testi- 
mony to the worth of goodness is the most striking which 
is borne by those to whom all the means of pleasure and 
self-indulgence lay open, by those who had at their com- 
mand the kingdoms of the world and the glory of them. 
Marcus Aurelius was the ruler of the grandest of empires; 
and he was one of the best of men. Besides him, history 
presents one or two sovereigns eminent for their good- 
ness, such as Saint Louis or Alfred. But Marcus Aurelius 
has, for us moderns, this great superiority in interest 
over Saint Louis or Alfred, that he lived and acted in a 
state of society modern by its essential characteristics, in 
an epoch akin to our own, in a brilliant center of civiliza- 
tion. Trajan talks of “our enlightened age” just as 
glibly as the Times talks of it. Marcus Aurelius thus be- 
comes for us a man like ourselves, a man in all things 
tempted as we are. Saint Louis inhabits an atmosphere 
of mediaeval Catholicism, which the man of the nine- 
teenth century may admire, indeed, may even passion- 
ately wish to inhabit, but which, strive as he will, be can- 
not really inhabit. Alfred belongs to a state of society 
(I say it with all deference to the Saturday Review critic 
who keeps such jealous watch over the honor of our Saxon 
ancestors) half barbarous. Neither Alfred nor Saint 
Louis can be morally and intellectually as near to us as 
Marcus Aurelius. 

The record of the outward life of this admirable man 
has in it little of striking incident. He was born at 
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Rome on the 26th of April, in the year 121 of the Chris- 
tian era. He was nephew and son-in-law to his predeces- 
sor on the throne, Antoninus Pius. When Antoninus 
died, he was forty years old, but from the time of his 
earliest manhood he had assisted in administering public 
affairs. Then, after his uncle’s death in 161, for nineteen 
years he reigned as emperor. The barbarians were press- 
ing on the Roman frontier, and a great part of Marcus 
Aurelius’s nineteen years of reign was passed in campaign- 
ing. His absences from Rome were numerous and long. 
We hear of him in Asia Minor, Syria, Egypt, Greece; 
but, above all, in the countries on the Danube, where the 
war with the barbarians was going on —in Austria, Mo- 
ravia, Hungary. In these countries much of his Journal 
seems to have been written; parts of it are dated from 
them; and there, a few weeks before his fifty-ninth birth- 
day, he fell sick and died The record of him on which 
his fame chiefly rests is the record of his inward life — his 
“ Journal,” or “Commentaries,” or “ Meditations,’ or 
“Thoughts,” for by all these names has the work been 
called. Perhaps the most interesting of the records of 
his outward life is that which the first book of this work 
supplies, where he gives an account of his education, re- 
cites the names of those to whom he is indebted for it, 
and enumerates his obligations to each of them. It is a 
refreshing and consoling picture, a priceless treasure for 
those, who, sick of the “wild and dreamlike trade of 
blood and guile,” which seems to be nearly the whole of 
what history has to offer to our view, seek eagerly for 
that substratum of right thinking and well-doing which 
in all ages must surely have somewhere existed, for with- 
out it the continued life of humanity would have been 
impossible. “ From my mother I learnt piety and ben- 
eficence, and abstinence not only from evil deeds but even 
from evil thoughts; and further, simplicity in my way of 
living, far removed from the habits of the rich.” Let us 
remember that, the next time we are reading the sixth 
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satire of Juvenal. “From my tutor I learnt” (hear it, 
ye tutors of princes!) “ endurance of labor, and to want 
little and to work with my own hands, and not to meddle 
with other people’s affairs, and not to be ready to listen _ 
to slander.” The vices and foibles of the Greek sophist 
or rhetorician — the Graeculus esuriens —are in every- 
body’s mind; but he who reads Marcus Aurelius’s ac- 
count of his Greek teachers and masters, will understand 
how it is that, in spite of the vices and foibles of in- 
dividual Graeculi, the education of the human race owes 
to Greece a debt which can never be overrated. The 
vague and colorless praise of history leaves on the mind 
hardly any impression of Antoninus Pius: it is only from 
the private memoranda of his nephew that we learn what 
a disciplined, hard-working, gentle, wise, virtuous man he 
was; a man who, perhaps, interests mankind less than his 
immortal nephew only because he has left in writing no 
record of his inner life— caret quia vate sacro? 

Of the outward life and circumstances of Marcus 
Aurelius, beyond these notices which he has himself sup- 
plied, there are few of much interest and importance. 
There is the fine anecdote of his speech when he heard of 
the assassination of the revolted Avidius Cassius, against 
whom he was marching; he was sorry, he said, to be de- 
prived of the pleasure of pardoning him. And there are 
one or two more anecdotes of him which show the same 
spirit. But the great record for the outward life of a man 
who has left such a record of his lofty inward aspirations 
as that which Marcus Aurelius has left, is the clear con- 
senting voice of all his contemporaries — high and low, 
friend and enemy, pagan and Christian — in praise of his 
sincerity, justice, and goodness. The world’s charity does 
not err on the side of excess, and here was a man occupy- 
ing the most conspicuous station in the world, and pro- 
fessing the highest possible standard of conduct — yet 
the world was obliged to declare that he walked worth- 
ily of his profession. Long after his death, his bust was 
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to be seen in the houses of private men through the 
wide Roman empire. It may be the vulgar part of hu- 
man nature which busies itself with the semblance and do- 
ings of living sovereigns, it is its nobler part which busies 
itself with those of the dead; these busts of Marcus 
Aurelius, in the homes of Gaul, Britain, and Italy, bear 
witness, not to the immates’ frivolous curiosity about 
princes and palaces, but to their reverential memory of 
the passage of a great man upon the earth. 

Two things, however, before one turns from the out- 
ward to the inward life of Marcus Aurelius, force them- 
selves upon one’s notice, and demand a word of comment; 
he persecuted the Christians, and he had for his son 
the vicious and brutal Commodus. The persecution at 
Lyons, in which Attalus and Pothinus suffered, the perse- 
cution at Smyrna, in which Polycarp suffered, took place 
in his reign. Of his humanity, of his tolerance, of his 
horror of cruelty and violence, of his wish to refrain from 
severe measures against the Christians, of his anxiety to 
temper the severity of these measures when they appeared 
to him indispensable, there is no doubt: but, on the one 
hand, it is certain that the letter, attributed to him, 
directing that no Christian should be punished for being 
a Christian, is spurious; it is almost certain that his al- 
leged answer to the authorities of Lyons, in which he 
directs that Christians persisting in their profession shall 
be dealt with according to law, is genuine. Mr. Long 
seems inclined to try and throw doubt over the persecu- 
tion at Lyons, by pointing out that the letter of the Lyons 
Christians relating it, alleges it to have been attended by 
miraculous and incredible incidents. “A man,” he says, 
“can only act consistently by accepting all this letter or 
rejecting it all, and we cannot blame him for either.” 
But it is contrary to all experience to say that because a 
fact is related with incorrect additions, and embellish- 
ments, therefore it probably never happened at all; or 
that it is not, in general, easy for an impartial mind to 
distinguish between the fact and the embellishments, I 
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cannot doubt that the Lyons persecution took place, and 
that the punishment of Christians for being Christians 
was sanctioned by Marcus Aurelius. But then I must add 
that nine modern readers out of ten, when they read this, 

will, I believe, have a perfectly false notion of what the — 
moral action of Marcus Aurelius, in sanctioning that pun- 
ishment, really was. They imagine Trajan, or Antoninus 
Pius, or Marcus Aurelius, fresh from the perusal of the 
Gospel, fully aware of the spirit and holiness of the Chris- 
tian saints, ordering their extermination because he loved 
darkness rather than light. Far from this, the Christian- 
ity which these emperors aimed at repressing was, in their 
conception of it, something philosophically contemptible, 
politically subversive, and morally abominable. As men, 
they sincerely regarded it much as well-conditioned peo- 
ple, with us, regard Mormonism; as rulers, they regarded 
it much as Liberal statesmen, with us, regard the Jesuits. 
A kind of Mormonism, constituted as a vast secret so- 
ciety, with obscure aims of political and social subversion, 
was what Antoninus Pius and Marcus Aurelius believed 
themselves to be repressing when they punished Chris- 
tians. The early Christian apologists again and again de- 
clare to us under what odious imputations the Christians 
lay, how general was the belief that these imputations 
were well-grounded, how sincere was the horror which the 
belief inspired. The multitude, convinced that the Chris- 
tians were atheists who ate human flesh and thought in- 
cest no crime, displayed against them a fury so passionate 
as to embarrass and alarm their rulers. The severe ex- 
pressions of Tacitus, ezitiabilis superstitio — odio humam 
generis convicti, show how deeply the prejudices of the 
multitude imbued the educated class also. One asks one- 
self with astonishment how a doctrine so benign as that 
of Jesus Christ can have incurred misrepresentation so 
monstrous. The inner and moving cause of the misrepre- 
sentation lay, no doubt, in this — that Christianity was a 
new spirit in the Roman world, destined to act in that 
world as its dissolvent; and it was inevitable that Chris- 
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tianity in the Roman world, like democracy in the modern 
world, like every new spirit with a similar mission as- 
signed to it, should at its first appearance occasion an in- 
stinctive shrinking and repugnance in the world which 
it was to dissolve. The outer and palpable causes of the 
misrepresentation were, for the Roman public at large, 
the confounding of the Christians with the Jews, that 
isolated, fierce, and stubborn race, whose stubbornness, 
fierceness, and isolation, real as they were, the fancy of a 
civilized Roman yet further exaggerated; the atmos- 
phere of mystery and novelty which surrounded the 
Christian rites; the very simplicity of Christian theism. 
For the Roman statesman, the cause of mistake lay in 
that character of secret assemblages which the meetings 
of the Christian community wore, under a State-system 
as jealous of unauthorized associations as in the State- 
system of modern France. 

A Roman of Marcus Aurelius’s time and position could 
not well see the Christians except through the mist of 
these prejudices. Seen through such a mist, the Chris- 
tians appeared with a thousand faults not their own; but 
it has not been sufficiently remarked that faults really 
their own many of them assuredly appeared with besides, 
faults especially likely to strike such an observer as Mar- 
cus Aurelius, and to confirm him in the prejudices of his 
race, station, and rearing. We look back upon Christian- 
ity after it has proved what a future it bore within it, and 
for us the sole representatives of its early struggles are the 
pure and devoted spirits through whom it proved this; 
Marcus Aurelius saw it with its future yet unshown, and 
with the tares among its professed progeny not less con- 
spicuous than the wheat. Who can doubt that among the 
professing Christians of the second century, as among the 
professing Christians of the nineteenth, there was plenty 
of folly, plenty of rabid nonsense, plenty of gross fanati- 
cism? who will even venture to affirm that, separated in 
great measure from the intellect and civilization of the 
world for one or two centuries, Christianity, wonderful 
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as have been its fruits, had the development perfectly 
worthy of its inestimable germ? Who will venture to 
affirm that, by the alliance of Christianity with the virtue 
and intelligence of men like the Antonines— of the best 
product of Greek and Roman civilization, while Greek 
and Roman civilization had yet life and power — Chris- 
tianity and the world, as well as the Antonines themselves, 
would not have been gainers? That alliance was not to be. 
The Antonines lived and died with an utter misconcep- 
tion of Christianity; Christianity grew up in the Cata- 
combs, not on the Palatine. And Marcus Aurelius incurs 
no moral reproach by having authorized the punishment 
of the Christians; he does not thereby become in the 
least what we mean by a persecutor. One may concede 
that it was impossible for him to see Christianity as it 
really was — as impossible as for even the moderate and 
sensible Fleury to see the Antonines as they really were 
—one may concede that the point of view from which 
Christianity appeared something anti-civil and anti-social, 
which the State had the faculty to judge and the duty to 
suppress, was inevitably his. Still, however, it remains 
true that this sage, who made perfection his aim and rea- 
son his law, did Christianity an immense injustice and 
rested in an idea of State-attributes which was illusive. 
And this is, in truth, characteristic of Marcus Aurelius, 
that he is blameless, yet, in a certain sense, unfortunate; 
in his character, beautiful as it is, there is something 
melancholy, circumscribed, and ineffectual. - 

For of his having such a son as Commodus, too, one 
must say that he is not to be blamed on that account, but 
that he is unfortunate. Disposition and temperament are 
inexplicable things; there are natures on which the best 
education and example are thrown away; excellent 
fathers may have, without any fault of theirs, incurably 
vicious sons. It is to be remembered, also, that Com- 
modus was left, at the perilous age of nineteen, master of 
the world; while his father, at that age, was but beginning 
a twenty years’ apprenticeship to wisdom, labor, and 
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self-command, under the sheltering teachership of his 
uncle Antoninus. Commodus was a prince apt to be led 
by favorites; and if the story is true which says that he 
left, all through his reign, the Christians untroubled, and 
ascribes this lenity to the influence of his mistress Marcia, 
it shows that he could be led to good as well as to evil. But 
for such a nature to be left at a critical age with absolute 
power, and wholly without good counsel and direction, 
was the more fatal. Still one cannot help wishing that 
the example of Marcus Aurelius could have availed more 
with his own only son. One cannot but think that with 
such virtue as his there should go, too, the ardor which 
removes mountains, and that the ardor which removes 
mountains might have even won Commodus. The word 
ineffectual again rises to one’s mind; Marcus Aurelius 
saved his own soul by his righteousness, and he could do 
no more. Happy they who can do this! but still happier, 
who can do more! 

Yet, when one passes from his outward to his inward 
life, when one turns over the pages of his “ Meditations,” 
— entries jotted down from day to day, amid the business 
of the city or the fatigues of the camp, for his own 
guidance and support, meant for no eye but his own, 
without the slightest attempt at style, with no care, even, 
for correct writing, not to be surpassed for naturalness 
and sincerity —all disposition to carp and cavil dies 
away, and one is overpowered by the charm of a char- 
acter of such purity, delicacy, and virtue. He fails neither 
in small things nor in great; he keeps watch over him- 
self both that the great springs of action may be right 
in him, and that the minute details of action may be right 
also. How admirable in a hard-tasked ruler, and a ruler 
too, with a passion for thinking and reading, is such a 
memorandum as the following: 

“Not frequently nor without necessity to say to any 
one, or to write in a letter, that I have no leisure; nor 
continually to excuse the neglect of duties required by our 
relation to those with whom we live, by alleging urgent 
occupation.” 
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And, when that ruler is a Roman emperor, what an 
“idea ” is this to be written down and meditated by him: 

“The idea of a polity in which there is the same law 
for all, a polity administered with regard to equal rights 
and equal freedom of speech, and the idea of a kingly 
government which respects most of all the freedom of the 
governed.” 

And, for all men who “ drive at practice,” what prac- 
tical rules may not one accumulate out of these “ Medi- 
tations ”: 

“The greatest part of what we say or do being un- 
necessary, if a man takes this away, he will have more 
leisure and less uneasiness. Accordingly, on every occa- 
sion a man should ask himself: ‘Is this one of the un- 
necessary things?’ Now a man should take away not 
only unnecessary acts, but also unnecessary thoughts, for 
thus superfluous acts will not follow after.” 

And again: 

“ We ought to check in the series of our thoughts every- 
thing that is without a purpose and useless, but most of 
all the over curious feeling and the malignant; and a man 
should use himself to think of those things only about 
which if one should suddenly ask, ‘ What hast thou now 
in thy thoughts?’ with perfect openness thou mightest 
immediately answer, ‘This or That; ’ so that from thy 
words it should be plain that everything in thee is simple 
and benevolent, and such as befits a social animal, and 
one that cares not for thoughts about sensual enjoyments, 
or any rivalry or envy and suspicion, or anything else 
for which thou wouldst blush if thou shouldst say thou 
hadst it in thy mind.” 

So, with a stringent practicalness worthy of Franklin, 
he discourses on his favorite text, Let nothing be done 
without a purpose. But it is when he enters the region 
where Franklin cannot follow him, when he utters his 
thoughts on the ground-motives of human action, that he 
is most interesting; that he becomes the unique, the in- 
comparable Marcus Aurelius. Christianity uses language 
very liable to be misunderstood when it seems to tell men 
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to do good, not, certainly, from the vulgar motives of 
worldly interest, or vanity, or love of human praise, but 
“that their Father which seeth in secret may reward 
them openly.” The motives of reward and punishment 
have come, from the misconception of language of this 
kind, to be strangely overpressed by many - Christian 
moralists, to the deterioration and disfigurement of Chris- 
tianity. Marcus Aurelius says, truly and nobly: 

“One man, when he has done a service to another, is 
ready to set it down to his account as a favor conferred. 
Another is not ready to do this, but still in his own mind 
he thinks of the man as his debtor, and he knows what he 
has done. A third in a manner does not even know what 
he has done, but he is like a vine which has produced 
grapes, and seeks for nothing more after it has once pro- 
duced its proper fruit. Asa horse when he has run, a dog 
when he has caught the game, a bee when it has made its 
honey, so a man when he has done a good act, does not 
call out for others to come and see, but he goes on to an- 
other act, as a vine goes on to produce again the grapes in 
season. Must a man, then, be one of these, who in a 
manner acts thus without observing it? Yes.” 

And again: 

“What more dost thou want when thou hast done a 
man a service? Art thou not content that thou hast 
done something conformable to thy nature, and dost thou 
seek to be paid for it, just as if the eye demanded a 
recompense for seeing, or the feet for walking? ” 

Christianity, in order to match morality of this strain, 
has to correct its apparent offers of external reward, and 
to say: The kingdom of God is within you. 

I have said that it is by its accent of emotion that the 
morality of Marcus Aurelius acquires a special character, 
and reminds one of Christian morality. The sentences of 
Seneca are stimulating to the intellect; the sentences of 
Epictetus are fortifying to the character; the sentences 
of Marcus Aurelius find their way to the soul. I have said 
that religious emotion has the power to light wp morality: 
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the emotion of Marcus Aurelius does not quite light up 
his morality, but it suffuses it; it has not power to melt 
the clouds of effort and austerity quite away, but it shines 
through them and glorifies them; it is a spirit, not so 
much of gladness and elation, as of gentleness and sweet- 
ness; a delicate and tender sentiment, which is less than 
joy and more than resignation. He says that in his youth 
he learned from Maximus, one of his teachers, “ cheerful- 
ness in all circumstances as well as in illness; and a just 
admixture in the moral character of sweetness and dig- 
nity :” and it is this very admixture of sweetness with his 
dignity which makes him so beautiful a moralist. It 
enables him to carry even into his observation of nature, 
a delicate penetration, a sympathetic tenderness, worthy 
of Wordsworth; the spirit of such a remark as the follow- 
ing has hardly a parallel, so far as my knowledge goes, in 
the whole range of Greek and Roman literature: 

“Figs, when they are quite ripe, gape open; and in 
the ripe olives the very circumstance of their being near 
to rottenness adds a peculiar beauty to the fruit. And 
the ears of corn bending down, and the lion’s eyebrows, 
and the foam which flows from the mouth of wild boars, 
and many other things — though they are far from being 
beautiful, in a certain sense — still, because they come in 
the course of nature, have a beauty in them, and they 
please the mind; so that if a man should have a feeling 
and a deeper insight with respect to the things which are 
produced in the universe, there is hardly anything which 
comes in the course of nature which will not seem to him 
to be in a manner disposed so as to give pleasure.” 

But it is when his strain passes to directly moral sub- 
jects that his delicacy and sweetness lend to it the great- 
est charm. Let those who can feel the beauty of spiritual 
refinement read this, the reflection of an emperor who 
prized mental superiority highly: 

“Thou sayest, ‘Men cannot admire the sharpness of 
thy wits.’ Be it so; but there are many other things of 
which thou canst not say, ‘I am not formed for them by 
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nature.’ Show those qualities, then, which are altogether 
in thy power— sincerity, gravity, endurance of labor, 
aversion to pleasure, contentment with thy portion and 
with few things, benevolence, frankness, no love of super- 
fluity, freedom from trifling, magnanimity. Dost thou 
not see how many qualities thou art at once able to ex- 
hibit, as to which there is no excuse of natural incapacity 
and unfitness, and yet thou still remainest voluntarily 
below the mark? Or art thou compelled, through being 
defectively furnished by nature, to murmur, and to be 
mean, and to flatter, and to find fault with thy poor body, 
and to try to please men, and to make great display, and 
to be so restless in thy mind? No, indeed; but thou 
mightest have been delivered from these things long ago. 
Only, if in truth thou canst be charged with being rather 
slow and dull of comprehension, thou must exert thyself 
about this also, not neglecting nor yet taking pleasure in 
thy dulness.” 

The same sweetness enables him to fix his mind, when 
he sees the isolation and moral death caused by sin, not 
on the cheerless thought of the misery of this condition, 
but on the inspiriting thought that man is blest with the 
power to escape from it: 

“Suppose that thou hast detached thyself from the 
natural unity — for thou wast made by nature a part, but 
now thou hast cut thyself off — yet here is this beautiful 
provision, that it is in thy power again to unite thyself. 
God has allowed this to no other part — after it has been 
separated and cut asunder, to come together again. But 
consider the goodness with which he has privileged man; 
for he has put it in his power, when he has been separated, 
_ to return and to be united and to resume his place.” 

It enables him to control even the passion for retreat 
and solitude, so strong in a soul like his, to which the 
world could offer no abiding city: 

“Men seek retreat for themselves, houses in the coun- 
try, seashores, and mountains; and thou, too, art wont to 
desire such things very much. But this is altogether a 
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mark of the most common sort of men, for it is in thy 
power whenever thou shalt choose to retire into thyself. 
For no where either with more quiet or more freedom 
from trouble does a man retire than into his own soul, 
particularly when he has within him such thoughts that 
by looking into them he is immediately in perfect tran- 
quillity. Constantly, then, give to thyself this retreat, 
and renew thyself; and let thy principles be brief and 
fundamental, which as soon as thou shalt recur to them, 
will be sufficient to cleanse the soul completely, and to 
send thee back free from all discontent with the things 
to which thou returnest.” 

Against this feeling of discontent and weariness, so 
natural to the great for whom there seems nothing left 
to desire or to strive after, but so enfeebling to them, so 
deteriorating, Marcus Aurelius never ceased to struggle. 
With resolute thankfulness he kept in remembrance the 
blessings of his lot; the true blessings of it, not the false: 

“T have to thank Heaven that I was subjected to a ruler 
and a father (Antoninus Pius) who was able to take away 
all pride from me, and to bring me to the knowledge that 
it is possible for a man to live in a palace without either 
guards, or embroidered dresses, or any show of this kind; 
but that it is in such a man’s power to bring himself 
very near to the fashion of a private person, without 
being for this reason either meaner in thought or more 
remiss in action with respect to the things which must be 
done for public interest. ... I have to be thankful that 
my children have not been stupid nor deformed in body; 
that I did not make more proficiency in rhetoric, poetry, 
and the other studies, by which I should perhaps have 
been completely engrossed, if I had seen that I was mak- 
ing great progress in them; .. . that I knew Apollonius, 
Rusticus, Maximus; .. . that I received clear and fre- 
quent impressions about living according to nature, and 
what kind of a life that is, so that, so far as depended on 
Heaven, and its gifts, help, and inspiration, nothing hin- 
dered me from forthwith living according to nature, 
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though I still fall short of it through my own fault, and 
through not observing the admonitions of: Heaven, and, I 
may almost say, its direct instructions; that my body has 
held out so long in such a kind of life as mine; that 
though it was my mother’s lot to die young, she spent the 
last years of her life with me; that whenever I wished to 
help any man in his need, I was never told that I had not 
the means of doing it; that, when I had an inclination to 
philosophy, I did not fall into the hands of a sophist.” 

And, as he dwelt with gratitude on these helps and 
blessings vouchsafed to him, his mind (so, at least, it 
seems to me) would sometimes revert with awe to the 
perils and temptations of the lonely height where he stood, 
to the lives of Tiberius, Caligula, Nero, Domitian, in their 
hideous blackness and ruin; and then he wrote down for 
himself such a warning entry as this, significant and ter- 
rible in its abruptness: 

“ A black character, a womanish character, a stubborn 
character, bestial, childish, animal, stupid, counterfeit, 
scurrilous, fraudulent, tyrannical! ” 

Or this: 

“ About what am I now employing my soul? On every 
occasion I must ask myself this question, and inquire, 
What have I now in this part of me which they call the 
ruling principle, and whose soul have I now? — that of a 
child, or of a young man, or of a weak woman, or of a 
tyrant, or of one of the lower animals in the service of 
man, or of a wild beast?” 

The character he wished to attain he knew well, and 
beautifully he has marked it, and marked, too, his sense 
of shortcoming: 

“When thou hast assumed these names — good, mod- 
est, true, rational, equal-minded, magnanimous — take 
care that thou dost not change these names; and, if thou 
shouldst lose them, quickly return to them. If thou 
maintainest thyself in possession of these names without 
desiring that others should call thee by them, thou wilt 
be another being, and wilt enter on another life. For to 
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continue to be such as thou hast hitherto been, and to be 
torn in pieces and defiled in such a life, is the character of 
a very stupid man, and one overfond of his life, and like 
those half-devoured fighters with wild beasts, who though — 
covered with wounds and gore still entreat to be kept to 
the following day, though they will be exposed in the 
same state to the same-claws and bites. Therefore fix 
thyself in the possession of these few names: and if thou 
art able to abide in them, abide as if thou wast removed 
to the Happy Islands.” 

For all his sweetness and serenity, however, man’s point 
of life “ between two infinities ” (of that expression Mar- 
cus Aurelius is the real owner) was to him anything but a 
Happy Island, and the performances on it he saw through 
no veils of illusion. Nothing is in general more gloomy 
and monotonous than declamations on the hollowness and 
transitoriness of human life and grandeur: but here, too, 
the great charm of Marcus Aurelius, his emotion, comes 
in to relieve the monotony and to break through the 
gloom; and even on this eternally used topic he is imagi- 
native, fresh, and striking: 

“ Consider, for example, the times of Vespasian. Thou 
wilt see all these things, people marrying, bringing up 
children, sick, dying, warring, feasting, trafficking, cul- 
tivating the ground, flattering, obstinately arrogant, sus- 
pecting, plotting, wishing for somebody to die, grumbling 
about the present, loving, heaping up treasure, desiring 
to be consuls or kings. Well then that life of these peo- 
ple no longer exists at all. Again, go to the times of 
Trajan. All is again the same. Their life too is gone. 
But chiefly thou shouldst think of those whom thou hast 
thyself known distracting themselves about idle things, 
neglecting to do what was in accordance with their proper 
constitution, and to hold firmly to this and to be content 
with it.” 

Again: 

“ The things which are much valued in life are empty, 
and rotten, and trifling; and people are like little dogs, 
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biting one another, and little children quarreling, crying, 
and then straightway laughing. But fidelity, and mod- 
esty, and justice, and truth, are fled 


Up to Olympus from the wide-spread earth. 


What then is there which still detains thee here? ” 

And once more: 

“Look down from above on the countless herds of men, 
and their countless solemnities, and the infinitely varied 
voyagings in storms and calms, and the differences among 
those who are born, who live together, and die. And 
consider too the life lived by others in olden time, and 
the life now lived among barbarous nations, and how 
many know not even thy name, and how many will soon 
forget it, and how they who perhaps now are praising 
thee will very soon blame thee, and that neither a post- 
humous name is of any value, nor reputation, nor any-: 
thing else.” 

He recognized, indeed, that (to use his own words) 
“the prime principle in man’s constitution is the social ”; 
and he labored sincerely to make not only his acts towards 
his fellow-men, but his thoughts also, suitable to this con- 
viction: 

“When thou wishest to delight thyself, think of the 
virtues of those who live with thee; for instance, the ac- 
tivity of one, and the modesty of another, and the liber- 
ality of a third, and some other good quality of a fourth.” 

Still, it is hard for a pure and thoughtful man to live in 
a state of rapture at the spectacle afforded to him by his 
fellow-creatures; above all it is hard, when such a man 
is placed as Marcus Aurelius was placed, and has had the 
meanness and perversity of his fellow-creatures thrust, in 
no common measure, upon his notice—has had, time 
after time, to experience how “ within ten days thou wilt 
seem a god to those to whom thou art now a beast and an » 
ape.” His true strain of thought as to his relations with 
his fellow-men is rather the following. He has been enu- 
merating the higher consolations which may support a 
man at the approach of death, and he goes on: 
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“But if thou requirest also a vulgar kind of comfort 
which shall reach thy heart, thou wilt be made best recon- 
ciled to death by observing the objects from which thou 
art going to be removed, and the morals of those with 
whom thy soul will no longer be mingled. For it is no 
way right to be offended with men, but it is thy duty to 
care for them and to bear with them gently; and yet to 
remember that thy departure will not be from men who 
have the same principles as thyself. For this is the only 
thing, if there be any, which could draw us the contrary 
way and attach us to life, to be permitted to live with 
those who have the same principles as ourselves. But 
now thou seest how great is the distress caused by the dif- 
ference of those who live together, so that thou mayest 
say: ‘Come quick, O death, lest perchance I too should 
forget myself.’ ” 

O faithless and perverse generation! how long shall I be 
with you? how long shall I suffer you? Sometimes this 
strain rises even to passion: 

“Short is the little which remains to thee of life. Live 
as on a mountain. Let men see, let them know, a real 
man, who lives as he was meant to live. If they cannot 
endure him, let them kill him. For that is better than to 
live as men do.” 

It is remarkable how little of a merely local and tempo- 
rary character, how little of those scoriae which a reader 
has to clear away before he gets to the precious ore, how 
little that even admits of doubt or question, the morality 
of Marcus Aurelius exhibits. Perhaps as to one point we 
must make an exception. Marcus Aurelius is fond of 
urging as a motive for man’s cheerful acquiescence in 
whatever befalls him, that “ whatever happens to every 
man is for the interest of the universal” ; that the whole 
contains nothing which is not for its advantage; that 
everything which happens to a man is to be accepted, 
“even if it seems disagreeable, because it leads to the 
health of the universe.” And the whole course of the 
universe, he adds, has a providential reference to man’s 
welfare: “all other things have been made for the sake 
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of rational beings”’ Religion has in all ages freely used 
this language, and it is not religion which will object to 
Marcus Aurelius’s use of it; but science can hardly accept 
as severely accurate this employment of the terms in- 
terest and advantage. To a sound nature and a clear 
reason the proposition that things happen “for the in- 
terest of the universal,” as men conceive of interest, may 
seem to have no meaning at all, and the proposition 
that “all things have been made for the sake of rational 
beings ” may seem to be false. Yet even to this language, 
not irresistibly cogent when it is thus absolutely used, 
Marcus Aurelius gives a turn which makes it true and 
useful, when he says: “ The ruling part of man can make 
a material for itself out of that which opposes it, as fire 
lays hold of what falls into it, and rises higher by means 
of this very material” —when he says: “ What else 
are all things except exercises for the reason? Persevere 
then until thou shalt have made all things thine own, as 
the stomach which is strengthened makes all things its 
own, as the blazing fire makes flame and brightness out 
of everything that is thrown into it ’’— when he says: 
“Thou wilt not cease to be miserable till thy mind is in 
such a condition, that, what luxury is to those who en- 
joy pleasure, such shall be to thee, in every matter which 
presents itself, the doing of the things which are con- 
formable to man’s constitution; for a man ought to con- 
sider as an enjoyment everything which it is in his power 
to do according to his own nature — and it is in his power 
everywhere.” In this sense it is, indeed, most true that 
“all things have been made for the sake of rational be- 
ings”; that “all things work together for good.” 

In general, however, the action Marcus Aurelius pre- 
scribes is action which every sound nature must recognize 
as right, and the motives he assigns are motives which 
every clear reason must recognize as valid. And so he 
remains the especial friend and comforter of all clear- 
headed and scrupulous, yet pure-hearted and upward 
striving men, in those ages most especially that walk by 
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sight, not by faith, but yet have no open vision. He can- 
not give such souls, perhaps, all they yearn for, but he 
gives them much; and what he gives them, they can 
receive. 

Yet no, it is not for what he thus gives them that such 
souls love him most! it is rather because of the emotion 
which lends to his voice-so touching an accent, it is be- 
cause he too yearns as they do for something unattained 
by him. What an affinity for Christianity had this per- 
secutor of the Christians! The effusion of Christianity, 
its relieving tears, its happy self-sacrifice, were the very 
element, one feels, for which his soul longed; they were 
near him, they brushed him, he touched them, he passed 
them by. One feels, too, that the Marcus Aurelius one 
reads must still have remained, even had Christianity 
been fully known to him, in a great measure himself; he 
would have been no Justin — but how would Christian- 
ity have affected him? in what measure would it have 
changed him? Granted that he might have found, like 
the Alogi of modern times, in the most beautiful of the 
Gospels, the Gospel which has leavened Christendom most 
powerfully, the Gospel of St. John, too much Greek meta- 
physics, too much gnosis; granted that this Gospel might 
have looked too like what he knew already to be a total 
surprise to him: what, then, would he have said to the 
Sermon on the Mount, to the twenty-sixth chapter of 
St. Matthew? What would have become of his notions 
of the ezitiabilis superstitio, of the “obstinacy of the 
Christians”? Vain question! yet the greatest charm of 
Marcus Aurelius is that he makes us ask it. We see him 
wise, just, self-governed, tender, thankful, blameless; yet, 
with all this, agitated, stretching out his arms for some- 
thing beyond—tendentemque manus ripae uterioris 
amore. 


XII 
HEINRICH HEINE 


“T xnow not if I deserve that a laurel-wreath should 
one day be laid on my coffin. Poetry, dearly as I have 
loved it, has always been to me but a divine plaything. I 
have never attached any great value to poetical fame; 
and I trouble myself very little whether people praise my 
verses or blame them. But lay on my coffin a sword; for 
I was a brave soldier in the Liberation War of humanity.” 

Heine had his full share of love of fame, and cared quite 
as much as his brethren of the genus irritabile whether 
people praised his verses or blamed them. And he was 
very little of a hero. Posterity will certainly decorate his 
tomb with the emblem of the laurel rather than with the 
emblem of the sword. Still, for his contemporaries, for 
us, for the Europe of the present century, he is significant 
chiefly for the reason which he himself in the words just 
quoted assigns. He is significant because he was, if not 
pre-eminently a brave, yet a brilliant, a most effective 
soldier in the Liberation War of humanity. 

To ascertain the master-current in the literature of an 
epoch, and to distinguish this from all minor currents, is 
one of the critic’s highest functions; in discharging it he 
shows how far he possesses the most indispensable quality 
of his office —justness of spirit. The living writer who 
has done most to make England acquainted with German 
authors, a man of genius, but to whom precisely this one 
quality of justness of spirit is perhaps wanting —I mean 
Mr. Carlyle — seems to me in the result of his labors on 
German literature to afford a proof how very necessary to 
the critic this quality is. Mr. Carlyle has spoken admi- 
rably of Goethe; but then Goethe stands before all men’s 
eyes, the manifest center of German literature; and from 
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this central source many rivers flow. Which of these 
rivers is the main stream? which of the courses of spirit 
which we see active in Goethe is the course which will 
most influence the future, and attract and be continued 
by the most powerful of Goethe’s successors? — that is 
the question. Mr. Carlyle attaches, it seems to me, far 
too much importance to the romantic school of Germany 
— Tieck, Novalis, Jean Paul Richter — and gives to these 
writers, really gifted as two, at any rate, of them are, an 
undue prominence. These writers, and others with aims 
and a general tendency the same as theirs, are not the real 
inheritors and continuators of Goethe’s power; the cur- 
rent of their activity is not the main current of German 
literature after Goethe. Far more in Heine’s works flows 
this main current; Heine, far more than Tieck or Jean 
Paul Richter, is the continuator of that which, in Goethe’s 
varied activity, is the most powerful and vital; on Heine, 
of all German authors who survived Goethe, incompa- 
rably the largest portion of Goethe’s mantle fell. I do not 
forget that when Mr. Carlyle was dealing with German 
literature, Heine, though he was clearly risen above the 
horizon, had not shone forth with all his strength; I do 
not forget, too, that after ten or twenty years many 
things may come out plain before the critic which before 
were hard to be discerned by him; and assuredly no one 
would dream of imputing it as a fault to Mr. Carlyle that 
twenty years ago he mistook the central current in Ger- 
man literature, overlooking the rising Heine, and attached 
undue importance to that romantic school which Heine 
was to destroy; one may rather note it as a misfortune, 
sent perhaps as a delicate chastisement to a critic, who 
— man of genius as he is, and no one recognizes his genius 
more admirably than I do —has, for the functions of the 
critic, a little too much of the self-will and eccentricity of 
a genuine son of Great Britain. 

Heine is noteworthy, because he is the most important 
German successor and continuator of Goethe in Goethe’s 
most important line of activity. And which of Goethe’s . 
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lines of activity is this? — His line of activity as “a sol- 
dier in the war of liberation of humanity.” 

Heine himself would hardly have admitted this affilia- 
tion, though he was far too powerful-minded a man to 
decry, with some of the vulgar German liberals, Goethe’s 
genius. “ The wind of the Paris Revolution,” he writes 
after the three days of 1830, “ blew about the candles a 
little in the dark night of Germany, so that the red cur- 
tains of a German throne or two caught fire; but the old 
watchmen, who do the police of the German kingdoms, 
are already bringing out the fire engines, and will keep 
the candles closer snuffed for the future. Poor, fast- 
bound German people, lose not all heart in thy bonds! 
The fashionable coating of ice melts off from my heart, 
my soul quivers and my eyes burn, and that is a disad- 
vantageous state of things for a writer, who should con- 
trol his subject-matter and keep himself beautifully ob- 
jective, as the artistic school would have us, and as 
Goethe has done; he has come to be eighty years old do- 
ing this, and minister, and in good condition — poor Ger- 
man people! that is thy greatest man! ” 

But hear Goethe himself: “If I were to say what I had 
really been to the Germans in general, and to the young 
German poets in particular, I should say I had been their 
liberator.” 

Modern times find themselves with an immense system 
of institutions, established facts, accredited dogmas, cus- 
toms, rules, which have come to them from times not 
modern. In this system their life has to be carried for- 
ward; yet they have a sense that this system is not of 
their own creation, that it by no means corresponds ex- 
actly with the wants of their actual life, that, for them, 
it is customary, not rational. The awakening of this sense 
is the awakening of the modern spirit. The modern spirit 
is now awake almost everywhere; the sense of want of 
correspondence between the forms of modern Europe 
and its spirit, between the new wine of the eighteenth and 
nineteenth centuries, and the old bottles of the eleventh 
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and twelfth centuries, or even of the sixteenth and seven- 
teenth, almost every one now perceives; it is no longer 
dangerous to affirm that this want of correspondence 
exists; people are even beginning to be shy of denying it. 
To remove this want of correspondence is beginning to be 
the settled endeavor of most persons of good sense. Dis- 
solvents of the old European system of dominant ideas 
and facts we must all be, all of us who have any power of 
working; what we have to study is that we may not be 
acrid dissolvents of it. 

And how did Goethe, that grand dissolvent in an age 
when there were fewer of them than at present, proceed 
in his task of dissolution, of liberation of the modern 
European from the old routine? He shall tell us himself. 
“ Through me the German poets have become aware that, 
as man must live from within outwards, so the artist must 
work from within outwards, seeing that, make what con- 
tortions he will, he can only bring to light his own indi- 
viduality. I can clearly mark where this influence of mine 
has made itself felt; there arises out of it a kind of poetry 
of nature, and only in this way is it possible to be orig- 
inal.” 

My voice shall never be joined to those which decry 
Goethe, and if it is said that the foregoing is a lame 
and impotent conclusion to Goethe’s declaration that he 
had been the liberator of the Germans in general, and of 
the young German poets in particular, I say it is 
not. Goethe’s profound, imperturbable naturalism is ab- 
solutely fatal to all routine thinking; he puts the stand- 
ard, once for all, inside every man instead of outside him; 
when he is told, such a thing must be so, there is immense 
authority and custom in favor of its being so, it has been 
held to be so for a thousand years, he answers with 
Olympian politeness, “But is it so? is it so to me?” 
Nothing could be more really subversive of the founda- 
tions on which the old European order rested; and it may 
be remarked that no persons are so radically detached 
from this order, no persons so thoroughly modern, as 
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those who have felt Goethe’s influence most deeply. If 
it is said that Goethe professes to have in this way deeply 
influenced but a few persons, and those persons poets, one 
may answer that he could have taken no better way to 
secure, in the end, the ear of the world; for poetry is 
simply the most beautiful, impressive, and widely effec- 
tive mode of saying things, and hence its importance. 
Nevertheless the process of liberation, as Goethe worked 
it, though sure, is undoubtedly slow; he came, as Heine 
says, to be eighty years old in thus working it, and at the 
end of that time the old Middle-Age machine was still 
creaking on, the thirty German courts and their chamber- 
lains subsisted in all their glory; Goethe himself was a 
minister, and the visible triumph of the modern spirit 
over prescription and routine seemed as far off as ever. 
It was the year 1830; the German sovereigns had passed 
the preceding fifteen years in breaking the promises of 
freedom they had made to their subjects when they 
wanted their help in the final struggle with Napoleon. 
Great events were happening in France; the revolution, 
defeated in 1815, had arisen from its defeat, and was 
wresting from its adversaries the power. Heinrich Heine, 
a young man of genius, born at Hamburg, and with all 
the culture of Germany, but by race a Jew; with warm 
sympathies for France, whose revolution had given to his 
race the rights of citizenship, and whose rule had been, 
as is well known, popular in the Rhine provinces, where 
he passed his youth; with a passionate admiration for 
the great French Emperor, with a passionate contempt 
for the sovereigns who had overthrown him, for their 
agents, and for their policy — Heinrich Heine was in 
1830 in no humor for any such gradual process of libera- 
tion from the old order of things as that which Goethe 
had followed. His counsel was for open war. Taking that 
terrible modern weapon, the pen, in his hand, he passed 
the remainder of his life in one fierce battle. What was 
that battle? the reader will ask. It was a life and death 
battle with Philistinism, 


1 Heine’s birthplace was not Hamburg, but Disseldorf. 
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Philistinism! — we have not the expression in English. 
Perhaps we have not the word because we have so much 
of the thing. At Soli, I imagine, they did not talk of 
solecisms; and here, at the very headquarters of Goliath, 
nobody talks of Philistinism. The French have adopted 
the term épicier (grocer), to designate the sort of being 
whom the Germans désignate by the Philistine; but the 
French term — besides that it casts a slur upon a re- 
spectable class, composed of living and susceptible mem- 
bers, while the original Philistines are dead and buried 
long ago —is really, I think, in itself much less apt and 
expressive than the German term. Efforts have been 
made to obtain in English some term equivalent to Philis- 
ter or épicier; Mr. Carlyle has made several such efforts: 
“respectability with its thousand gigs,” he says; — well, 
the occupant of every one of these gigs is, Mr. Carlyle © 
means, a Philistine. However, the word respectable is 
far too valuable a word to be thus perverted from its 
proper meaning; if the English are ever to have a word 
for the thing we are speaking of — and so prodigious are 
the changes which the modern spirit is introducing, that 
even we English shall perhaps one day come to want such 
a word—I think we had much better take the term 
Philistine itself. 

Philistine must have originally meant, in the mind of 
those who invented the nickname, a strong, dogged, un- 
enlightened opponent of the chosen people, of the children 
of the light. The party of change, the would-be remod- 
elers of the old traditional European order, the invokers 
of reason against custom, the representatives of the mod- 
ern spirit in every sphere where it is applicable, regarded 
themselves, with the robust self-confidence natural to re- 
formers as a chosen people, as children of the light. They 
regarded their adversaries as humdrum people, slaves to 

routine, enemies to light; stupid and oppressive, but at 
the same time very strong. This explains the love which 
Heine, that Paladin of the modern spirit, has for France; 
it explains the preference which he gives to France over. 
Germany: “ the French,” he says, “are the chosen peo- 
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ple of the new religion, its first gospels and dogmas have 
been drawn up in their language; Paris is the new Jeru- 
salem, and the Rhine is the Jordan which divides the 
consecrated land of freedom from the land of the Philis- 
tines.” He means that the French, as a people, have 
shown more accessibility to ideas than any other people; 
that prescription and routine have had less hold upon 
them than upon any other people; that they have shown 
most readiness to move and to alter at the bidding (real 
or supposed) of reason. This explains, too, the detesta- 
tion which Heine had for the English: “I might settle 
in England,” he says, in his exile, “if it were not that 
I should find there two things, coal-smoke and English- 
men; I cannot abide either.” What he hated in English 
was the “ dichtbrittische Beschranktheit,” as he calls it — 
the genuine British narrowness. In truth, the English, 
profoundly as they have modified the old Middle-Age 
order, great as is the liberty which they have secured 
for themselves, have in all their changes proceeded, 
to use a familiar expression, by the rule of thumb; 
what was intolerably inconvenient to them they have 
suppressed, and as they have suppressed it, not be- 
cause it was irrational, but because it was practically 
inconvenient, they have seldom in suppressing it ap- 
pealed to reason, but always, if possible, to some prec- 
edent, or form, or letter, which served as a convenient 
instrument for their purpose, and which saved them from 
the necessity of recurring to general principles. They 
have thus become, in a certain sense, of all people the 
most inaccessible to ideas and the most impatient of 
them; inaccessible to them, because of their want of 
familiarity with them; and impatient of them because 
they have got on so well without them, that they despise 
those who, not having got on as well as themselves, still 
make a fuss for what they themselves have done so well 
without. But there has certainly followed from hence, 
in this country, somewhat of a general depression of pure 
intelligence: Philistia has come to be thought by us the 
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true Land of Promise, and it is anything but that; the 
born lover of ideas, the born hater of commonplaces, must 
feel in this country, that the sky over his head is of brass 
and iron. The enthusiast for the idea, for reason, values 
reason, the idea, in and for themselves; he values them, 
irrespectively of the practical conveniences which their 
triumph may obtain for him; and the man who regards 
the possession of these practical conveniences as some- 
thing sufficient in itself, something which compensates for 
the absence or surrender of the idea, of reason, is, in his 
eyes, a Philistine. This is why Heine so often and so 
mercilessly attacks the liberals; much as he hates. con- 
servatism he hates Philistinism even more, and whoever 
attacks conservatism itself ignobly, not as a child of light, 
not in the name of the idea, is a Philistine. Our Cobbett 
is thus for him, much as he disliked our clergy and aris- 
tocracy whom Cobbett attacked, a Philistine with six 
fingers on every hand and on every foot six toes, 
four-and-twenty in number: a Philistine, the staff of 
whose spear is like a weaver’s beam. Thus he speaks 
of him: 

“While I translate Cobbett’s words, the man himself 
comes bodily before my mind’s eye, as I saw him at that 
uproarious dinner at the Crown and Anchor Tavern, with 
his scolding red face and his radical laugh, in which ven- 
omous hate mingles with a mocking exultation at his 
enemies’ surely approaching downfall. He is a chained 
cur, who falls with equal fury on every one whom he does 
not know, often bites the best friend of the house in his 
calves, barks incessantly, and just because of this inces- 
santness of his barking cannot get listened to, even when 
he barks at a real thief. Therefore the distinguished 
thieves who plunder England do not think it necessary to 
throw the growling Cobbett a bone to stop his mouth. 
This makes the dog furiously savage, and he shows all his 
hungry teeth. Poor old Cobbett! England’s dog! I 
have no love for thee, for every vulgar nature my soul 
abhors; but thou touchest me to the inmost soul with 
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pity, as I see how thou strainest in vain to break loose 
and to get at those thieves, who make off with their booty 
before thy very eyes, and mock at thy fruitless springs 
and thine impotent howling.” 

There is balm in Philistia as well as in Gilead. A chosen 
circle of children of the modern spirit, perfectly emanci- 
pated from prejudice and commonplace, regarding the 
ideal side of things in all its efforts for change, passion- 
ately despising half-measures and condescension to human 
folly and obstinacy — with a bewildered, timid, torpid 
multitude behind — conducts a country to the govern- 
ment of Herr von Bismarck. A nation regarding the 
practical side of things in its efforts for change, attacking 
not what is irrational, but what is pressingly inconven- 
ient, and attacking this as one body, “ moving altogether 
if it move at all,” and treating children of light like the 
very harshest of stepmothers, comes to the prosperity 
and liberty of modern England. For all that, however, 
Philistia (let me say it again) is not the true promised 
land, as we English commonly imagine it to be; and our 
excessive neglect of the idea, and consequent inaptitude 
for it, threatens us, at a moment when the idea is begin- 
ning to exercise a real power in human society, with seri- 
ous future inconvenience, and, in the meanwhile, cuts us 
off from the sympathy of other nations, which feel its 
power more than we do. 

But, in 1830, Heine very soon found that the fire- 
engines of the German governments were too much for 
his direct efforts at incendiarism. ‘“ What demon drove 
me,” he cries, “ to write my Reisebilder, to edit a news- 
paper, to plague myself with our time and its interests, to 
try and shake the poor German Hodge out of his thou- 
sand years’ sleep in his hole? What good did I get by it? 
Hodge opened his eyes, only to shut them again imme- 
diately; he yawned, only to begin snoring again the next 
minute louder than ever; he stretched his stiff ungainly 
limbs, only to sink down again directly afterwards, and 
lie like a dead man in the old bed of his accustomed 
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habits. I must have rest; but where am I to find a rest- 
ing-place? In Germany I can no longer stay.” 

This is Heine’s jesting account of his own efforts to 
rouse Germany: now for his pathetic account of them; it 
is because he unites so much wit with so much pathos that 
he is so effective a writer: 

“The Emperor Charles the Fifth sate in sore traits, in 
the Tyrol, encompassed by his enemies. All his knights 
and courtiers had forsaken him; not one came to his help. 
I know not if he had at that time the cheese face with 
which Holbein has painted him for us. But I am sure 
that underlip of his, with its contempt for mankind, stuck 
out even more than it does in his portraits. How could he 
but contemn the tribe which in the sunshine of his pros- 
perity had fawned on him so devotedly, and now, in his 
dark distress, left him all alone? Then suddenly his door 
opened, and there came in a man in disguise, and, as he 
threw back his cloak, the Kaiser recognized in him his 
faithful Conrad von der Rosen, the court jester. This 
man brought him comfort and counsel, and he was the 
court jester! 

“© German fatherland! dear German people! I am 
thy Conrad von der Rosen. The man whose proper busi- 
ness was to amuse thee, and who in good times should 
have catered only for thy mirth, makes his way into thy 
prison in time of need; here, under my cloak, I bring thee 
thy scepter and crown; dost thou not recognize me, my 
Kaiser? If I cannot free thee, I will at least comfort 
thee, and thou shalt at least have one with thee who will 
prattle with thee about thy sorest affliction, and whisper 
courage to thee, and love thee, and whose best joke and 
best blood shall be at thy service. For thou, my people, 
art the true Kaiser, the true lord of the land; thy will is 
sovereign, and more legitimate far than that purple Tel 
est notre plaisir, which invokes a divine right with no 
better warrant than the anointings of shaven and shorn 
jugglers; thy will, my people, is the sole rightful source 
of power. Though now thou liest down in thy bonds, yet 
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in the end will thy rightful cause prevail; the day of de- 
liverance is at hand, a new time is beginning. My Kaiser, 
the night is over, and out there glows the ruddy dawn. 

“¢ Conrad von der Rosen, my fool, thou art mistaken; 
perhaps thou takest a headsman’s gleaming axe for the 
sun, and the red of dawn is only blood.’ 

“«No, my Kaiser, it is the sun, though it is rising in the 
west; these six thousand years it has always risen in 
the east; it is high time there should come a change.’ 

““ Conrad von der Rosen, my fool, thou hast lost the 
bells out of thy red cap, and it has now such an odd look, 
that red cap of thine! ’ 

“« Ah, my Kaiser, thy distress has made me shake my 
head so hard and fierce, that the fool’s bells have dropped 
off my cap; the cap is none the worse for that.’ 

“Conrad von der Rosen, my fool, what is that noise 
of breaking and cracking outside there?’ 

“¢ Hush! that is the saw and the carpenter’s axe, and 
soon the doors of thy prison will be burst open, and thou 
wilt be free, my Kaiser! ’ 

“¢ Am I then really Kaiser? Ah, I ore it is the fool 
who tells me so!’ 

“Oh, sigh not, my dear master, the air of thy prisom 
makes thee 0) desponding! when once thou hast got thy 
rights again, thou wilt feel once more the bold imperial 
blood in thy veins, and thou wilt be proud like a Kaiser, 
and violent, and gracious, and unjust, and smiling, and 
ungrateful, as princes are.’ 

“* Conrad von der Rosen, my fool, when I am free, 
what wilt thou do then?’ =. 

“«T will then sew new bells on to my cap.’ 

“* And how shall I recompense thy fidelity? ’ 

““Ah, dear master, by not leaving me to die in a 
ditch! ’ 

I wish to mark Heine’s place in feeders European lit- 
erature, the scope of his activity, and his value. I cannot 
attempt to give here a detailed account of his life, or a 
description of his separate works. In May 1831 he went. 
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over his Jordan, the Rhine, and fixed himself in his new 
Jerusalem, Paris. There, henceforward, he lived, going in 
general to some French watering-place in the summer, 
but making only one or two short visits to Germany dur- 
ing the rest of his life. His works, in verse and prose, suc- 
ceeded each other without stopping; a collected edition 
of them, filling seven closely-printed octavo volumes, has 
been published in America; in the collected editions of 
few people’s works is there so little to skip. Those who 
wish for a single good specimen of him should read his 
first important work, the work which made his reputa- 
tion, the Reisebilder, or “ Traveling Sketches ”: prose and 
verse, wit and seriousness, are mingled in it, and the 
mingling of these is characteristic of Heine, and is no- 
where to be seen practised more naturally and happily 
than in his Reisebilder. In 1847 his health, which till 
then had always been perfectly good, gave way. He had 
a kind of paralytic stroke. His malady proved to be a 
softening of the spinal marrow: it was incurable; it made 
rapid progress. In May 1848, not a year after his first 
attack, he went out of doors for the last time; but his dis- 
ease took more than eight years to kill him. For nearly 
eight years he lay helpless on a couch, with the use of his 
limbs gone, wasted almost to the proportions of a child, 
wasted so that a woman could carry him about; the sight 
of one eye lost, that of the other greatly dimmed, and re- 
quiring, that it might be exercised, to have the palsied 
eyelid lifted and held up by the finger; all this, and, be- 
sides this, suffering at short intervals paroxysms of ner- 
vous agony. I have said he was not pre-eminently brave; 
but in the astonishing force of spirit with which he re- 
tained his activity of mind, even his gayety, amid all his 
suffering, and went on composing with undiminished fire 
to the last, he was truly brave. Nothing could clog that 
aérial lightness. “ Pouvez-vous siffler?” his doctor asked 
him one day, when he was almost at his last gasp; — 
“ siffler,” as every one knows, has the double meaning of 
to whistle and to hiss: —“ Hélas! non,” was his whispered 
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answer; “pas méme une comédie de M. Scribe!” M. 
Scribe is, or was, the favorite dramatist of the French 
Philistine. ‘“ My nerves,” he said to some one who asked 
him about them in 1855, the year of the great Exhibition 
in Paris, “ my nerves are of that quite singularly remark- 
able miserableness of nature, that I am convinced they 
would get at the Exhibition the grand medal for pain and 
misery.” He read all the medical books which treated of 
his complaint. “ But,” said he to some one who found 
him thus engaged, “ what good this reading is to do me I 
don’t know, except that it will qualify me to give lectures 
in heaven on the ignorance of doctors on earth about dis- 
eases of the spinal marrow.” What a matter of grim 
seriousness are our own ailments to most of us! yet with 
this gayety Heine treated his to the end. That end, so 
long in coming, came at last. Heine died on the 17th of 
February, 1856, at the age of fifty-eight. By his will he 
forbade that his remains should be transported to Ger- 
many. He lies buried in the cemetery of Montmartre, at 
Paris. 

His direct political action was null, and this is neither 
to be wondered at nor regretted; direct political action is 
not the true function of literature, and Heine was a born 
man of letters. Even in his favorite France the turn 
taken by public affairs was not at all what he wished, 
though he read French politics by no means as we in Eng- 
land, most of us, read them. He thought things were 
tending there to the triumph of communism; and to a 
champion of the idea like Heine, what there is gross and 
narrow in communism was very repulsive. “It is all of 
no use,” he cried on his death-bed, “ the future belongs to 
our enemies, the Communists, and Louis Napoleon is their 
John the Baptist.” ‘ And yet,”—he added with all his 
old love for that remarkable entity, so full of attraction 
for him, so profoundly unknown in England, the French 
people, — “ do not believe that God lets all this go for- 
ward merely as a grand comedy. Even though the Com- 
munists deny him to-day, he knows better than they do, 
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that a time will come when they will learn to believe in 
him.” After 1831, his hopes of soon upsetting the Ger- 
man Governments had died away, and his propagandism 
took another, a more truly literary, character. It took 
the character of an intrepid application of the modern 
spirit to literature. To the ideas with which the burning 
questions of modern life filled him, he made all his sub- 
ject-matter minister. He touched all the great points in 
the career of the human race, and here he but followed 
the tendency of the wide culture of Germany; but he 
touched them with a wand which brought them all under 
a light where the modern eye cares most to see them, and 
here he gave a lesson to the culture of Germany — so 
wide, so impartial, that it is apt to become slack and 
powerless, and to lose itself in its materials for want of a 
strong central idea round which to group all its other 
ideas. So the mystic and romantic school of Germany 
lost itself in the Middle Ages, was overpowered by their 
influence, came to ruin by its vain dreams of renewing 
them. Heine, with a far profounder sense of the 
mystic and romantic charm of the Middle Age than 
Goerres, or Brentano, or Arnim, Heine the chief roman- 
tic poet of Germany, is yet also much more than a 
romantic poet; he is a great modern poet, he is not 
conquered by the Middle Age, he has a talisman by 
which he can feel — along with but above the power of 
the fascinating Middle Age itself —the power of modern 
ideas. 

A French critic of Heine thinks he has said enough in 
saying that Heine proclaimed in German countries, with 
beat of drum, the ideas of 1789, and that at the cheerful 
noise of his drum the ghosts of the Middle Age took to 
flight. But this is rather too French an account of the 
matter. Germany, that vast mine of ideas, had no need 
to import ideas, as such, from any foreign country; and 
if Heine had carried ideas, as such, from France into Ger- 
many, he would but have been carrying coals to New- 
castle. But that for which France, far less meditative 


226 CRITICISM 


than Germany, is eminent, is the prompt, ardent, and 
practical application of an idea, when she seizes it, in all 
departments of human activity which admit it. And that 
in which Germany most fails, and by failing in which she 
appears so helpless and impotent, is just the practical 
application of her innumerable ideas. ‘“ When Candide,” 
says Heine himself, “came to Eldorado, he saw in the 
streets a number of boys who were playing with gold- 
nuggets instead of marbles. This degree of luxury made 
him imagine that they must be the king’s children, and he 
was not a little astonished when he found that in Eldo- 
rado gold-nuggets are of no more value than marbles are 
with us, and that the schoolboys play with them. A sim- 
ilar thing happened to a friend of mine, a foreigner, when 
he came to Germany and first read German books. He 
was perfectly astounded at the wealth of ideas which he 
found in them; but he soon remarked that ideas in Ger- 
many are as plentiful as gold-nuggets in Eldorado, and 
that those writers whom he had taken for intellectual 
princes, were in reality only common schoolboys.” Heine 
was, as he called himself, a “ Child of the French Revo- 
lution,” an “ Initiator,” because he vigorously assured the 
Germans that ideas were not counters or marbles, to be 
played with for their own sake; because he exhibited in 
literature modern ideas applied with the utmost freedom, 
clearness, and originality. And therefore he declared that 
the great task of his life had been the endeavor to estab- 
lish a cordial relation between France and Germany. It 
is because he thus operates a junction between the French 
spirit, and German ideas and German culture, that he 
founds something new, opens a fresh period, and deserves 
the attention of criticism far more than the German poets 
his contemporaries, who merely continue an old period 
till it expires. It may be predicted that in the literature 
of other countries, too, the French spirit is destined to 
make its influence felt —as an element, in alliance with 
the native spirit, of novelty and movement — as it has 
made its influence felt in German literature; fifty years 
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hence a critic will be demonstrating to our grandchildren 
how this phenomenon has come to pass. 

We in England, in our great burst of literature during 
the first thirty years of the present century, had no mani- 
festation of the modern spirit, as this spirit manifests 
itself in Goethe’s works or Heine’s. And the reason is not 
far to seek. We had neither the German wealth of ideas, 
nor the French enthusiasm for applying ideas. Ther® 
reigned in the mass of the nation that inveterate inac- 
cessibility to ideas, that Philistinism—to use the Ger- 
man nickname — which reacts even on the individual 
genius that is exempt from it. In our greatest literary 
epoch, that of the Elizabethan age, English society at 
large was accessible to ideas, was permeated by them, 
was vivified by them, to a degree which has never been 
reached in England since. Hence the unique greatness in 
English literature of Shakespeare and his contemporaries. 
They were powerfully upheld by the intellectual life of 
their nation; they applied freely in literature the then 
modern ideas—the ideas of the Renascence and the 
Reformation. A few years afterwards the great English 
middle class, the kernel of the nation, the class whose in- 
telligent sympathy had upheld a Shakespeare, entered the 
prison of Puritanism, and had the key turned on its spirit 
there for two hundred years. He enlargeth a nation, says 
Job, and straiteneth it again. 

In the literary movement of the beginning of the nine- 
teenth century the signal attempt to apply freely the 
modern spirit was made in England by two members of 
the aristocratic class, Byron and Shelley. Aristocracies 
are, as such, naturally impenetrable by ideas; but their 
individual members have a high courage and a turn for 
breaking bounds; and a man of genius, who is the born 
child of the idea, happening to be born in the aristocratic 
ranks, chafes against the obstacles which prevent him 
from freely developing it. But Byron and Shelley did not 
succeed in their attempt freely to apply the modern spirit 
in English literature; they could not succeed in it; the 
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resistance to baffle them, the want of intelligent sympathy 
to guide and uphold them, were too great. Their literary 
creation, compared with the literary creation of Shake- 
speare and Spenser, compared with the literary creation 
of Goethe and Heine, is a failure. The best literary cre- 
ation of that time in England proceeded from men who 
did not make the same bold attempt as Byron and Shel- 
dey. What, in fact, was the career of the chief English 
men of letters, their contemporaries? The gravest of 
them, Wordsworth, retired (in Middle-Age phrase) into 
a monastery. I mean, he plunged himself in the inward 
life, he voluntarily cut himself off from the modern spirit. 
Coleridge took to opium. Scott became the historiog- 
rapher-royal of feudalism. Keats passionately gave him- 
self up to a sensuous genius, to his faculty for interpret- 
ing nature; and he died of consumption at twenty-five. 
Wordsworth, Scott, and Keats have left admirable works; 
far more solid and complete works than those which 
Byron and Shelley have left. But their works have this 
defect — they do not belong to that which is the main 
current of the literature of modern epochs, they do not 
apply modern ideas to life; they constitute, therefore, 
minor currents, and all other literary work of our day, 
however popular, which has the same defect, also con- 
stitutes but a minor current. Byron and Shelley will long 
be remembered, long after the inadequacy of their actual 
work is clearly recognized, for their passionate, their Ti- 
tanic effort to flow in the main stream of modern litera- 
ture; their names will be greater than their writings; 
stat magni nominis umbra2 

_ Heine’s literary good fortune was superior to that of 
Byron and Shelley. His theater of operations was Ger- 
many, whose Philistinism does not consist in her want of 
ideas, or in her inaccessibility to ideas, for she teems with 
them and loves them, but, as I have said, in her feeble 
and hesitating application of modern ideas to life. Heine’s 
intense modernism, his absolute freedom, his utter rejec- 


2 He stands the shadow of a great name. 
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tion of stock classicism and stock romanticism, his bring- 
ing all things under the point of view of the nineteenth 
century, were understood and laid to heart by Germany, 
through virtue of her immense, tolerant intellectualism, 
much as there was in all Heine said to affront and wound 
Germany. The wit and ardent modern spirit of France 
Heine joined to the culture, the sentiment, the thought of 
Germany. This is what makes him so remarkable; his 
wonderful clearness, lightness, and freedom, united with 
such power of feeling, and width of range. Is there any- 
where keener wit than in his story of the French abbé 
who was his tutor, and who wanted to get from him that 
la religion is French for der Glaube: “Six times did he 
ask me the question: ‘Henry, what is der Glaube in 
French?’ and six times, and each time with a greater 
burst of tears, did I answer him —‘ It is le erédit.’ And 
at the seventh time, his face purple with rage, the in- 
furiated questioner screamed out: ‘It is la religion’ ; and 
a rain of cuffs descended upon me, and all the other boys 
burst out laughing. Since that day I have never been 
able to hear la religion mentioned, without feeling a 
tremor run through my back, and my cheeks grow red 
with shame.” Or in that comment on the fate of Profes- 
sor Saalfeld, who had been addicted to writing furious 
pamphlets against Napoleon, and who was a professor at 
Gottingen, a great seat, according to Heine, of pedantry 
and Philistinism: “It is curious,” says Heine, “ the three 
greatest adversaries of Napoleon have all of them ended 
miserably. Castlereagh cut his own throat; Louis the 
Eighteenth rotted upon his throne; and Professor Saal- 
feld is still a professor at Gottingen.” It is impossible to 
go beyond that. 

What wit, again, in that saying which every one has 
_ heard: “ The Englishman loves liberty like his lawful wife, 
the Frenchman loves her like his mistress, the German 
loves her like his old grandmother.” But the turn Heine 
gives to this incomparable saying is not so well known; 
and it is by that turn he shows himself the born poet he 
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is — full of delicacy and tenderness, of inexhaustible re- 
source, infinitely new and striking: 

“And yet, after all, no one can ever tell how things 
may turn out. The grumpy Englishman, in an ill-temper 
with his wife, is capable of some day putting a rope 
round her neck, and taking her to be sold at Smithfield. 
The inconstant Frenchman may become unfaithful to his 
adored mistress, and be seen fluttering about the Palais 
Royal after another. But the German will never quite 
abandon his old grandmother; he will always keep for 
her a nook by the chimney-corner, where she can tell her 
fairy stories to the listening children.” 

Is it possible to touch more delicately and happily both 
the weakness and the strength of Germany — pedantic, 
simple, enslaved, free, ridiculous, admirable Germany? 

And Heine’s verse—his Lieder? Oh, the comfort, 
after dealing with French people of genius, irresistibly 
impelled to try and express themselves in verse, launch- 
ing out into a deed which destiny has sown with so many 
rocks for them—the comfort of coming to a man of 
genius, who finds in verse his freest and most perfect ex- 
pression, whose voyage over the deep of poetry destiny 
makes smooth! After the rhythm, to us, at any rate, 
with the German paste in our composition, so deeply un- 
satisfying, of — 

Ah! que me dites-vous, et que vous dit mon Ame? 
Que dit le ciel & l’aube et la flamme 4 la flamme? ? 


what a blessing to arrive at rhythms like — 


Take, oh, take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn — 
or — 


Siehst sehr sterbeblisslich aus, 
Doch getrost! du bist zu Haus — 


in which one’s soul can take pleasure! The magic of 
Heine’s poetical form is incomparable; he chiefly uses a 


3 Ah! what do you say to me, and what says my soul to you? 
What says the sky to the dawn and the flame to the flame? 
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form of old German popular poetry, a ballad-form which 
has more rapidity and grace than any ballad-form of 
ours; he employs this form with the most exquisite light- 
ness and ease, and yet it has at the same time the inborn 
fulness, pathos, and old-world charm of all true forms of 
popular poetry. Thus in Heine’s poetry, too, one per- 
petually blends the impression of French modernism and 
clearness, with that of German sentiment and fulness; 
and to give this blended impression is, as I have said, 
Heine’s great characteristic. To feel it, one must read 
him; he gives it in his form as well as in his contents, and 
by translation I can only reproduce it so far as his con- 
tents give it. But even the contents of many of his poems 
are capable of giving a certain sense of it. Here, for in- 
stance, is a poem in which he makes his profession of 
faith to an innocent beautiful soul, a sort of Gretchen, 
the child of some simple mining people having their hut 
among the pines at the foot of the Hartz Mountains, who 
reproaches him with not holding the old articles of the 
Christian creed: 

“Ah, my child, while I was yet a little boy, while 
I yet sate upon my mother’s knee, I believed in God 
the Father, who rules up there in Heaven, good and 
great; 

“Who created the beautiful earth, and the beautiful 
men and women thereon; who ordained for sun, moon, 
and stars their courses. 

“When I got bigger, my child, I comprehended yet a 
great deal more than this, and comprehended, and grew 
intelligent; and I believe on the Son also; 

“ On the beloved Son, who loved us, and revealed love 
to us; and, for his reward, as always happens, was cruci- 
fied by the people. 

“Now, when I am grown up, have read much, have 
traveled much, my heart swells within me, and with my 
whole heart I believe on the Holy Ghost. 

“The greatest miracles were of his working, and still 
greater miracles doth he even now work; he burst in sun- 
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der the oppressor’s stronghold, and he burst in sunder 
the bondsman’s yoke. 

“ He heals old death-wounds, and renews the old right; 
all mankind are one race of noble equals before him. 

“He chases away the evil clouds and the dark cob- 
webs of the brain, which have spoilt love and joy for us, 
which day and night have loured on us. 

“A thousand knights, well harnessed, has the Holy 
Ghost chosen out to fulfil his will, and he has put courage 
into their souls. 

“Their good swords flash, their bright banners wave; 
what, thou wouldst give much, my child, to look upon 
such gallant knights? 

“ Well, on me, my child, look! kiss me, and look boldly 
upon me! one of those knights of the Holy Ghost am I.” 

One has only to turn over the pages of his “ Roman- 
cero’ —a collection of poems written in the first years 
of his illness, with his whole power and charm still in them, 
and not, like his latest poems of all, painfully touched by 
the air of his Matrazzen-gruft, his “ mattress-grave ” — 
to see Heine’s width of range; the most varied figures suc- 
ceed one another — Rhampsinitus, Edith with the Swan 
Neck, Charles the First, Marie Antoniette, King David, 
a heroine of Mabille, Melisanda of Tripoli, Richard 
Coeur de Lion, Pedro the Cruel, Firdusi, Cortes, Dr. 
Dollinger — but never does Heine attempt to be hiibsch 
objectiv, “beautifully objective,” to become in spirit an 
old Egyptian, or an old Hebrew, or a Middle-Age knight, 
or a Spanish adventurer, or an English royalist; he al- 
ways remains Heinrich Heine, a son of the nineteenth 
century. To give a notion of his tone, I will quote a few 
stanzas at the end of the “ Spanish Atridae,” in which he 
describes, in the character of a visitor at the court of 
Henry of Transtamare at Segovia, Henry’s treatment of 
the children of his brother, Pedro the Cruel. Don Diego 
Albuquerque, his neighbor, strolls after dinner through 
the castle with him: 

“In the cloister-passage, which leads to the kennels 
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where are kept the king’s hounds, that with their growl- 
ing and yelping let you know a long way off where they 
are. 

“There I saw, built into the wall, and with a strong 
iron grating for its outer face, a cell like a cage. ; 

“Two human figures sate therein, two young boys; 
chained by the leg, they crouched in the dirty straw. 

“Hardly twelve years old seemed the one, the other 
not much older; their faces fair and noble, but pale and 
wan with sickness. 

“They were all in rags, almost naked; and their lean 
bodies showed wounds, the marks of ill-usage; both of 
them shivered with fever. 

“They looked up at me out of the depth of their 
misery: ‘ Who,’ I cried in horror to Don Diego, ‘ are these 
pictures of wretchedness? ’ 

“Don Diego seemed embarrassed; he looked round to 
see that no one was listening; then he gave a deep sigh; 
and at last, putting on the easy tone of a man of the 
world, he said: 

“* These are a pair of king’s sons, who were early left 
orphans; the name of their father was King Pedro, the 
name of their mother, Maria de Padilla. 

“* After the great battle of Navarette, when Henry of 
Transtamare had relieved his brother, King Pedro, of the 
troublesome burden of the crown, 

“¢ And likewise of that still more troublesome burden, 
which is called life, then Don Henry’s victorious magna- 
nimity had to deal with his brother’s children. 

“<«He has adopted them, as an uncle should; and he 
has given them free quarters in his own castle. 

“<The room which he has assigned to them is certainly 
rather small, but then it is cool in summer, and not in- 
tolerably cold in winter. 

“<Their fare is rye-bread, which tastes as sweet as if 
the goddess Ceres had baked it express for her beloved 


Proserpine. 
“¢Not unfrequently, too, he sends a scullion to them 
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with garbanzos, and then the young gentlemen know that 
it is Sunday in Spain. 

“* But it is not Sunday every day, and garbanzos do 
not come every day; and the master of the hounds gives 
them the treat of his whip. 

“¢For the master of the hounds, who has ‘under his 
superintendence the kennels and the pack, and the 
nephew’s cage also, 

““Ts the unfortunate husband of that lemon-faced 
woman with the white ruff, whom we remarked to-day at 
dinner. 

“And she scolds so sharp, that often her husband 
snatches his whip, and rushes down here, and gives it to 
the dogs and to the poor little boys. 

““But his majesty has expressed his disapproval of 
such proceedings, and has given orders that for the future 
his nephews are to be treated differently from the 
dogs. 

“« He has determined no longer to entrust the disciplin- 
ing of his nephews to a mercenary stranger, but to carry 
it out with his own hands,’ 

“ Don Diego stopped abruptly; for the seneschal of the 
castle joined us, and politely expressed his hope that we 
had dined to our satisfaction.” 

Observe how the irony of the whole of that, finishing 
with the grim innuendo of the last stanza but one, is at 
once truly masterly and truly modern. 

No account of Heine is complete which does not notice 
the Jewish element in him. His race he treated with the 
same freedom with which he treated everything else, but 
he derived a great force from it, and no one knew this 
better than he himself. He has excellently pointed out 
how in the sixteenth century there was a double renas- 
cence —a Hellenic renascence and a Hebrew renascence 
—and how both have been great powers ever since. He 
himself had in him both the spirit of Greece and the spirit 
of Judaea; both these spirits reach the infinite, which is 
the true goal of all poetry and all art — the Greek spirit 
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by beauty, the Hebrew spirit by sublimity. By his per- 
fection of literary form, by his love of clearness, by his 
love of beauty, Heine is Greek; by his intensity, by his 
untamableness, by his “ longing which cannot be uttered,” 
he is Hebrew. Yet what Hebrew ever treated the things 
of the Hebrews like this? — 

“There lives at Hamburg, in a one-roomed lodging in 
the Baker’s Broad Walk, a man whose name is Moses 
Lump; all the week he goes about in wind and rain, with 
his pack on his back, to earn his few shillings; but when 
on Friday evening he comes home, he finds the candlestick 
with seven candles lighted, and the table covered with a 
fair white cloth, and he puts away from him his pack and 
his cares, and he sits down to table with his squinting 
wife and yet more squinting daughter, and eats fish with 
them, fish which has been dressed in beautiful white gar- 
lic sauce, sings therewith the grandest psalms of King 
David, rejoices with his whole heart over the deliverance 
of the children of Israel out of Egypt, rejoices, too, that 
all the wicked ones who have done the children of Israel 
hurt, have ended by taking themselves off; that King 
Pharaoh, Nebuchadnezzar, Haman, Antiochus, Titus, and 
all such people, are well dead, while he, Moses Lump, is 
yet alive, and eating fish with wife and daughter; and I 
can tell you, Doctor, the fish is delicate and the man is 
happy, he has no call to torment himself about culture, he 
sits contented in his religion and in his green bedgown, 
like Diogenes in his tub, he contemplates with satisfaction 
his candles, which he on no account will snuff for himself; 
and I can tell you, if the candles burn a little dim, and 
the snuffers-woman, whose business it is to snuff them, is 
not at hand, and Rothschild the Great were at that mo- 
ment to come in, with all his brokers, bill discounters, 
agents, and chief clerks, with whom he conquers the 
world, and Rothschild were to say: ‘ Moses Lump, ask of 
me what favor you will, and it shall be granted you; ’— 
Doctor, I am convinced, Moses Lump would quietly an- 
swer: ‘Snuff me those candles!’ Rothschild the Great 
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would exclaim with-admiration: ‘If I were not Roth- 
schild, I would be Moses Lump.’ ” 

There Heine shows us his own people by its comic side; 
in the poem of the “ Princess Sabbath” he shows it to 
us by a more serious side. The Princess Sabbath, “ the 
tranquil Princess, pearl] and flower of all beauty, fair as 
the Queen of Sheba, Solomon’s bosom friend, that blue- 
stocking from Ethiopia, who wanted to shine by her 
esprit, and with her wise riddles made herself in the long 
run a bore” (with Heine the sarcastic turn is never far 
off), this princess has for her betrothed a prince whom 
sorcery has transformed into an animal of lower race, the 
Prince Israel. 

“A dog with the desires of a dog, he wallows all the 
week long in the filth and refuse of life, amidst the jeers 
of the boys in the street. 

“ But every Friday evening, at the twilight hour, sud- 
denly the magic passes off, and the dog becomes once more 
a human being. 

“A man with the feelings of a man, with head and 
heart raised aloft, in festal garb, in almost clean garb, he 
enters the halls of his Father. 

“ Hail, beloved halls of my royal Father! Ye tents of 
Jacob, I kiss with my lips your holy door-posts! ” 

Still more he shows us this serious side in his beautiful 
poem on Jehuda ben Halevy, a poet belonging to “ the 
great golden age of the Arabian, Old-Spanish, Jewish 
school of poets,” a contemporary of the troubadours: 

“He, too—the hero whom we sing—Jehuda ben 
Halevy, too, had his lady-love; but she was of a special 
sort. ; 

“She was no Laura, whose eyes, mortal stars, in the 
cathedral on Good Friday kindled that world-renowned 
flame. 

“She was no chiatelaine, who in the blooming glory of 
her youth presided at tourneys, and awarded the victor’s 
crown. 

“ No casuistess in the Gay Science was she. no lady doc- 
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trinaire, who delivered her oracles in the judgment-cham- 
ber of a Court of Love. 

“She, whom the Rabbi loved, was a woe-begone poor 
darling, a mourning picture of desolation ... and her 
name was Jerusalem.” 

Jehuda ben Halevy, like the Crusaders, makes his 
pilgrimage to Jerusalem; and there, amid the ruins, sings 
a song of Sion which has become famous among his peo- 
ple: 

“That lay of pearled tears is the wide-famed Lament, 
which is sung in all the scattered tents of Jacob through- 
out the world. 

“On the ninth day of the month which is called Ab, 
on the anniversary of Jerusalem’s destruction by Titus 
Vespasianus. 

“Yes, that is the song of Sion, which Jehuda ben 
Halevy sang with his dying breath amid the holy ruins of 
Jerusalem. 

“ Barefoot, and in penitential weeds, he sate there upon 
the fragment of a fallen column; down to his breast fell, 

“ Like a gray forest, his hair; and cast a weird shadow 
on the face which looked out through it — his troubled 
pale face, with the spiritual eyes. 

““So he sate and sang, like unto a seer out of the fore- 
time to look upon; Jeremiah, the Ancient, seemed to have 
risen out of his grave. 

“ But a bold Saracen came riding that way, aloft on his 
barb, lolling in his saddle, and brandishing a naked 
javelin; 

“Into the breast of the poor singer he plunged his 
deadly shaft, and shot away like a winged shadow. 

“ Quietly flowed the Rabbi's life-blood, quietly he sang 
his song to an end; and his last dying sigh was Jeru- 
salem! ” 

But, most of all, Heine shows us this side in a strange 
poem describing a public dispute, before King Pedro and 
his Court, between a Jewish and a Christian champion, on 
the merits of their respective faiths. In the strain of the 
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Jew all the fierceness of the old Hebrew genius, all its 
rigid defiant Monotheism, appear: . 

“ Our God has not died like a poor innocent lamb for 
mankind; he is no gushing philanthropist, no declaimer. 

“ Our God is not love, caressing is not his line; but he 
is a God of thunder, and he is a God of revenge. 

“The lightnings of his wrath strike inexorably every 
sinner, and the sins of the fathers are often visited upon 
their remote posterity. 

“ Our God, he is alive, and in his hall of heaven he goes 
on existing away, throughout all the eternities. 

“Our God, too, is a God in robust health, no myth, 
pale and thin as sacrificial wafers, or as shadows by 
Cocytus. 

“Our God is strong. In his hand he upholds sun, 
moon, and stars; thrones break, nations reel to and fro, 
when he knits his forehead. 

“Our God loves musie, the voice of the harp and the 
song of feasting; but the sound of church-bells he hates, 
as he hates the grunting of pigs.” 

Nor must Heine’s sweetest note be unheard — his plain- 
tive note, his note of melancholy. Here is a strain which 
came from him as he lay, in the winter night, on his “ mat- 
tress-grave ”’ at Paris, and let his thoughts wander home to 
Germany, “ the great child, entertaining herself with her 
Christmas-tree.” ‘Thou tookest”’—he cries to the 
German exile — 

“Thou tookest thy flight towards sunshine and happi- 
ness; naked and poor returnest thou back. German 
truth, German shirts — one gets them worn to tatters in 
foreign parts. 

“ Deadly pale are thy looks, but take comfort, thou art 
at home! one lies warm in German earth, warm as by the 
old pleasant fireside. 

“Many a one, alas, became crippled, and could get 
home no more! longingly he stretches out his arms; God 
have mercy upon him! ” 

God have mercy upon him! for what remain of the 
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days of the years of his life are few and evil. “Can it be 
that I still actually exist? My body is so shrunk that 
there is hardly anything of me left but my voice, and my 
bed makes me think of the melodious grave of the en-— 
chanter Merlin, which is in the forest of Broceliand in - 
Brittany, under high oaks whose tops shine like green 
flames to heaven. Ah, I envy thee those trees, brother 
Merlin, and their fresh waving! for over my mattress- 
grave here in Paris no green leaves rustle; and early and 
late I hear’nothing but the rattle of carriages, hammering, 
scolding, and the jingle of the piano. A grave without 
rest, death without the privileges of the departed, who 
have no longer any need to spend money, or to write let- 
ters, or to compose books. What a melancholy situa- 
tion! ” 

He died, and has left a blemished name; with his crying 
faults — his intemperate susceptibility, his unscrupulous- 
ness in passion, his inconceivable attacks on his enemies, 
his still more inconceivable attacks on his friends, his 
want of generosity, his sensuality, his incessant mocking 
— how could it be otherwise? Not only was he not one of 
Mr. Carlyle’s “ respectable” people, he was profoundly 
disrespectable; and not even the merit of not being a 
Philistine can make up for a man’s being that. To his in- 
tellectual deliverance there was an addition of something 
else wanting, and that something else was something im- 
mense; the old-fashioned, laborious, eternally needful 
moral deliverance. Goethe says that he was deficient in 
love; to me his weakness seems to be not so much a de- 
ficiency in love as a deficiency in self-respect, in true dig- 
nity of character. But on this negative side of one’s criti- 
cism of a man of great genius, I for my part, when I have 
once clearly marked that this negative side is and must 
be there, have no pleasure in dwelling. I prefer to say - 
of Heine something positive. He is not an adequate in- 
terpreter of the modern world. He is only a brilliant 
soldier in the Liberation War of humanity. But, such as 
he is, he is (and posterity too, I am quite sure, will say 
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this), in the European poetry of that quarter of a cen- 
tury which follows the death of Goethe, incomparably 
the most important figure. 

What a spendthrift, one is tempted to cry, is Nature! 
With what prodigality, in the march of generations, she 
employs human power, content to gather almost always 
little result from it, sometimes none! Look at Byron, 
that Byron whom the present generation of Englishmen 
are forgetting; Byron, the greatest natural force, the 
greatest elementary power, I cannot but think, which has 
appeared in our literature since Shakespeare. And what 
became of this wonderful production of nature? He 
shattered himself, he inevitably shattered himself to 
pieces against the huge, black, cloud-topped, intermin- 
able precipice of British Philistinism. But Byron, it 
may be said, was eminent only by his genius, only by his 
inborn force and fire; he had not the intellectual equip- 
ment of a supreme modern poet; except for his genius 
he was an ordinary nineteenth-century English gentle- 
man, with little culture and with no ideas. Well, then, 
look at Heine. Heine had ‘all the culture of Germany; 
in his head fermented all the ideas of modern Europe. 
And what have we got from Heine? A half-result, for 
want of moral balance, and of nobleness of soul and char- 
acter. That is what I say; there is so much power, so 
many seem able to run well, so many give promise of run- 
ning well—so few reach the goal, so few are chosen. 
Many are called, few chosen. 


XII 
JOUBERT 


Way should we ever treat of any dead authors but the 
famous ones? Mainly for this reason: because, from 
these famous personages, home or foreign, whom we all 
know so well, and of whom so much has been said, the 
amount of stimulus which they contain for us has been in 
a great measure disengaged; people have formed their 
opinion about them, and do not readily change it. One 
may write of them afresh, combat received opinions about 
them, even interest one’s readers in so doing; but the in- 
terest one’s readers receive has to do, in general, rather 
with the treatment than with the subject; they are sus- 
ceptible of a lively impression rather of the course of the 
discussion itself — its turns, vivacity, and novelty — than 
of the genius of the author who is the occasion of it. 
And yet what is really precious and inspiring, in all that 
we get from literature, except this sense of an immediate 
contact with genius itself, and the stimulus towards what 
is true and excellent which we derive from it? Now in 
literature, besides the eminent men of genius who have 
had their deserts in the way of fame, besides the eminent 
men of ability who have often had far more than their 
deserts in the way of fame, there are a certain number of 
personages who have been real men of genius — by which 
I mean, that they have had a genuine gift for what is true 
and excellent, and are therefore capable of emitting a life- 
giving stimulus — but who, for some reason or other, in 
most cases for very valid reasons, have remained obscure, 
nay, beyond a narrow circle in their own country, un- 
known. It is salutary from time to time to come across 
a genius of this kind, and to extract his honey. Often he 

has more of it for us, as I have already said, than greater 
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men; for, though it is by no means true that from what 
is new to us there is most to be learned, it is yet indis- 
putably true that from what is new to us we in general 
learn most. 

Of a genius of this kind, Joseph Joubert, I am now 
going to speak. His name is, I believe, almost unknown 
in England; and even in France, his native country, it is 
not famous. M. Sainte-Beuve has given of him one of 
his incomparable portraits; but — besides that even M. 
Sainte-Beuve’s writings are far less known among us than 
they deserve to be — every country has its own point of 
view from which a remarkable author may most profit- 
ably be seen and studied. 

Joseph Joubert was born (and his date should be re- 
marked) in 1754, at Montignace, a little town in Périgord. 
His father was a doctor with small means and a large 
family; and Joseph, the eldest, had his own way to make 
in the world. He was for eight years, as pupil first, and 
afterwards as an assistant-master, in the public school of 
Toulouse, then managed by the Jesuits, who seem to’ have 
left in him a most favorable opinion, not only of their 
tact and address, but of their really good qualities as 
teachers and directors. Compelled by the weakness of 
his health to give up, at twenty-two, the profession of 
teaching, he passed two important years of his life in hard 
study, at home at Montignac; and came in 1778 to try 
his fortune in the literary world of Paris, then perhaps 
the most tempting field which has ever yet presented it- 
self to a young man of letters. He knew Diderot, D’Alem- 
bert, Marmontel, Laharpe; he became intimate with one 
of the celebrities of the next literary generation, then, 
like himself, a young man — Chateaubriand’s friend, the 
future Grand Master of the University, Fontanes. But, 
even then, it began to be remarked of him, that M. 
Joubert “ s’inguiétait de perfection bien plus que de gloire 
—cared far more about perfecting himself than about 
making himself a reputation.” His severity of morals 
may perhaps have been rendered easier to him by the 


JOUBERT 243 


delicacy of his health; but the delicacy of his health will 
not by itself account for his changeless preference of be- 
ing to seeming, knowing to showing, studying to publish- 
ing; for what terrible public performers have some in- 
valids been! This preference he retained all through his 
life, and it is by this that he is characterized. “He has 
chosen,” Chateaubriand (adopting Epicurus’s famous 
words) said of him, “ to hide his life”’ Of a life which 
its owner was bent on hiding there can be but little to tell. 
Yet the only two public incidents of Joubert’s life, slight 
as they are, do all concerned in them so much credit that 
they deserve mention. In 1790 the Constituent Assembly 
made the office of justice of the peace elective throughout 
France. The people of Montignac retained such an im- 
pression of the character of their young townsman — 
one of Plutarch’s men of virtue, as he had lived among 
them, simple, studious, severe — that, though he had left 
them for years, they elected him in his absence without 
his knowing anything about it. The appointment little 
suited Joubert’s wishes or tastes; but at such a moment 
he thought it wrong to decline it. He held it for two 
years, the legal term, discharging its duties with a firm- 
ness and integrity which were long remembered; and 
then, when he went out of office, his fellow-townsmen 
reélected him. But Joubert thought that he had now ac- 
complished his duty towards them, and he went back to 
the retirement which he loved. That seems to me a 
little episode of the great French Revolution worth re- 
membering. The sage who was asked by the king, why 
sages were seen at the doors of kings, but not kings at the 
doors of sages, replied, that it was because sages knew 
what was good for them, and kings did not. But at Mon- 
tignac the king—for in 1790 the people in France was 
king with a vengeance — knew what was good for him, 
and came to the door of the sage. 

’ The other incident was this. When Napoleon, in 1809, 
reorganized the public instruction of France, founded the 
University, and made M. de Fontanes its Grand Master, 
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Fontanes had to submit to the Emperor a list of persons 
to form the council or governing body of the new Univer- 
sity. Third on his list, after two distinguished names, 
Fontanes placed the unknown name of Joubert. “ This 
name,” he said in his accompanying memorandum to the 
Emperor, “is not known as the two first are; and yet 
this is the nomination to which I attach most importance. 
I have known M. Joubert all my life. His character and 
intelligence are of the very highest order. I shall rejoice 
if your Majesty will accept my guarantee for him.” Na- 
poleon trusted his Grand Master, and Joubert became 
a councilor of the University. It is something that a 
man, elevated to the highest posts of State, should not 
forget his obscure friends; or that, if he remembers and 
places them, he should regard in placing them their merit 
rather than their obscurity. It is more, in the eyes of 
those whom the necessities, real or supposed, of a politi- 
cal system have long familiarized with such cynical dis- 
regard of fitness in the distribution of office, to see a min- 
ister and his master alike zealous, in giving away places, 
to give them to the best men to be found. 

Between 1792 and 1809 Joubert had married. His life 
was passed between Villeneuve-sur-Yonne, where his 
wife’s family lived — a pretty little Burgundian town, by 
which the Lyons railroad now passes — and Paris. Here, 
in a house in the Rue St.-Honoré, in a room very high up, 
and admitting plenty of the light which he so loved —a 
room from which he saw, in his own words, “a great deal 
of sky and very little earth ” — among the treasures of a 
library collected with infinite pains, taste, and skill, from 
which every book he thought ill of was rigidly excluded — 
he never would possess either a complete Voltaire or a 
complete Rousseau — the happiest hours of his life were 
passed. In the circle of one of those women who leave a 
sort of perfume in literary history, and who have the gift 
of inspiring successive generations of readers with an in- 
describable regret not to have known them — Pauline de 
Montmorin, Madame de Beaumont — he had become in- 
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timate with nearly all which at that time, in the Paris 

world of letters or of society, was most attractive and 

promising. Among his acquaintances one only misses the 

names of Madame de Staél and Benjamin Constant: 

Neither of them was to his taste, and with Madame de — 
Staél he always refused to become acquainted; he thought 

she had more vehemence than truth, and more heat than 

light. 

Years went on, and his friends became conspicuous 
authors or statesmen; but Joubert remained in the shade. 
His constitution was of such fragility that how he lived so 
long, or accomplished so much as he did, is a wonder: 
his soul had, for its basis of operations, hardly any body 
at all: both from his stomach and from his chest he 
seems to have had constant suffering, though he lived by 
rule, and was as abstemious as a Hindoo. Often, after 
overwork in thinking, reading, or talking, he remained for 
days together in a state of utter prostration — condemned 
to absolute silence and inaction; too happy if the agita- 
tion of his mind would become quiet also, and let him 
have the repose of which he stood in so much need. With 
this weakness of health, these repeated suspensions of 
energy, he was incapable of the prolonged contention of 
spirit necessary for the creation of great works. But he 
read and thought immensely; he was an unwearied note- 
taker, a charming letter-writer; above all, an excellent 
and delightful talker. The gaiety and amenity of his 
natural disposition were inexhaustible; and his spirit, too, 
was of astonishing elasticity; he seemed to hold on to life 
by a single thread only, but that single thread was very 
tenacious. More and more, as his soul and knowledge 
ripened more and more, his friends pressed to his room in 
Rue St.-Honoré; often he received them in bed, for he 
seldom rose before three o’clock in the afternoon; and at 
his bedroom door, on his bad days, Madame Joubert 
stood sentry, trying, not always with success, to keep 
back the thirsty comers from the fountain which was 
- forbidden to flow. Fontanes did nothing in the Univer- 
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sity without consulting him, and Joubert’s ideas and pen 
were always at his friend’s service. 

When he was in the country, at Villeneuve, the young 
priests of his neighborhood used to resort to him, in order 
to profit by his library and by his conversation. He, like 
our Coleridge, was particularly qualified to attract men 
of this kind and to benefit them: retaining perfect. inde- 
pendence of mind, he was a religious philosopher. As age 
came on, his infirmities became more and more over- 
whelming; some of his friends, too, died; others became 
so immersed in politics, that Joubert, who hated politics, 
saw them seldomer than of old; but the moroseness of age 
and infirmity never touched him, and he never quarreled 
with a friend or lost one. From these miseries he was 
preserved by that quality in him of which I have already 
spoken; a quality which is best expressed by a word, not 
of common use in English — alas, we have too little in our 
national character of the quality which this word ex- 
presses — his inborn, his constant amenity. He lived till 
the year 1824. On the 4th of May in that year he died, 
at the age of seventy. A day or two after his death M. de 
Chateaubriand inserted in the Journal des Débats a short 
notice of him, perfect for its feeling, grace, and propriety. 
On ne vit dans la mémoire du monde, he says and says 
truly, que par des travaux pour le monde — “ a man can 
live in the world’s memory only by what he has done for 
the world.” But Chateaubriand used the privilege which 
his great name gave him to assert, delicately but firmly, 
Joubert’s real and rare merits, and to tell the world what 
manner of man had just left it. 

Joubert’s papers were accumulated in boxes and draw- 
ers. He had not meant them for publication; it was very 
difficult to sort them and to prepare them for it. Ma- 
dame Joubert, his widow, had a scruple about giving them 
a publicity which her husband, she felt, would never have 
permitted. But, as her own end approached, the natural — 
desire to leave of so remarkable a spirit some enduring 
memorial, some memorial to outlast the admiring recol- 
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lection of the living who were so fast passing away, made 
her yield to the entreaties of his friends, and allow the 
printing, but for private circulation only, of a volume of 
his fragments. Chateaubriand edited it; it appeared in 
1838, fourteen years after Joubert’s death. The volume 
attracted the attention of those who were best fitted to 
appreciate it, and profoundly impressed them. M. Sainte- 
Beuve gave of it, in the Revue des Deux Mondes, the 
admirable notice of which I have already spoken; and so 
much curiosity was excited about Joubert, that the col- 
lection of his fragments, enlarged by many additions, was 
at last published for the benefit of the world in general. 
It has since been twice reprinted. The first or preliminary 
chapter has some fancifulness and affectation in it; the 
reader should begin with the second. 

I have likened Joubert to Coleridge; and indeed the 
points of resemblance between the two men are numerous. 
Both of them great and celebrated talkers, Joubert at- 
tracting pilgrims to his upper chamber in the Rue St.- 
Honoré, as Coleridge attracted pilgrims to Mr. Gilman’s 
at Highgate; both of them desultory and incomplete 
writers — here they had an outward likeness with one 
another. Both of them passionately devoted to reading in 
a class of books, and to thinking on a class of subjects, out 
of the beaten line of the reading and thought of their 
day; both of them ardent students and critics of old liter- 
ature, poetry, and the metaphysics of religion; both of 
them curious explorers of words, and of the latent signifi- 
cance hidden under the popular use of them; both of 
them, in a certain sense, conservative in religion and 
politics, by antipathy to the narrow and shallow foolish- 
ness of vulgar modern liberalism; — here they had their 
inward and real likeness. But that in which the essence 
of their likeness consisted is this—that they both had 
from nature an ardent impulse for seeking the genuine 
truth on all matters they thought about, and a gift for 
- finding it and recognizing it when it was found. To have 

the impulse for seeking this truth is much rarer than most 
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people think; to have the gift for finding it is, I need not 
say, very rare indeed. By this they have a spiritual re- 
lationship of the closest kind with one another, and they 
become, each of them, a source of stimulus and progress 
for all of us. 

Coleridge had less delicacy and penetration than Jou- 
bert, but more richness and power; his production, though 
far inferior to what his nature at first seemed to promise, 
was abundant and varied. Yet in all his production how 
much is there to dissatisfy us! How many reserves must 
be made in praising either his poetry, or his criticism, or 
his philosophy! How little either of his poetry, or of his 
criticism, or of his philosophy, can we expect permanently 
to stand! But that which will stand of Coleridge is this: 
the stimulus of his continual effort — not a moral effort, 
for he had no morals — but of his continual instinctive 
effort, crowned often with rich success, to get at and to 
lay bare the real truth of his matter in hand, whether that 
matter were literary, or philosophical, or political, or re- 
ligious; and this in a country where at that moment such 
an effort was almost unknown; where the most powerful 
minds threw themselves upon poetry, which conveys 
truth, indeed, but conveys it indirectly; and where ordi- 
nary minds were so habituated to do without thinking 
altogether, to regard considerations of established routine 
and practical convenience as paramount, that any at- 
tempt to introduce within the domain of these the dis- 
turbing element of thought, they were prompt to resent as 
an outrage. Coleridge’s great usefulness lay in his sup- 
plying in England, for many years and under critical cir- 
cumstances, by the spectacle of this effort of his, a stim- 
ulus to all minds capable of profiting by it; in the 
generation which grew up around him. His action will 
still be felt as long as the need for it continues. When, 
with the cessation of the need, the action too has ceased, 
Coleridge’s memory, in spite of the disesteem — nay, 
repugnance — which his character may and must inspire, 
will yet forever remain invested with an interest and 
gratitude which invests the memory of founders, 
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M. de Rémusat, indeed, reproaches Coleridge with his 
jugements saugrenus ; the criticism of a gifted truth-finder 
ought not to be saugrenu, so on this reproach we must. 
pause for a moment. Saugrenu is a rather vulgar French 
word, but, like many other vulgar words, very expressive; 
used as an epithet for a judgment, it means something 
like impudently absurd. The literary judgments of one 
nation about another are very apt to be saugrenus. It 
is certainly true, as M. Sainte-Beuve remarks in answer 
to Goethe’s complaint against the French that they have 
undervalued Du Bartas, that as to the estimate of its own 
authors every nation is the best judge; the positive esti- 
mate of them, be it understood, not, of course, the esti- 
mate of them in comparison with the authors of other 
nations. Therefore a foreigner’s judgments about the 
intrinsic merit of a nation’s authors will generally, when 
at complete variance with that nation’s own, be wrong; 
but there is a permissible wrongness in these matters, and 
to that permissible wrongness there is a limit. When 
that limit is exceeded, the wrong judgment becomes 
more than wrong, it becomes saugrenu, or impudently 
absurd. For instance, the high estimate which the French 
have of Racine is probably in great measure deserved; 
or, to take a yet stronger case, even the high estimate 
which Joubert had of the Abbé Delille is probably in 
great measure deserved; but the common disparaging 
judgment passed on Racine by English readers is not 
saugrenu, still less is that passed by them on the Abbé 
Delille saugrenu, because the beauty of Racine, and of 
Delille too, so far as Delille’s beauty goes, is eminently 
in their language, and this is a beauty which a for- 
eigner cannot perfectly seize—this beauty of diction, 
apicibus verborum ligata, as M. Sainte-Beuve, quoting 
Quintilian, says of Chateaubriand’s. As to Chateau- 
briand himself, again, the common English judgment, 
which stamps him as a mere shallow rhetorician, all froth 
and vanity, is certainly wrong, one may even wonder 
that we English should judge Chateaubriand so wrongly, 
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for his power goes far beyond beauty of diction; it is a 
power, as well, of passion and sentiment, and this sort 
of power the English can perfectly well appreciate. One 
production of Chateaubriand’s, René, is akin to the most 
popular productions of Byron — to the “ Childe Harold ” 
or “ Manfred’ —in spirit, equal to them in power, su- 
perior to them in form. But this work, I hardly know 
why, is almost unread in England. And only consider 
this criticism of Chateaubriand’s on the true pathetic! 
“Tt is a dangerous mistake, sanctioned, like so many 
other dangerous mistakes, by Voltaire, to suppose that 
the best works of imagination are those which draw most 
tears. One could name this or that melodrama, which 
no one would like to own having written, and which 
yet harrows the feelings far more than the Aeneid. 
The true tears are those which are called forth by the 
beauty of poetry; there must be as much admiration in 
them as sorrow. They are the tears which come to our 
eycs when Priam says to Achilles, érAnv 6’, of orm... 
—‘ And I have endured — the like whereof no soul upon 
the earth hath yet endured—to carry to my lips the 
hand of him who slew my child; ’ or when Joseph cries 
out: ‘I am Joseph your brother, whom ye sold into 
Egypt.’”” Who does not feel that the man who wrote 
that was no shallow rhetorician, but a born man of genius, 
with the true instinct of genius for what is really ad- 
mirable? Nay, take these words of Chateaubriand, an 
old man of eighty, dying, amid the noise and bustle of 
the ignoble revolution of February 1848: “Mon Dieu, 
mon Dieu, quand donc, quand done serai-je délivré de 
tout ce monde, ce bruit; quand donc, quand done cela 
finira-t-il? ” + Who, with any ear, does not feel that those 
are not the accents of a trumpery rhetorician, but of a 
rich and puissant nature—the cry of the dying lion? 
I repeat it, Chateaubriand is most ignorantly underrated © 
in England; and we English are capable of rating him far 


1 My God, my God, when shall I be delivered from all this 
world, this noise; when, when will this end? 
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more correctly if we knew him better. Still Chateau- 
briand has such real and great faults, he falls so decidedly 
beneath the rank of the truly greatest authors, that the 
depreciatory judgment passed on him in England, though 
ignorant and wrong, can hardly be said to transgress the 
limits of permissible ignorance; it is not a jugement 
saugrenu. But when a critic denies genius to a literature 
which has produced Bossuet and Moliére, he passes the 
bounds; and Coleridge’s judgments on French literature 
and the French genius are undoubtedly, as M. de Rémusat 
calls them, saugrenus. 

And yet, such is the impetuosity of our poor human 
nature, such its proneness to rush to a decision with im- 
perfect knowledge, that his having delivered a saugrenu 
judgment or two in his life by no means proves a man not 
to have had, in comparison with his fellow-men in general, 
a remarkable gift for truth, or disqualifies him for being, 
by virtue of that gift, a source of vital stimulus for us. 
Joubert had far less smoke and turbid vehemence in him 
than Coleridge; he had also a far keener sense of what was 
absurd. But Joubert can write to M. Molé ( the M. Molé 
who was afterwards Louis Philippe’s well-known minis- 
ter): “As to your Milton, whom the merit of the Abbé 
Delille ” (the Abbé Delille translated “ Paradise Lost ’’), 
“makes me admire, and with whom I have nevertheless 
still plenty of fault to find, why, I should like to know, 
are you scandalized that I have not enabled myself to 
read him? I don’t understand the language in which he 
writes, and I don’t much care to. If he is a poet one 
cannot put up with, even in the prose of the younger 
Racine, am I to blame for that? If by force you mean 
beauty manifesting itself with power, I maintain that 
the Abbé Delille has more force than Milton.” That, 
to be sure, is a petulant outburst in a private letter; 
it is not, like Coleridge’s, a deliberate proposition in a 
printed philosophical essay. But is it possible to imagine 
a more perfect specimen of a saugrenu judgment? It is 
even worse than Coleridge’s, because it is sawgrenu with 
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reasons. That, however, does not prevent Joubert from 
having been really a man of extraordinary ardor in the 
search for truth, and of extraordinary fineness in the per- 
ception of it; and so was Coleridge. 

Joubert had around him in France an atmosphere of 
literary, philosophical, and religious opinion as alien to 
him as that in England was to Coleridge. This is what 
makes Joubert, too, so remarkable, and it is on this ac- 
count that I begged the reader to remark his date. He 
was born in 1754; he died in 1824. He was thus in the 
fulness of his powers at the beginning of the present cen- 
tury, at the epoch of Napoleon’s consulate. The French 
criticism of that day—the criticism of Laharpe’s suc- 
cessors, of Geoffroy and his colleagues in the Journal des 
Débats — had a dryness very unlike the telling vivacity 
of the early Edinburgh reviewers, their contemporaries, 
but a fundamental narrowness, a want of genuine insight, 
much on a par with theirs. Joubert, like Coleridge, has 
no respect for the dominant oracle; he treats his Geof- 
froy with about as little deference as Coleridge treats his 
Jeffrey. “ Geoffroy,” he says in an article in the Journal 
des Débats criticizing Chateaubriand’s “ Génie du Christ- 
ianisme ” — “ Geoffroy in this article begins by holding 
out his paw prettily enough; but he ends by a volley of 
kicks, which lets the whole world see but too clearly the 
four iron shoes of the four-footed animal.” There is, how- 
ever, in France a sympathy with intellectual activity for 
its own sake, and for the sake of its inherent pleasurable- 
ness and beauty, keener than any which exists in England; 
and Joubert had more effect in Paris— though his con- 
versation was his only weapon, and Coleridge wielded be- 
sides his conversation his pen—than Coleridge had or 
could have in London. I mean, a more immediate, ap- 
preciable effect; an effect not only upon the young and 
enthusiastic, to whom the future belongs, but upon 
formed and important personages to whom the present 
belongs, and who are actually moving society. He owed 
this partly to his real advantages over Coleridge. If he 
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had, as I have already said, less power and richness than. 
his English parallel, he had more tact and penetration. 
He was more possible than Coleridge; his doctrine was: 
more intelligible than Coleridge’s, more receivable. And— 
yet with Joubert, the striving after a consummate and 
attractive clearness of expression came from no mere 
frivolous dislike of labor and inability for going deep, 
but was a part of his native love of truth and perfection. 
The delight of his life he found in truth, and in the satis- 
faction which the enjoying of truth gives to the spirit; 
and he thought the truth was never really and worthily 
said, so long as the least cloud, clumsiness, and repulsive- 
ness hung about the expression of it. 

Some of his best passages are those in which he upholds 
this doctrine. Even metaphysics he would not allow to 
remain difficult and abstract: so long as they spoke a pro- 
fessional jargon, the language of the schools, he main- 
tained — and who shall gainsay him? — that metaphysics 
were imperfect; or, at any rate, had not yet reached their 
ideal perfection. 

“The true science of metaphysics,” he says, “ consists 
not in rendering abstract that which is sensible, but in 
rendering sensible that which is abstract; apparent that 
which is hidden; imaginable, if so it may be, that which is 
only intelligible; and intelligible, finally, that which an 
ordinary attention fails to seize.” 

And therefore: 

“ Distrust, in books on metaphysics, words which have 
not been able to get currency in the world, and are only 
calculated to form a special language.” 

Nor would he suffer common words to be employed in a 
special sense by the schools: 

“ Which is the best, if one wants to be useful and to be 
really understood, to get one’s words in the world, or to 
get them in the schools? I maintain that the good plan 
is to employ words in their popular sense rather than in 
their philosophical sense; and the better plan still, to 
employ them in their natural sense rather than in their 
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. popular sense. By their natural sense, I mean the popular 
and universal acceptation of them brought to that which 
in this is essential and invariable. To prove a thing by 
definition proves nothing, if the definition is purely philo- 
sophical; for such definitions only bind him who makes 
them. To prove a thing by definition, when the definition 
expresses the necessary, inevitable, and clear idea which 
the world at large attaches to the object, is, on the con- 
trary, all in all; because then what one does is simply to 
show people what they do really think, in spite of them- 
selves and without knowing it. The rule that one is free 
to give to words what sense one will, and that the only 
thing needful is to be agreed upon the sense one gives 
them, is very well for the mere purposes of argumenta- 
tion, and may be allowed in the schools where this sort of 
fencing is to be practised; but in the sphere of the true- 
born and noble science of metaphysics, and in the genuine 
world of literature, it is good for nothing. One must 
never quit sight of realities, and one must employ one’s 
expressions simply as media — as glasses, through which 
one’s thoughts can be best made evident. I know, by 
my own experience, how hard this rule is to follow; but 
I judge of its importance by the failure of every system 
of metaphysics. Not one of them has succeeded; for the 
simple reason, that in every one ciphers have been con- 
stantly used instead of values, artificial ideas instead of 
native ideas, jargon instead of idiom.” 

I do not know whether the metaphysician will ever 
adopt Joubert’s rules; but I am sure that the man of 
letters, whenever he has to speak of metaphysics, wil] do 
well to adopt them. He, at any rate, must remember: 

“Tt 1s by means of familiar words that style takes hold 
of the reader and gets possession of him. It is by means 
of these that great thoughts get currency and pass for 
true metal, like gold and silver which have had a recog- 
nized stamp put upon them. They beget confidence in 
the man who, in order to make his thoughts more clearly 
perceived, uses them; for people feel that such an em- 
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ployment of the language of common human life betokens 
a man who knows that life and its concerns, and who 
keeps himself in contact with them. Besides, these words 
make a style frank and easy. They show that an author 
has long made the thought or the feeling expressed his 
mental food; that he has so assimilated them and famil- 
iarized them, that the most common expressions suffice 
him in order to express ideas which have become every- 
day ideas to him by the length of time they have been in 
his mind. And lastly, what one says in such words looks 
more true; for, of all the words in use, none are so clear 
as those which we call common words; and clearness is so 
eminently one of the characteristics of truth, that often 
it even passes for truth itself.” 

These are not, in Joubert, mere counsels of rhetoric; 
they come from his accurate sense of perfection, from his 
having clearly seized the fine and just idea that beauty 
and light are properties of truth, and that truth is in- 
completely exhibited if it is exhibited without beauty and 
light: 

“Be profound with clear terms and not with obscure 
terms. What is difficult will at last become easy; but as 
one goes deep into things, one must still keep a charm, 
and one must carry into these dark depths of thought, 
into which speculation has only recently penetrated, the 
pure and antique clearness of centuries less learned than 
ours, but with more light in them.” 

And elsewhere he speaks of those “ spirits, lovers of 
light, who, when they have an idea to put forth, brood 
long over it first, and wait patiently till it shines, as Buffon 
enjoined, when he defined genius to be the aptitude for 
patience; spirits who know by experience that the driest 
matter and the dullest words hide within them the germ 
and spark of some brightness, like those fairy nuts in 
which were found diamonds if one broke the shell and 
was the right person; spirits who maintain that, to see 
and exhibit things in beauty, is to see and show things as 
- in their essence they really are, and not as they exist for 


256 CRITICISM 


the eye of the careless, who do not look beyond the out- 
side; spirits hard to satisfy, because of a keen-sightedness 
in them, which makes them discern but too clearly both 
the models to be followed and those to be shunned; spirits 
active though meditative, who cannot rest except in solid 
truths, and whom only beauty can make happy; spirits 
far less concerned for glory than for perfection, who, be- 
cause their art is long and life is short, often die without 
leaving a monument, having had their own inward sense 
of life and fruitfulness for their best reward.” 

No doubt there is something a little too ethereal in all 
this, something which reminds one of Joubert’s physical 
want of body and substance; no doubt, if a man wishes 
to be a great author, it is to consider too curiously, to 
consider as Joubert did; it is a mistake to spend so much 
of one’s time in setting up one’s ideal standard of perfec- 
tion, and in contemplating it. Joubert himself knew this 
very well: “I cannot build a house for my ideas,” said 
he; “I have tried to do without words, and words take 
their revenge on me by their difficulty.” “If there is a 
man upon earth tormented by the cursed desire to get a 
whole book into a page, a whole page into a phrase, and 
this phrase into one word — that man is myself.” “TI can 
sow, but I cannot build.” Joubert, however, makes no 
claim to be a great author; by renouncing all ambition to 
be this, by not trying to fit his ideas into a house, by 
making no compromise with words in spite of their diffi- 
culty, by being quite single-minded in his pursuit of per- 
fection, perhaps he is enabled to get closer to the truth of 
the objects of his study, and to be of more service to us by 
setting before us ideals, than if he had composed a cele- 
brated work. I doubt whether, in an elaborate work on 
the philosophy of religion, he would have got his ideas 
about religion to shine, to use his own expression, as they 
shine when he utters them in perfect freedom. Penetra- 
tion in these matters is valueless without soul, and soul is 
valueless without penetration; both of these are delicate 
qualities, and, even in those who have them, easily lost; 
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the charm of Joubert is, that he has and keeps both. 
Let us try and show that he does. 

“One should be fearful of being wrong in poetry when 
one thinks differently from the poets, and in religion 
when one thinks differently from the saints. 

“There is a great difference between taking for idols 
Mahomet and Luther, and bowing down before Rousseau 
and Voltaire. People at any rate imagined they were 
obeying God when they followed Mahomet, and the Scrip- 
tures when they hearkened to Luther. And perhaps one 
ought not too much to disparage that inclination which 
leads mankind to put into the hands of those whom it 
thinks the friends of God the direction and government 
of its heart and mind. It is the subjection to irreligious 
spirits which alone is fatal, and, in the fullest sense of the 
word, depraving. 

i May I say it? It is not hard to know God, provided 
one will not force oneself to define him. 

“ Do not bring into the domain of reasoning east which 
belongs to our innermost feeling. State truths of senti- 
ment, and do not try to prove them. There is a danger 
in such proofs; for in arguing it is necessary to treat that 
which is in question as something problematic: now that 
which we accustom ourselves to treat as problematic ends 
by appearing to us as really doubtful. In things that are 
visible and palpable, never prove what is believed al- 
ready; in things that are certain and mysterious — mys- 
terious by their greatness and by their nature — make 
people believe them, and do not prove them; in things 
that are matters of practice and duty, command, and do 
not explain. ‘ Fear God,’ has made many men pious; the 
proofs of the existence of God have made many men 
atheists. From the defense springs the attack; the ad- 
vocate begets in his hearer a wish to pick holes; and men 
are almost always led on, from the desire to contradict 
the doctor, to the desire to contradict the doctrine. Make 
truth lovely, and do not try to arm her; mankind will 
then be far less inclined to contend with her. 
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“ Why is even a bad preacher almost always heard by 
the pious with pleasure? Because he talks to them about 
what they love. But you who have to expound religion to 
children of this world, you who have to speak to them of 
that which they once loved perhaps, or which they would 
be glad to love — remember that they do not love it yet, 
and to make them love it take heed to speak with power. 

“You may do what you like, mankind will believe no 
one but God; and he only can persuade mankind who be- 
lieves that God has spoken to him. No one can give faith 
unless he has faith; the persuaded persuade, as the indul- 
gent disarm. 

“The only happy people in the world are the good man, 
the sage, and the saint; but the saint is happier than 
either of the others, so much is man by his nature formed 
for sanctity.” 

The same delicacy and penetration which he here shows 
in speaking of the inward essence of religion, Joubert 
shows also in speaking of its outward form, and of its 
manifestation in the world: 

“ Piety is not a religion, though it is the soul of all re- 
ligions. A man has not a religion simply by having pious 
inclinations, any more than he has a country simply by 
having philanthropy. A man has not a country until he 
is a citizen in a state, until he undertakes to follow and 
uphold certain laws, to obey certain magistrates, and to 
adopt certain ways of living and acting. 

“Religion is neither a theology nor a theosophy; it is 
more than all this; it is a discipline, a law, a yoke, an in- 
dissoluble engagement.” — 

Who, again, has ever shown with more truth and beauty 
the good and imposing side of the wealth and splendor of 
the Catholic Church, than Joubert in the following pas- 
sage? — 

“The pomps and magnificence with which the Church 
is reproached are in truth the result and the proof of her 
incomparable excellence. From whence, let me ask, have 
come this power of hers and these excessive riches, except 
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from the enchantment into which she threw all the world? 
Ravished with her beauty, millions of men from age 
to age kept loading her with gifts, bequests, cessions. 
She had the talent of making herself loved, and the 
talent of making men happy. It is that which wrought 
prodigies for her; it is from thence that she drew her 
power.” 

“She had the talent of making herself feared” — one 
should add that too, in order to be perfectly just; but 
Joubert, because he is a true child of light, can see that 
the wonderful success of the Catholic Church must have 
been due really to her good rather than to her bad quali- 
ties; to her making herself loved rather than to her mak- 
ing herself feared. 

How striking and suggestive, again, is this remark on 
the Old and New Testaments: 

“The Old Testament teaches the knowledge of good 
and evil; the Gospel, on the other hand, seems written 
for the predestinated; it is the book of innocence. The 
one is made for earth, the other seems made for heaven. 
According as the one or the other of these books takes 
hold of a nation, what may be called the religious humors 
of nations differ.” 

So the British and North American Puritans are the 
children of the Old Testament, as Joachim of Flora and 
St. Francis are the children of the New. And does not 
the following maxim exactly fit the Church of England, 
of which Joubert certainly never thought when he was 
writing it? — “ The austere sects excite the most enthusi- 
asm at first; but the temperate sects have always been 
the most durable.” 

And these remarks on the Jansenists and Jesuits, inter- 
esting in themselves, are still more interesting because 
they touch matters we cannot well know at first hand, and 
which Joubert, an impartial observer, had had the means 
of studying closely. We are apt to think of the Jansenists 
as having failed by reason of their merits; Joubert shows 
us how far their failure was due to their defects: 
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“ We ought to lay stress upon what is clear in Scripture, 
and to pass quickly over what is obscure; to light up what 
in Scripture is troubled, by what is serene in it; what 
puzzles and checks the reason, by what satisfies the 
reason. The Jansenists have done just the reverse. They 
lay stress upon what is uncertain, obscure, afflicting, and 
they pass lightly over all the rest; they eclipse the lumi- 
nous and consoling truths of Scripture, by putting be- 
tween us and them its opaque and dismal truths. For 
example, ‘ Many are called; ’ there is a clear truth: ‘ Few 
are chosen; ’ there is an obscure truth. ‘ We are children 
of wrath; ’ there is a somber, cloudy, terrifying truth: 
‘We are all the children of God; ’ ‘I came not to call 
the righteous, but sinners to repentance; ’ there are truths 
which are full of clearness, mildness, serenity, light. The 
Jansenists trouble our cheerfulness, and shed no cheering 
ray on our trouble. They are not, however, to be con- 
demned for what they say, because what they say is true; 
but they are to be condemned for what they fail to say, 
for that is true too — truer, even, than the other; that is, 
its truth is easier for us to seize, fuller, rounder, and more 
complete. Theology, as the Jansenists exhibit her, has 
but the half of her disk.” 

Again: 

“The Jansenists erect ‘grace’ into a kind of fourth 
person of the Trinity. They are, without thinking or 
intending it, Quaternitarians. St. Paul and St. Augus- 
tine, too exclusively studied, have done all the mischief. 
Instead of ‘ grace,’ say help, succor, a divine influence, a 
dew of heaven; then one can come to a right understand- 
ing. The word ‘ grace’ is a sort of talisman, all the bane- 
ful spell of which can be broken by translating it. The 
trick of personifying words is a fatal source of mischief in 
theology.” 

Once more: 

“The Jansenists tell men to love God; the Jesuits 
make men love him. The doctrine of these last is full of 
loosenesses, or, if you will, of errors; still — singular as it 
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may seem, it is undeniable — they are the better directors 
of souls. 

“The Jansenists have carried into religion more 
thought than the Jesuits, and they go deeper; they are 
faster bound with its sacred bonds. They have in their 
way of thinking an austerity which incessantly constrains 
the will to keep the path of duty; all the habits of their 
understanding, in short, are more Christian. But they 
seem to love God without affection, and solely from rea- 
son, from duty, from justice. The Jesuits, on the other 
hand, seem to love him from pure inclination; out of 
admiration, gratitude, tenderness; for the pleasure of loy- 
ing him, in short. In their books of devotion you find 
joy, because with the Jesuits nature and religion go hand 
in hand. In the books of the Jansenists there is a sadness 
and a moral constraint, because with the Jansenists reli- 
gion is forever trying to put nature in bonds.” 

The Jesuits have suffered, and deservedly suffered, 
plenty of discredit from what Joubert gently calls their 
“loosenesses ”; let them have the merit of their amiabil- 
ity. 

The most characteristic thoughts one can quote from 
any writer are always his thoughts on matters like these; 
but the maxims of Joubert are purely literary subjects 
also, have the same purged and subtle delicacy; they show 
the same sedulousness in him to preserve perfectly true 
the balance of his soul. Let me begin with this, which 
contains a truth too many people fail to perceive: 

“Tgnorance, which in matters of morals extenuates the 
crime, is itself, in matters of literature, a crime of the first 
order.” 

And here is another sentence, worthy of Goethe, to 
clear the air at one’s entrance into the region of liter- 
ature: 

“ With the fever of the senses, the delirium of the pas- 
sions, the weakness of the spirit; with the storms of the 
passing time and with the great scourges of human life — 
hunger, thirst, dishonor, diseases, and death — authors 
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may as long as they like go on making novels which shall 
harrow our hearts; but the soul says all the while, ‘ You 
hurt me.’ ” 

And again: 

“ Fiction has no business to exist unless it is more beau- 
tiful than reality. Certainly the monstrosities of fiction 
may be found in the booksellers’ shops; you buy them 
there for a certain number of francs, and you talk of 
them for a certain number of days; but they have no 
place in literature, because in literature the one aim of art 
is the beautiful. Once lose sight of that, and you have 
the mere frightful reality.” 

That is just the right criticism to pass on these “ mon- 
strosities””: they have no place in literature, and those 
who produce them are not really men of letters. One 
would think that this was enough to deter from such pro- 
duction any man of genuine ambition. But most of us, 
alas! are what we must be, not what we ought to be — 
not even what we know we ought to be. 

The following, of which the first part reminds one of 
Wordsworth’s sonnet, “If thou indeed derive thy light 
from heaven,” excellently defines the true salutary func- 
tion of literature, and the limits of this function: 

“ Whether one is an eagle or an ant, in the intellectual 
world, seems to me not to matter much; the essential 
thing is to have one’s place marked there, one’s station 
assigned, and to belong decidedly to a regular and whole- 
some order. A small talent, if it keeps within its limits 
and rightfully fulfils its task, may reach the goal just as 
well as a greater one. To accustom mankind to pleasures 
which depend neither upon the bodily appetites nor upon 
money, by giving them a taste for the things of the mind, 
seems to me, in fact, the one proper fruit which nature 
has meant our literary productions to have. When they 
have other fruits, it is by accident, and, in general, not for 
good. Books which absorb our attention to such a degree 
that they rob us of all fancy for other books, are abso- 
lutely pernicious. In this way they only bring fresh 
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erotchets and sects into the world; they multiply the 
great variety of weights, rules, and measures already ex- 
isting; they are morally and politically a nuisance.” 

Who can read these words and not think of the limiting 
effect exercised by certain works in certain spheres and 
for certain periods; exercised even by the works of men 
of genius or virtue — by the works of Rousseau, the works 
of Wesley, the works of Swedenborg? And what is it 
which makes the Bible so admirable a book, to be the one 
book of those who can have only one, but the miscella- 
neous character of the contents of the Bible? 

Joubert was all his life a passionate lover of Plato; I 
hope other lovers of Plato will forgive me for saying that 
their adored object has never been more truly described 
than he is here: 

“Plato shows us nothing, but he brings brightness with 
him; he puts light into our eyes, and fills us with a clear- 
ness by which all objects afterwards become illuminated. 
He teaches us nothing; but he prepares us, fashions us, 
and makes us ready to know all. Somehow or other, the 
habit of reading him augments in us the capacity for 
discerning and entertaining whatever fine truths may 
afterwards present themselves. Like mountain-air, it 
sharpens our organs, and gives us an appetite for whole- 
some food.” 

“ Plato loses himself in the void ” (he says again) ; “ but 
one sees the play of his wings, one hears their rustle.” 
And the conclusion is: “ It is good to breathe his air, but 
not live upon him.” 

As a pendant to the criticism on Plato, this on the 
French moralist Nicole is excellent: 

“Nicole is a Pascal without style. It is not what he 
says which is sublime, but what he thinks; he rises, not 
by the natural elevation of his own spirit, but by that of 
his doctrines. One must not look to the form in him, but 
to the matter, which is exquisite. He ought to be read 
with a direct view of practice.” 

_ English people have hardly ears to hear the praises of 
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Bossuet, and the Bossuet of Joubert is Bossuet at his 
very best; but this is a far truer Bossuet than the “ de- 
claimer” Bossuet of Lord Macaulay, himself a born 
rhetorician, if ever there was one: 

“ Bossuet employs all our idioms, as Homer employed 
all the dialects. The language of kings, of statesmen, and 
of warriors; the language of the people and of the stu- 
dent, of the country and of the schools, of the sanctuary 
and of the courts of law; the old and the new, the trivial 
and the stately, the quiet and the resounding — he turns 
all to his use; and out of all this he makes a style, simple, 
grave, majestic. His ideas are, like his words, varied — 
common and sublime together. Times and doctrines in 
all their multitude were ever before his spirit, as things 
and words in all their multitude were ever before it. He 
is not so much a man as a human nature, with the tem- 
perance of a saint, the justice of a bishop, the prudence of 
a doctor, and the might of a great spirit.” 

After this on Bossuet, I must quote a criticism on 
Racine, to show that Joubert did not indiscriminately 
worship all the French gods of the grand century: 

“Those who find Racine enough for them are poor 
souls and poor wits; they are souls and wits which have 
never got beyond the callow and boarding-school stage. 
Admirable, as no doubt he is, for his skill in having made 
poetical the most humdrum sentiments and the most mid- 
dling sort of passions, he can yet stand us in stead of no- 
body but himself. He is a superior writer; and, in lit- 
erature, that at once puts a man on a pinnacle. But he 
is not an inimitable writer.” 

And again: “ The talent of Racine is in his works, but 
Racine himself is not there. That is why he himself be- 
came disgusted with them.” “Of Racine, as of his an- 
cients, the genius lay in taste. His elegance is perfect, 
but it is not supreme, like that of Virgil.” And, indeed, 
there is something swpreme in an elegance which exercises 
such a fascination as Virgil’s does; which makes one re- 
turn to his poems again and again, long after one thinks 
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one has done with them; which makes them one of those 
books that, to use Joubert’s words, “ lure the reader back 
to them, as the proverb says good wine lures back the 
wine-bibber.” And the highest praise Joubert can at last 
find for Racine is this, that he is the Virgil of the igno- 
rant — “ Racine est le Virgile des ignorants.” 

Of Boileau, too, Joubert says: “ Boileau is a powerful 
poet, but only in the world of half poetry.” How true is 
that of Pope also! And he adds: “ Neither Boileau’s 
poetry nor Racine’s flows from the fountain-head.” No 
Englishman, controverting the exaggerated French esti- 
mate of these poets, could desire to use fitter words. 

I will end with some remarks on Voltaire and Rous- 
seau, remarks in which Joubert eminently shows his prime 
merit as a critic — the soundness and completeness of his 
judgments. I mean that he has the faculty of judging 
with all the powers of his mind and soul at work together 
in due combination; and how rare is this faculty! how 
seldom is it exercised towards writers who so powerfully 
as Voltaire and Rousseau stimulate and call into activity 
a single side in us! 

“Voltaire’s wits came to their maturity twenty years 
sooner than the wits of other men, and remained in full 
vigor thirty years longer. The charm which our style in 
general gets from our ideas, his ideas get from his style. 
Voltaire is sometimes afflicted, sometimes strongly moved; 
but serious he never is. His very graces have an effront- 
ery about them. He had correctness of judgment, liveli- 
ness of imagination, nimble wits, quick taste, and a moral 
sense in ruins. He is the most debauched of spirits, and 
the worst of him is that one gets debauched along with 
him. If he had been a wise man, and had had the self- 
discipline of wisdom, beyond-a doubt half his wit would 
have been gone; it needed an atmosphere of licence in 
order to play freely. Those people who read him every 
day, create for themselves, by an invincible law, the 
necessity of liking him. But those people who, having 
given up reading him, gaze steadily down upon the influ- 
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ences which his spirit has shed abroad, find themselves in 
simple justice and duty compelled to detest him. It is 
impossible to be satisfied with him, and impossible not to 
be fascinated by him.” 

The literary sense in us is apt to rebel against so severe 
a judgment on such a charmer of the literary sense as 
Voltaire, and perhaps we English are not very liable to 
catch Voltaire’s vices, while of some of his merits we have 
signal need; still, as the real definitive judgment on Vol- 
taire, Joubert’s is undoubtedly the true one. It is nearly 
identical with that of Goethe. Joubert’s sentence on 
Rousseau is in some respects more favorable: 

“ That weight in the speaker (auctoritas) which the an- 
cients talk of, is to be found in Bossuet more than in any 
other French author; Pascal, too, has it, and La Bruyeére; 
even Rousseau has something of it, but Voltaire not a 
particle. I can understand how a Rousseau—I mean a 
Rousseau cured of his faults — might at the present day 
do much good, and may even come to be greatly wanted; 
but under no circumstances can a Voltaire be of any use.” 

The peculiar power of Rousseau’s style has never been 
better hit off than in the following passage: 

“ Rousseau imparted, if I may so speak, bowels of feel- 
ing to the words he used (donna des entrailles a tous les 
mots), and poured into them such a charm, sweetness so 
penetrating, energy so puissant, that his writings have an 
effect upon the soul something like that of those illicit 
pleasures which steal away our taste and intoxicate our 


The final judgment, however, is severe, and justly se- 
vere: 

“Life without actions; life entirely resolved into affec- 
tions and half-sensual thoughts; do-nothingness setting 
up for a virtue; cowardliness with voluptuousness; fierce 
pride with nullity underneath it; the strutting phrase of 
the most sensual of vagabonds, who has made his system 
of philosophy and can give it eloquently forth: there is 
Rousseau! A piety in which there is no religion; a se- 
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verity which brings corruption with it; a dogmatism 
which serves to ruin all authority: there is Rousseau’s 
philosophy! To all tender, ardent, and elevated natures, 
I say: Only Rousseau can detach you from religion, and 
only true religion can cure you of Rousseau.” 

I must yet find room, before I end, for one at least 
of Joubert’s sayings on political matters; here, too, the 
whole man shows himself; and here, too, the affinity with 
Coleridge is very remarkable. How true, how true in 
France especially, is this remark on the contrasting direc- 
tion taken by the aspirations of the community in ancient 
and in modern states: 

“The ancients were attached to their country by three 
things — their temples, their tombs, and their forefathers. 
The two great bonds which united them to their govern- 
ment were the bonds of habit and antiquity. With the 
moderns, hope and the love of novelty have produced a 
total change. The ancients said our forefathers, we say 
posterity: we do not, like them, love our patria, that is 
to say, the country and the laws of our fathers, rather we 
love the laws and the country of our children; the charm 
we are most sensible to is the charm of the future, and not, 
the charm of the past.” 

And how keen and true is this criticism on the changed 
sense of the word “ liberty ”: 

“A great many words have changed their meaning. 
The word liberty, for example, had at bottom among the 
ancients the same meaning as the word dominion. I wowd 
be free meant, in the mouth of the ancient, I would take 
part in governing or admimstering the State; in the 
mouth of a modern it means, J would be independent. 
The word liberty has with us a moral sense; with them 
its sense was purely political.” 

Joubert had lived through the French Revolution, and 
to the modern cry for liberty he was prone to answer: 

“Let your cry be for free souls rather even than for 
free men. Moral liberty is the one vitally important 
liberty, the one liberty which is indispensable; the other 
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liberty is good and salutary only so far as it favors this. 
Subordination is in itself a better thing than independ- 
ence. The one implies order and arrangement; the other 
implies only self-sufficiency with isolation. The one 
means harmony, the other a single tone; the one is the 
whole, the other is but the part.” 

“Tiberty! liberty! ” he cries again; “in all things let 
us have justice, and then we shall have enough liberty.” 

Let us have justice, and then we shall have enough 
liberty! The wise man will never refuse to echo those 
words; but then, such is the imperfection of human gov- 
ernments, that almost always, in order to get justice, one 
has first to secure liberty. 

I do not hold up Joubert as a very astonishing and 
powerful genius, but rather as a delightful and edifying 
genius. I have not cared to exhibit him as a sayer of bril- 
hant epigrammatic things, such things as “ Notre vie est 
du vent tissu... les dettes abrégent la vie .. . celui 
qui a de l’imagination sans érudition a des ailes et n’a pas 
de pieds (Our life is woven wind . . . debts take from life 

. .. the man of imagination without learning has wings 
and no feet),” though for such sayings he is famous. In 
the first place, the French language is in itself so favor- 
able a vehicle for such sayings, that the making them in 
it has the less merit; at least half the merit ought to go, 
not to the maker of the saying, but to the French lan- 
guage. In the second place, the peculiar beauty of Jou- 
bert is not there; it is not in what is exclusively intellec- 
tual — it is in the union of soul with intellect, and in the 
delightful, satisfying result which this union produces. 
“Vivre, c’est penser et sentir son 4me ... le bonheur 
est de sentir son 4me bonne . . . toute vérité nue et crue 
n’a pas assez passé par l’Ame .. . les hommes ne sont 
justes qu’envers ceux qu’ils aiment (The essence of life 
lies in thinking and being conscious of one’s soul... 
happiness is the sense of one’s soul being good .. . if 
a truth is nude and crude, that is a proof it has not been 
steeped long enough in the soul, . .. man cannot even 
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be just to his neighbor, unless he loves him); ” it is much 
rather in sayings like these that Joubert’s best and in- 
nermost nature manifests itself. He is the most prepos- 
sessing and convincing of witnesses to the good of loving 
light. Because he sincerely loved light, and did not pre- 
fer to it any little private darkness of his own, he found 
light; his eye was single, and therefore his whole body was 
full of light. And because he was full of light, he was 
also full of happiness. In spite of his infirmities, in spite 
of his sufferings, in spite of his obscurity, he was the hap- 
piest man alive; his life was as charming as his thoughts. 
For certainly it is natural that the love of light, which is 
already, in some measure, the possession of light, should 
irradiate and beatify the whole life of him who has it. 
There is something unnatural and shocking where, as in 
the case of Coleridge, it does not. Joubert pains us by no 
such contradiction; “ the same penetration of spirit which 
made him such delightful company to his friends, served 
also to make him perfect in his own personal life, by en- 
abling him always to perceive and do what was right; ” 
he loved and sought light till he became so habituated to 
it, so accustomed to the joyful testimony of a good con- 
science, that, to use his own words, “ he could no longer 
exist without this, and was obliged to live without re- 
proach if he would live without misery.” 

Joubert was not famous while he lived, and he will not 
be famous now that he is dead. But, before’ we pity him 
for this, let us be sure what we mean, in literature, by 
famous. There are the famous men of genius in litera- 
ture — the Homers, Dantes, Shakespeares: of them we 
need not speak; their praise is forever and ever. Then 
there are the famous men of ability in literature: their 
praise is in their own generation. And what makes this 
difference? The work of the two orders of men is at the 
bottom the same —a criticism of life. The end and aim 
of all literature, if one considers it attentively, is, in truth, 
nothing but that. But the criticism which the men of 
genius pass upon human life is permanently acceptable to 
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mankind; the criticism which the men of ability pass 
upon human life is transitorily acceptable. Between 
Shakespeare’s criticism of human life and Scribe’s the dif- 
ference is there; —the one is permanently acceptable, 
the other transitorily. Whence then, I repeat, this differ- 
ence? It is that the acceptableness of Shakespeare’s 
criticism depends upon its inherent truth: the acceptable- 
ness of Scribe’s upon its suiting itself, by its subject-mat- 
ter, ideas, mode of treatment, to the taste of the gen- 
eration that hears it. But the taste and ideas of one 
generation are not those of the next. This next generation 
in its turn arrives; —first its sharpshooters, its quick- 
witted, audacious light troops; then the elephantine main 
body. The imposing array of its predecessor it con- 
fidently assails, riddles it with bullets, passes over its 
body. It goes hard then with many once popular reputa- 
tions, with many authorities once oracular. Only two 
kinds of authors are safe in the general havoc. The first 
kind are the great abounding fountains of truth, whose 
criticism of life is a source of illumination and joy to the 
whole human race forever,—the Homers, the Shake- 
speares. These are the sacred personages, whom all 
civilized warfare respects. The second are those whom 
the out-skirmishers of the new generation, its fore- 
runners — quick-witted soldiers, as I have said, the select 
of the army — recognize, though the bulk of their com- 
rades behind might not, as of the same family and char- 
acter with the sacred personages, exercising like them an 
immortal function, and like them inspiring a permanent 
interest. They snatch them up, and set them in a place 
of shelter, where the oncoming multitude may not over- 
whelm them. These are the Jouberts. They will never, 
like the Shakespeares, command the homage of the multi- 
tude; but they are safe; the multitude will not trample 
them down. Except these two kinds, no author is safe. 
Let us consider, for example, Joubert’s famous contem- 
porary, Lord Jeffrey. All his vivacity and accomplish- 
ment avail him nothing; of the true critic he had in an 
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eminent degree no quality, except one —curiosity. Curi- 
osity he had, but he had no gift for truth; he cannot 
illuminate and rejoice us; no intelligent out-skirmisher of 
the new generation cares about him, cares to put him in 
safety; at this moment we are all passing over his body. 
Let us consider a greater than Jeffrey, a critic whose 
reputation still stands firm,— will stand, many people 
think, forever — the great apostle of the Philistines, Lord 
Macaulay. Lord Macaulay was, as I have already said, 
a born rhetorician; a splendid rhetorician doubtless, and, 
beyond that, an English rhetorician also, an honest rhet- 
orician; still, beyond the apparent rhetorical truth of 
things he never could penetrate; for their vital truth, for 
what the French call the wraie vérité, he had absolutely 
no organ; therefore his reputation, brilliant as it is, is not 
secure. Rhetoric so good as his excites and gives pleas- 
ure; but by pleasure alone you cannot permanently bind 
men’s spirits to you. Truth illuminates and gives joy, 
and it is by the bond of joy, not of pleasure, that men’s 
spirits are indissolubly held. As Lord Macaulay’s own 
generation dies out, as a new generation arrives, without 
those ideas and tendencies of its predecessor which Lord 
Macaulay so deeply shared and so happily satisfied, will 
he give the same pleasure? and, if he ceases to give this, 
has he enough of light in him to make him last? Pleas- 
ure the new generation will get from its own novel ideas 
and tendencies; but light is another and a rarer thing, and 
must be treasured wherever it can be found. Will 
Macaulay be saved, in the sweep and pressure of time, 
for his light’s sake, as Johnson has already been saved by 
two generations, Joubert by one? I think it very doubt- 
ful. But for a spirit of any delicacy and dignity, what 
a fate, if he could foresee it! to be an oracle for one gen- 
eration, and then of little or no account forever. How 
far better, to pass with scant notice through one’s own 
generation, but to be singled out and preserved by the 
very iconoclasts of the next, then in their turn by those 
of the next, and so, like the lamp of life itself, to be 
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handed on from one generation to another in safety! 
This is Joubert’s lot, and it is a very enviable one. The 
new men of the new generations, while they let the dust 
deepen on a thousand Laharpes, will say of him: “He 
lived in the Philistine’s day, in a place and time when 
almost every idea current in literature had the mark of 
Dagon upon it, and not the mark of the children of light. 
Nay, the children of light were as yet hardly so much as 
heard of: the Canaanite was then in the land. Still, there 
were even then a few, who, nourished on some secret tra- 
dition, or illumined, perhaps, by a divine inspiration, kept 
aloof from the reigning superstitions, never bowed the 
knee to the gods of Canaan; and one of these few was 
called Joubert.” 


a 


XIV 
GEORGE SAND 


THe months go round, and anniversaries return; on 
the ninth of June George Sand will have been dead just 
one year. She was born in 1804; she was almost seventy- 
two years old when she died. She came to Paris after the 
revolution of 1830, with her “ Indiana ” written, and began 
her life of independence, her life of authorship, her life 
as George Sand. She continued at work till she died. 
For forty-five years she was writing and publishing, and 
filled Europe with her name. 

It seems to me but the other day that I saw her, yet it 
was in the August of 1846, more than thirty years ago. I 
saw her in her own Berry, at Nohant, where her child- 
hood and youth were passed, where she returned to live 
after she became famous, where she died and has now her 
grave. There must be many who, after reading her books, 
have felt the same desire which in those days of my 
youth, in 1846, took me to Nohant—the desire to see 
the country and the places of which the books that so 
charmed us were full. Those old provinces of the center 
of France, primitive and slumbering — Berry, La Marche, 


. Bourbonnais; those sites and streams in them, of name 


once so indifferent to us, but to which George Sand gave 
such a music for our ear — La Ch§atre, Ste. Sévére, the 
Vallée Noire, the Indre, the Creuse; how many a reader 
of George Sand must have desired, as I did, after fre- 
quenting them so much in thought, fairly to set eyes upon 
them! 

I had been reading “ Jeanne.” I made up my mind to 
go and see Toulx Ste. Croix, Boussac, and the Druidical 
stones on Mont Barlot, the Pierres Jaundtres. I remem- 
ber looking out Toulx in Cassini’s great map at the 
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Bodleian Library. The railway through the center of 
France went in those days no farther than Vierzon. From 
Vierzon to Chateauroux one travelled by an ordinary dili- 
gence, from ChAateauroux to La Chatre by a humbler 
diligence, from La Chatre to Boussac by the humblest 
diligence of all. At Boussac diligence ended, and patache 
began. Between Chateauroux and La Chatre, a mile or 
two before reaching the latter place, the road passes by 
the village of Nohant. The Chateau of Nohant, in which 
Madame Sand lived, is a plain house by the road-side, 
with a walled garden. Down in the meadows, not far off, 
flows the Indre, bordered by trees. I passed Nohant 
without stopping, at La Chatre I dined and changed dili- 
gence, and went on by night up the valley of the Indre, 
the Vallée Noire, past Ste. Sévére to Boussac. At Ste. 
Sévere the Indre is quite a small stream. In the darkness 
we quitted its valley, and when day broke we were in the 
wilder and barer country of La Marche, with Boussac be- 
fore us, and its high castle on a precipitous rock over the 
Little Creuse. 

That day and the next I wandered through a silent 
country of heathy and ferny landes, a region of granite 
boulders, holly, and broom, of copsewood and great chest- 
nut trees; a region of broad light, and fresh breezes and 
wide horizons. I visited the Pierres Jaundtres. I stood 
at sunset on the platform of Toulx Ste. Croix, by the 
scrawled and almost effaced stone lions—a relic, it is 
said, of the English rule—and gazed on the blue moun- 
tains of Auvergne filling the distance, and southeastward 
of them, in a still farther and fainter distance, on what 
seemed to be the mountains over Le Puy and the high 
valley of the Loire. 

From Boussac I addressed to Madame Sand the sort 
of letter of which she must in her lifetime have had scores, 
a letter conveying to her, in bad French, the homage of a | 
youthful and enthusiastic foreigner who had read her 
works with delight. She received the infliction good- 
naturedly, for on my return to La Chatre I found a 
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message left at the inn by a servant from Nohant that 
Madame Sand would be glad to see me if I called. The 
mid-day breakfast at Nohant was not yet over when I 
reached the house, and I found a large party assembled. 
I entered with some trepidation, as well I might, con- 
sidering how I had got there; but the simplicity of 
Madame Sand’s manner put me at ease in a moment. 
She named some of those present; among them were her 
son and daughter, the Maurice and Solange so famil- 
iar to us from her books, and Chopin with his wonder- 
ful eyes. There was at that time nothing astonishing 
in Madame Sand’s appearance. She was not in man’s 
clothes, she wore a sort of costume not impossible, I 
should think (although on these matters I speak with 
hesitation), to members of the fair sex at this hour among 
ourselves, as an outdoor dress for the country or for 
Scotland. She made me sit by her and poured out for 
me the insipid and depressing beverage, boisson fade et 
mélancolique, as Balzac called it, for which English peo- 
ple are thought abroad to be always thirsting — tea. She 
conversed of the country through which I had been wan- 
dering, of the Berry peasants and their mode of life, of 
Switzerland, whither I was going; she touched politely, 
by a few questions and remarks, upon England and things 
and persons English—upon Oxford and Cambridge, 
Byron, Bulwer. As she spoke, her eyes, head, bearing, 
were all of them striking; but the main impression she 
made was an impression of what I have already men- 
tioned — of simplicity, frank, cordial simplicity. After 
breakfast she led the way into the garden, asked me a 
few kind questions about myself and my plans, gathered 
a flower or two and gave them to me, shook hands heart- 
ily at the gate, and I saw her no more. In 1859 M. 
Michelet gave me a letter to her, which would have en- 
abled me to present myself in more regular fashion. 
Madame Sand was then in Paris. But a day or two 
passed before I could call, and when I called, Madame 
Sand had left Paris and had gone back to Nohant. The 
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impression of 1846 has remained my single impression 
of her. 

Of her gaze, form, and speech, that one impression is 
enough; better perhaps than a mixed impression from 
seeing her at sundry times and after successive changes. 
But as the first anniversary of her death draws near, 
there arises again a desire which I felt when she died, the 
desire, not indeed to take a critical survey of her — very 
far from it. I feel no inclination at all to go regularly 
through her productions, to classify and value them one 
by one, to pick out from them what the English public 
may most like, or to present to that public, for the most 
part ignorant of George Sand and for the most part in- 
different to her, a full history and a judicial estimate of 
the woman and of her writings. But I desire to recall to 
my own mind, before the occasion offered by her death 
passes quite away — to recall and collect the elements of 
that powerful total-impression which, as a writer, she 
made upon me; to recall and collect them, to bring them 
distinctly into view, to feel them in all their depth and 
power once more. What I here attempt is not for the 
benefit of the indifferent; it is for my own satisfaction, it 
is for myself. But perhaps those for whom George Sand 
has been a friend and a power will find an interest in 
following me. 

Le sentiment de la vie idéale, qui nest autre que la 
vie normale telle que nous sommes appelés a@ la con- 
naitre —“ the sentiment of the ideal life, which is none 
other than man’s normal life as we shall some day know 
it’ — those words from one of her last publications give 
the ruling thought of George Sand, the ground-motive, as 
they say in music, of all her strain. It is as a personage 
inspired by this motive that she interests us. 

The English public conceives of her as of a novel-writer 
who wrote stories more or less interesting; the earlier 
ones objectionable and dangerous, the later ones, some 
of them, unexceptionable and fit to be put into the hands 
of the youth of both sexes. With such a conception of 
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George Sand, a story of hers like “‘ Consuelo ” comes to be 
elevated in England into quite an undue relative impor- 
tance, and to pass with very many people for her typical 
work, displaying all that is really valuable and significant 
in the author. “Consuelo” is a charming story. But~ 
George Sand is something more than a maker of charm- 
ing stories, and only a portion of her is shown in “ Con- 
suelo.” She is more, likewise, than a creator of charac- 
ters. She has created, with admirable truth to nature, 
characters most attractive and attaching, such as Ed- 
mée, Genevieve, Germain. But she is not adequately ex- 
pressed by them. We do not know her unless we feel the 
spirit which goes through her work as a whole. 

In order to feel this spirit it is not, indeed, necessary to 
read all that she ever produced. Even three or four only 
out of her many books might suffice to show her to us, if 
they were well chosen; let us say, the “ Lettres d’un Voy- 
ageur, “ Mauprat,” “ Francois le Champi,”’ and a story 
which I was glad to see Mr. Myers, in his appreciative 
notice of Madame Sand, single out for praise — “ Val- 
vedre.” In these may be found all the principal elements 
of their author’s strain: the cry of agony and revolt, the 
trust in nature and beauty, the aspiration towards a 
purged and renewed human society. 

Of George Sand’s strain, during forty years, these are 
the grand elements. Now it is one of them which appears 
most prominently, now it is another. The cry of agony 
and’ revolt is in her earlier work only, and passes away in 
her later. But in the evolution of these three elements — 
the passion of agony and revolt, the consolation from 
nature and from beauty, the ideas of social renewal — in 
the evolution of these is George Sand and George Sand’s 
life and power. Through their evolution her constant 
motive declares and unfolds itself, that motive which we 
have set forth above: “the sentiment of the ideal life, 
which is none other than man’s normal life as we shall 
one day know it.” This is the motive, and through these 
elements is its evolution; an evolution pursued, moreover, 
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with the most unfailing resolve, the most absolute sin- 
cerity. 

The hour of agony and revolt passed away for George 
Sand, as it passed away for Goethe, as it passes away for 
their readers likewise. It passes away and does not re- 
turn; yet those who, amid the agitations, more or less 
stormy, of their youth, betook themselves to the early 
works of George Sand, may in later life cease to read 
them, indeed, but they can no more forget them than 
they can forget “ Werther.” George Sand speaks some- 
where of her “ days of ‘ Corinne.’”’ Days of “ Valentine,” 
many of us may in like manner say — days of “ Valen- 
tine,” days of “ Lélia,” days never to return! They are 
gone, we shall read the books no more, and yet how inef- 
faceable is their impression! How the sentences from 
George Sand’s works of that period still linger in our 
memory and haunt the ear with their cadences! Grandi- 
ose and moving, they come, those cadences, like the sigh- 
ing of the wind through the forest, like the breaking of 
the waves on the seashore. Lélia in her cell on the 
mountain of the Camaldoli— 

“Sibyl, Sibyl forsaken; spirit of the days of old, joined 
to a brain which rebels against the divine inspiration; 
broken lyre, mute instrument, whose tones the world of 
to-day, if it heard them, could not understand, but yet in 
whose depth the eternal harmony murmurs imprisoned; 
priestess of death, I, I who feel and know that before now 
I have been Pythia, have wept before now, before now 
have spoken, but who cannot recollect, alas, cannot utter 
the word of healing! Yes, yes! I remember the cavern 
of truth and the access of revelation; but the word of 
human destiny, I have forgotten it; but the talisman of 
deliverance, it is lost from my hand. And yet, indeed, 
much, much have I seen! and when suffering presses me 
sore, when indignation takes hold of me, when I feel 
Prometheus wake up in my heart and beat his puissant 
wings against the stone which confines him — oh, then, in 
prey to a frenzy without a name, to a despair without 
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bounds, I invoke the unknown master and friend who 
might illumine my spirit and set free my tongue; but I 
grope in darkness, and my tired arms grasp nothing save 
delusive shadows. And for ten thousand years, as the 
sole answer to my cries, as the sole comfort in my agony, 
I hear astir, over this earth accurst, the despairing sob of 
impotent agony. For ten thousand years I have cried in 
infinite space: Truth! Truth! For ten thousand years 
infinite space keeps answering me: Desire, Desire. O 
Sibyl forsaken! O mute Pythia! dash then thy head 
against the rocks of thy cavern, and mingle thy raging 
Blood with the foam of the sea; for thou deemest thyself 
to have possessed the almighty Word, and these ten 
thousand years thou art seeking him in vain.” 

Or Sylvia’s cry over Jacques by his glacier in the 
Tyrol — 

“When such a man as thou art is born into a world 
where he can do no true service; when, with the soul of 
an apostle and the courage of a martyr, he has simply to 
push his way among the heartless and aimless crowds 
which vegetate without living, the atmosphere suffocates 
him and he dies. Hated by sinners, the mock of fools, 
disliked by the envious, abandoned by the weak, what can 
he do but return to God, weary with having labored in 
vain, in sorrow at having accomplished nothing? The 
world remains in all its vileness and in all its hatefulness; 
this is what men call, ‘ the triumph of good sense over en- 
thusiasm.’ ” 

Or Jacques himself, and his doctrine — 

“Life is arid and terrible, repose is a dream, prudence 
is useless; mere reason alone serves simply to dry up the 
heart; there is but one virtue, the eternal sacrifice of 
oneself.” 

Or George Sand speaking in her own person, in the 
“Lettres d’un Voyageur ” — 

“ Ah, no, I was not born to be a poet, I was born to 
love. It is the misfortune of my destiny, it is the enmity 
of others, which have made me a wanderer and an artist. 
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What I wanted was to live a human life; I had a heart, it 
has been torn violently from my breast. All that has 
been left me is a head, a head full of noise and pain, of 
horrible memories, of images of woe, of scenes of out- 
rage. And because in writing stories to earn my bread 
I could not help remembering my sorrows, because I had 
the audacity to say that in married life there were to be 
found miserable beings, by reason of the weakness which 
is enjoined upon the woman, by reason of the brutality 
which is permitted to the man, by reason of the turpi- 
tudes which society covers and protects with a veil, I am 
pronounced immoral, I am treated as if I were the enemy 
of the human race.” 

If only, alas, together with her honesty and her courage, 
she could feel within herself that she had also light and 
hope and power; that she was able to lead those whom 
she loved, and who looked to her for guidance! But no; 
her very own children, witnesses of her suffering, her un- 
certainty, her struggles, her evil report, may come to 
doubt her: 

“My poor children, my own flesh and blood, will per- 
haps turn upon me and say: ‘ You are leading us wrong, 
you mean to ruin us as well as yourself. Are you not un- 
happy, reprobated, evil spoken of? What have you 
gained by these unequal struggles, by these much trum- 
peted duels of yours with custom and belief? Let us do 
as others do; let us get what is to be got out of this easy 
and tolerant world.’ 

“This is what they will say to me. Or at best, if, out 
of tenderness for me, or from their own natural disposi- 
tion, they give ear to my words and believe me, whither 
shall I guide them? Into what abysses shall we go and 
plunge ourselves, we three? —for we shall be our own 
three upon earth, and not one soul with us. What shall I 
reply to them if they come and say to me; ‘ Yes, life is 
unbearable in a world like this. Let us die together. 
Show us the path of Bernica, or the lake of Sténio, or the 
glaciers of Jacques.’ ” 
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Nevertheless the failure of the impassioned seekers of 
a new and better world proves nothing, George Sand 
maintains, for the world as it is. Ineffectual they may be, 
but the world is still more ineffectual, and it is the 
world’s course which is doomed to ruin, not theirs. “ What 
has it done,” exclaims George Sand in her preface to 
Guérin’s “ Centaure,” “ what has it done for our moral 
education, and what is-it doing for our children, this so- 
ciety shielded with such care?” Nothing. Those whom 
it calls vain complainers and rebels and madmen, may 
reply: 

“Suffer us to bewail our martyrs, poets without a 
country that we are, forlorn singers, well versed in the 
causes of their misery and of our own. You do not com- 
prehend the malady which killed them; they themselves 
did not comprehend it. If one or two of us at the pres- 
ent day open our eyes to a new light, is it not by a strange 
and unaccountable good Providence; and have we not to 
seek our grain of faith in storm and darkness, combated 
by doubt, irony, the absence of all sympathy, all example, 
all brotherly aid, all protection and countenance in high 
places? Try yourselves to speak to your brethren heart 
to heart, conscience to conscience! Try it—but you 
cannot, busied as you are with watching and patching up 
in all directions your dykes which the flood is invading. 
The material existence of this society of yours absorbs all 
your care, and requires more than all your efforts. Mean- 
while the powers of human thought are growing into 
strength, and rise on all sides around you. Among these 
threatening apparitions, there are some which fade away 
and reénter the darkness, because the hour of life has 
not yet struck, and the fiery spirit which quickened them 
could strive no longer with the horrors of this present 
chaos; but there are others that can wait, and you will 
find them confronting you, up and alive, to say: ‘You 
have allowed the death of our brethren, and we, we do 
not mean to die.’ ” 

She did not, indeed. How should she faint and fail be- 
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fore her time, because of a world out of joint, because of 
the reign of stupidity, because of the passions of youth, 
because of the difficulties and disgusts of married life in 
the native seats of the homme sensuel moyen, the aver- 
age sensual man, she who could feel so well the power of 
those eternal consolers, nature and beauty? From the 
very first they introduce a note of suavity in her strain 
of grief and passion. Who can forget the lanes and 
meadows of “ Valentine ”? 

George Sand is one of the few French writers who keep 
us closely and truly intimate with rural nature. She gives 
us the wild-flowers by their actual names — snowdrop, 
primrose, columbine, iris, scabious. Nowhere has she 
touched her native Berry and its little-known landscape, 
its campagnes ignorées, with a lovelier charm than in 
“Valentine.” The winding and deep lanes running out of 
the high road on either side, the fresh and calm spots 
they take us to, “ meadows of a tender green, plaintive 
brooks, clumps of alder and mountain ash, a whole world 
of suave and pastoral nature” — how delicious it all is! 
The grave and silent peasant whose very dog will hardly 
deign to bark at you, the great white ox, “ the unfailing 
dean of these pastures,” staring solemnly at you from the 
thicket; the farmhouse “ with its avenue of maples, and 
the Indre, here hardly more than a bright rivulet, steal- 
ing along through rushes and yellow iris, in the field be- 
low ” —who, I say, can forget them? And that one lane 
in especial, the lane where Athénais puts her arm out 
of the side window of the rustic carriage and gathers May 
from the overarching hedge — that lane with its startled 
blackbirds, and humming insects, and limpid water, and 
swaying water-plants, and shelving gravel, and yellow 
wagtails hopping, half-pert, half-frightened, on the sand 
— that lane with its rushes, cresses, and mint below, its 
honeysuckle and traveller’s-joy above — how gladly might 
one give all that strangely English picture in Eng- 
lish, if the charm of Madame Sand’s language did not 
here defy translation! Let us try something less diffi- 
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cult, and yet something where we may still have her in 
this her beloved world of “ simplicity, and sky, and fields 
and trees, and peasant life— peasant life looked at, by 
preference, on its good and sound side.” Voyez donc la 
simplicité, vous autres, voyez le ciel et les champs, et les 
arbres, et les paysans, surtout dans ce qwils ont de bon et 
de vrai. 

The introduction to “La Mare au Diable” will give us 
what we want. George Sand has been looking at an en- 
graving of Holbein’s Laborer. An old thick-set peasant, 
in rags, is driving his plough in the midst of a field. All 
around spreads a wild landscape, dotted with a few poor 
huts. The sun is setting behind a hill; the day of toil is 
nearly over. It has been a hard one; the ground is 
rugged and stony, the laborer’s horses are but skin and 
bone, weak and exhausted. There is but one alert figure, 
the skeleton Death, who with a whip skips nimbly along 
at the horses’ side and urges the team. Under the picture 
is a quotation in old French, to the effect that after the 
laborer’s life of travail and service, in which he has to 
gain his bread by the sweat of his brow, here comes 
Death to fetch him away. And from so rude a life does 
Death take him, says George Sand, that Death is hardly 
unwelcome; and in another composition by Holbein, 
where men of almost every condition — popes, sovereigns, 
lovers, gamblers, monks, soldiers—are taunted with 
their fear of Death and do indeed see his approach with 
terror, Lazarus alone is easy and composed, and sitting 
on his dunghill at the rich man’s door, tells Death that he 
does not dread him. 

With her thoughts full of Holbein’s mournful picture, 
George Sand goes out into the fields of her own Berry: 

“ My walk was by the border of a field which some 
peasants were getting ready for being sown presently. 
The space to be ploughed was wide, as in Holbein’s pic- 
ture. The landscape was vast also; the great lines of 
green which it contained were just touched with russet by 
the approach of autumn; on the rich brown soil recent 
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rain had left, in a good many furrows, lines of water, 
which shone in the sun like silver threads. The day was 
clear and soft, and the earth gave out a light smoke where 
it had been freshly laid open by the ploughshare. At the 
top of the field an old man, whose broad back and severe 
face were like those of the old peasant of Holbein, but 
whose clothes told no tale of poverty, was gravely driving 
his plough of an antique shape, drawn by two tranquil 
oxen, with coats of a pale buff, real patriarchs of the fal- 
low, tall of make, somewhat thin, with long and back- 
ward-sloping horns, the kind of old workmen who by 
habit have got to be brothers to one another, as through- 
out our country-side they are called, and who, if one 
loses the other, refuse to work with a new comrade, and 
fret themselves to death. People unacquainted with the 
country will not believe in this affection of the ox for his 
yoke-fellow. They should come and see one of the poor 
beasts in a corner of his stable, thin, wasted, lashing with 
his restless tail his lean flanks, blowing uneasily and fas- 
tidiously on the provender offered to him, his eyes forever 
turned towards the stable door, scratching with his foot 
the empty place left at his side, sniffing the yokes and 
bands which his companion has worn, and incessantly 
calling for him with piteous lowings. The ox-herd will 
tell you: There is a pair of oxen done for! his brother is 
dead, and this one will work no more. He ought to be fat- 
tened for killing; but we cannot get him to eat, and in 
a short time he will have starved himself to death.” 
How faithful and close it is, this contact of George 
Sand with country things, with the life of nature in its 
vast plenitude and pathos! And always in the end the 
human interest, as is right, emerges and predominates. 
What is the central figure in the fresh and calm rural 
world of George Sand? It is the peasant. And what is 
the peasant? He is France, life, the future. And this is 
the strength of George Sand, and of her second move- 
ment, after the first movement of energy and revolt was 
over, towards nature and beauty, towards the country, 
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towards primitive life, the peasant. She regarded nature 
and beauty, not with the selfish and solitary joy of the 
artist who but seeks to appropriate them for his own pur- 
poses, she regarded them as a treasure of immense and 
hitherto unknown application, as a vast power of healing 
and delight for all, and for the peasant first and foremost. 
Yes, she cries, the simple life is the true one! but the 
peasant, the great organ of that life, “ the minister in that 
vast temple which only the sky is vast enough to em- 
brace,” the peasant is not doomed to toil and moil in it 
forever, overdone and unawakened, like Holbein’s laborer, 
and to have for his best comfort the thought that death 
will set him free. Non, nous n’avons plus affaire a la 
mort, mais a la vie. “ Our business henceforth is not with 
death, but with life.” 

Joy is the great lifter of men, the great unfolder. J/ 
faut que la vie soit bonne afin quw’elle soit féconde. “ For 
life to be fruitful, life must be felt as a blessing ”: 

“ Nature is eternally young, beautiful, bountiful. She 
pours out beauty and poetry for all that live, she pours 
it out on all plants, and the plants are permitted to ex- 
pand in it freely. She possesses the secret of happiness, 
and no man has been able to take it away from her. The 
happiest of men would be he who possessing the science 
of his labor and working with his hands, earning his com- 
fort and his freedom by the exercise of his intelligent 
force, found time to live by the heart and by the brain, 
to understand his own work and to love the work of God. 
The artist has satisfactions of this kind in the contempla- 
tion and reproduction of nature’s beauty; but when he 
sees the affliction of those who people this paradise of 
earth, the upright and human-hearted artist feels a 
trouble in the midst of his enjoyment. The happy day 
will be when mind, heart, and hands shall be alive to- 
gether, shall work in concert; when there shall be a 
harmony between God’s munificence and man’s delight in 
it. Then, instead of the piteous and frightful figure of 
Death, skipping along whip in hand by the peasant’s side 


286 " CRITICISM 


in the field, the allegorical painter will place there a 
radiant angel, sowing with full hands the blessed grain 
in the smoking furrow. | 

“And the dream of a kindly, free, poetic, laborious, 
simple existence for the tiller of the field is not so hard to 
realize that it must be banished into the world of chi- 
maeras. Virgil’s sweet and sad cry: ‘O happy peasants, if 
they but knew their own blessings! ’ is a regret; but like 
all regrets, it is at the same time a prediction. The day 
will come when the laborer may be also an artist — not 
in the sense of rendering nature’s beauty, a matter which 
will be then of much less importance, but in the sense of 
feeling it. Does not this mysterious intuition of poetic 
beauty exist in him already in the form of instinct and of 
vacue reverie? ” 

It exists in him, too, adds Madame Sand, in the form 
of that nostalgia, that homesickness, which forever pur- 
sues the genuine French peasant if you transplant him. 
The peasant has here, then, the elements of the poetic 
sense, and of its high and pure satisfactions. 

“But one part of the enjoyment which we possess is 
wanting to him, a pure and lofty pleasure which is surely 
his due, minister that he is in that vast temple which only 
the sky is vast enough to embrace. He has not the con- 
scious knowledge of his sentiment. Those who have sen- 
tenced him to servitude from his mother’s womb, not be- 
ing able to debar him from reverie, have debarred him 
from reflection, 

“Well, for all that, taking the peasant as he is, incom- 
plete and seemingly condemned to an eternal childhood, 
I yet find him a more beautiful object than the man in 
whom his acquisition of knowledge has stifled sentiment. 
Do not rate yourselves so high above him, many of you 
who imagine that you have an imprescriptible right to 
his obedience; for you yourselves are the most incomplete 
and the least seeing of men. That simplicity of his soul 
is more to be loved than the false lights of yours.” 

In all this we are passing from the second element in 
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George Sand to the third—her aspiration for a social 
new-birth, a renaissance sociale. It is eminently the ideal 
of France; it was hers. Her religion connected itself with 
this ideal. In the convent where she was brought up, she 
had in youth had an awakening of fervent mystical piety. 
in the Catholic form. That form she could not keep. 
Popular religion of all kinds, with its deep internal im- 
possibilities, its “ heaven and hell serving to cover the il- 
logical manifestations of the Divinity’s apparent designs 
respecting us,” its “God made in our image, silly and 
malicious, vain and puerile, irritable or tender, after our 
fashion,” lost all sort of hold upon her: 

“Communion with such a God is impossible to me, I 
confess it. He is wiped out from my memory: there is 
no corner where I can find him any more. Nor do I find 
such a God out of doors either; he is not in the fields and 
waters, he is not in the starry sky. No, nor yet in the 
churches where men bow themselves; it is an extinct mes- 
sage, a dead letter, a thought that has done its day. 
Nothing of this belief, nothing of this God, subsists in me 
any longer.” 

She refused to lament over the oo to esteem it other 
than a benefit: 

“Tt is an addition to our stock of light, this detachment 
from the idolatrous conception of religion. It is no loss 
of the religious sense, as the persisters in idolatry main- 
tain. It is quite the contrary, it is a restitution of al- 
legiance to the true Divinity. It is a step made in the 
direction of this Divinity, it is an abjuration of the dog- 
mas which did him dishonor.” 

She does not attempt to give of this Divinity an ac- 
count much more precise than that which we have in 
Wordsworth —“a presence that disturbs me with the 
joy of animating thoughts.” 

“ Everything is divine (she says), even matter; every- 
thing is superhuman, even man. God is everywhere; he 
is in me in a measure proportioned to the little that I am. 
My present life separates me from him just in the degree 
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determined by the actual state of childhood of our race. 
Let me content myself, in all my seeking, to feel after 
him, and to possess of him as much as this imperfect soul 
can take in with the intellectual sense I have.” 

And she concludes: 

“The day will come when we shall no longer talk about 
God idly, nay, when we shall talk about him as little as 
possible. We shall cease to set him forth dogmatically, to 
dispute about his nature. We shall put compulsion on 
no one to pray to him, we shall leave the whole business 
of worship within the sanctuary of each man’s conscience. 
And this will happen when we are really religious.” 

Meanwhile the sense of this spirit or presence which 
animates us, the sense of the divine, is our stronghold and 
our consolation. A man may say of it: “ It comes not by 
my desert, but the atom of divine sense given to me 
nothing can rob me of.” Divine sense — the phrase is a 
vague one; but it stands to Madame Sand for that to 
which are to be referred “ all the best thoughts and the 
best actions of life, suffering endured, duty achieved, 
whatever purifies our existence, whatever vivifies our 
love.” 

Madame Sand is a Frenchwoman, and her religion is 
therefore, as we might expect, with peculiar fervency so- 
cial. Always she has before her mind “ the natural law 
which will have it (the italics are her own) that the 
species man cannot subsist and prosper but by associa- 
tion.” Whatever else we may be in creation, we are, first 
and foremost, “ at the head of the species which are called 
by instinct, and led by necessity, to the life of association.” 
The word love —the great word, as she justly says, of 
the New Testament — acquires from her social enthu- 
siasm a peculiar significance to her: 

“The word is a great one, because it involves infinite 
consequences. To love means to help one another, to 
have joint aspirations, to act in concert, to labor for the 
same end, to develop to its ideal consummation the fra- 
ternal instinct, thanks to which mankind have brought the 


GEORGE SAND 289 


earth under their dominion. Every time that he has been 
false to this instinct which is his law of life, his natural 
destiny, man has seen his temples crumble, his societies 
dissolve, his intellectual sense go wrong, his moral sense 
die out. The future is founded on love.” 

So long as love is thus spoken of in the general, the or- 
dinary serious Englishman will have no difficulty in in- 
clining himself with respect while Madame Sand speaks 
of it. But when he finds that love implies, with her, 
social equality, he will begin to be staggered. And in 
truth for almost every Englishman Madame Sand’s strong 
language about equality, and about France as the chosen 
vessel for exhibiting it, will sound exaggerated. “The 
human ideal,” she says, “as well as the social ideal, is to 
achieve equality.” France, which has made equality its 
rallying cry, is therefore “the nation which loves and is 
loved,” la nation qui aime et quon aime. The republic 
of equality is in her eyes “an ideal, a philosophy, a re- 
ligion.” She invokes the “ holy doctrine of social liberty 
and fraternal equality, ever reappearing as a ray of love 
and truth amidst the storm.” She calls it “the goal of 
man and the law of the future.” She thinks it the secret 
of the civilization of France, the most civilized of nations. 
Amid the disasters of the late war she cannot forbear a 
cry of astonishment at the neutral nations, insensibles a 
Végorgement d’une civilisation comme la nétre, “ looking 
on with insensibility while a civilization such as ours has 
its throat cut.” Germany, with its stupid ideal of cor- 
poralism and Kruppism, is contrasted with France, full 
of social dreams, too civilized for war, incapable of plan- 
ning and preparing war for twenty years, she is so in- 
capable of hatred — nous sommes si incapables de hair! 
We seem to be listening, not to George Sand, but to M. 
Victor Hugo, half genius, half charlatan; to M. Victor 
Hugo, or even to one of those French declaimers in whom 
we come down to no genius and all charlatan. 

The form of such outbursts as we have quoted will 
always be distasteful to an Englishman. It is to be re- 
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membered that they came from Madame Sand under the 
pressure and anguish of the terrible calamities of 1870. 
But what we are most concerned with, and what English- 
men in general regard too little, is the degree of truth con- 
tained in these allegations that France is the most civil- 
ized of nations, and that she is so, above all, by her “ holy 
doctrine of equality.’””’ How comes the idea to be so cur- 
rent; and to be passionately believed in, as we have seen, 
by such a woman as George Sand? It was so passionately 
believed in by her, that when one seeks, as I am now 
seeking, to recall her image, the image is incomplete if the 
passionate belief is kept from appearing. 

I will not, with my scanty space, now discuss the belief; 
but I will seek to indicate how it must have commended 
itself, I think, to George Sand. I have somewhere called 
France “ the country of Europe where the people is most 
alive.” The people is what interested George Sand. And 
in France the people is, above all, the peasant. The work- 
man in Paris or in other great towns of France may afford 
material for such pictures as those which M. Zola has 
lately given us in L’Assommoir — pictures of a kind long 
ago labelled by Madame Sand as “ the literature of mys- 
teries of iniquity, which men of talent and imagination 
try to bring into fashion.” But the real people in France, 
the foundation of things there, both in George Sand’s 
eyes and in reality, is the peasant. The peasant was the 
object of Madame Sand’s fondest predilections in the 
present, and happiest hopes in the future. The Revolu- 
tion and its doctrine of equality had made the French 
peasant. What wonder, then, if she saluted the doctrine 
as a holy and paramount one? 

And the French peasant is really, so far as I can see, the 
largest and strongest element of soundness which the body 
social of any European nation possesses. To him is due 
that astonishing recovery which France has made since 
her defeat, and which George Sand predicted in the very 
hour of ruin. Yes, in 1870 she predicted ce réveil général 
qui va suivre, a la grande surprise des autres nations, 
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Vespéce d’agonie ow elles nous voient tombés, “the gen- 
eral re-arising which, to the astonishment of other na- 
tions, is about to follow the sort of agony in which they 
now see us lying.” To the condition, character, and qual- 
ities of the French peasant this recovery is in the main 
due. His material well-being is known to all of us. M. de 
Laveleye, the well-known economist, a Belgian and a 
Protestant, says that France, being the country of Europe 
where the soil is more divided than anywhere except in 
Switzerland and Norway, is at the same time the country 
where well-being is most widely spread, where wealth has 
of late years increased most, and where population is least 
outrunning the limits which, for the comfort and progress 
of the working classes themselves, seem necessary. George 
Sand could see, of course, the well-being of the French 
peasant, for we can all see it. 

But there is more. George Sand was a woman, with 
a woman’s ideal of gentleness, of “the charm of good 
manners,” as essential to civilization. She has somewhere 
spoken admirably of the variety and balance of forces 
which go to make up true civilization; “ certain forces of 
weakness, docility, attractiveness, suavity, are here just 
as real forces as forces of vigor, encroachment, violence, 
or brutality.” Yes, as real forces, although Prince Bis- 
marck cannot see it; because human nature requires 
them, and, often as they may be baffled, and slow as may 
be the process of their asserting themselves, mankind is 
not satisfied with its own civilization, and keeps fidgeting 
at it and altering it again and again, until room is made 
for them. George Sand thought the French people — 
meaning principally, again, by the French people the 
people properly so called, the peasant — she thought it 
“the most kindly, the most amiable, of all peoples.” 
Nothing is more touching than to read in her Journal, 
written in 1870, while she was witnessing what seemed to 
be “ the agony of the Latin races,” and undergoing what 
seemed to be the process of “ dying in a general death of 

one’s family, one’s country, and one’s nation,” how con- 
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stant is her defence of the people, the peasant, against 
her Republican friends. Her Republican friends were 
furious with the peasant; accused him of stolidity, cow- 
ardice, want of patriotism; accused him of having given 
them the Empire, with all its vileness; wanted to take 
away from him the suffrage. Again and again. does 
George Sand take up his defence, and warn her friends 
of the folly and danger of their false estimate of him. 
“The contempt of the masses, there,” she cries, “is 
the misfortune and crime of the present moment! ” 
“To execrate the people,” she exclaims again, “is 
real blasphemy; the people is worth more than we 
are.” 

If the peasant gave us the Empire, says Madame Sand, 
it was because he saw the parties of liberals disputing, 
gesticulating, and threatening to tear one another asun- 
der and France too; he was told the Empire is peace, and 
he accepted the Empire. The peasant was deceived, he 
is uninstructed, he moves slowly; but he moves, he has 
admirable virtues, and in him, says George Sand, is our 
life: 

“Poor Jacques Bonhomme! accuse thee and despise 
thee who will; for my part I pity thee, and in spite of 
thy faults I shall always love thee. Never will I forget 
how, a child, I was carried asleep on thy shoulders, how 
I was given over to thy care and followed thee every- 
where, to the field, the stall, the cottage. They are all 
dead, those good old people who have borne me in their 
arms; but I remember them well, and I appreciate at this 
hour, to the minutest detail, the pureness, the kindness, 
the patience, the good humor, the poetry, which presided 
over that rustic education amidst disasters of like kind 
with those which we are undergoing now. Why should I 
quarrel with the peasant because on certain points he 
feels and thinks differently from what I do? There are 
other essential points on which we may feel eternally at 

one with him — probity and charity.” 

Another generation of peasants had grown up since that 
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first revolutionary generation of her youth, and equality, 
as its reign proceeded, had not deteriorated but improved 
them. 

“They have advanced greatly in self-respect and well- 
being, these peasants from twenty years old to forty: 
they never ask for anything. When one meets them they 
no longer take off their hat. If they know you they come . 
up to you and hold out their hand. All foreigners who 
stay with us are struck with their good bearing, with their 
amenity, and the simple, friendly, and polite ease of their 
behavior. In presence of people whom they esteem they 
are, like their fathers, models of tact and politeness; but 
they have more than that mere sentiment of equality 
which was all that their fathers had — they have the idea 
of equality, and the determination to maintain it. This 
step upwards they owe to their having the franchise. 
Those who would fain treat them as creatures of a lower 
order dare not now show this disposition to their face; it 
would not be pleasant.” 

Mr. Hamerton’s interesting book about French life has 
much, I think, to confirm this account of the French peas- 
ant. What I have seen of France myself (and I have seen 
something) is fully in agreement with it. Of a civiliza- 
tion and an equality which makes the peasant thus human, 
gives to the bulk of the people well-being, probity, char- 
ity, self-respect, tact, and good manners, let us pardon 
Madame Sand if she feels and speaks enthusiastically. 
Some little variation on our own eternal trio of Barba- 
rians, Philistines, Populace, or on the eternal solo of 
Philistinism among our brethren of the United States and 
the Colonies, is surely permissible. 

Where one is more inclined to differ from Madame 
Sand is in her estimate of her Republican friends of the 
educated classes. They may stand, she says, for the 
genius and the soul of France; they represent its “ exalted 
imagination and profound sensibility,” while the peasant 
represents its humble, sound, indispensable body. Her 
protégé, the peasant, is much ruder with those eloquent 
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gentlemen, and has his own name for one and all of them, 
lV’avocat, by which he means to convey his belief that 
words are more to be looked for from that quarter than 
seriousness and profit. It seems to me by no means cer- 
tain but that the peasant is in the right. 

George Sand herself has said admirable things of these 
friends of hers; of their want of patience, temper, wis- 
dom; of their “ vague and violent way of talking”; of 
their interminable flow of “ stimulating phrases, cold as 
death.” Her own place is of course with the party and 
propaganda of organic change. But George Sand felt the 
poetry of the past; she had no hatreds; the furies, the 
follies, the self-deceptions of secularist and revolutionist 
fanatics filled her with dismay. They are, indeed, the 
great danger of France, and it is among the educated 
and articulate classes of France that they prevail. If the 
educated and articulate classes in France were as sound 
in their way as the inarticulate peasant is in his, France 
would present a different spectacle. Not “imagination 
and sensibility ” are so much required from the educated 
classes of France, as simpler, more serious views of life; 
a knowledge how great a part conduct (if M. Challemel- 
Lacour will allow me to say so) fills in it; a better ex- 
ample. The few who see this, such as Madame Sand 
among the dead, and M. Renan among the living, perhaps 
awaken on that account, among quiet observers at a 
distance, all the more sympathy; but in France they are 
isolated. 

All the later work of George Sand, however, all her 
hope of genuine social renovation, take the simple and 
serious ground so necessary. “ The cure for us is far more 
simple than we will believe. All the better natures 
amongst us see and feel it. It is a good direction given 
by ourselves to our hearts and consciences — une bonne 
direction donnée par nous-mémes ad nos cceurs et a nos 
consciences.” These are among the last words of her 
Journal of 1870, 
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Whether or not the number of George Sand’s works — 
always fresh, always attractive, but poured out too 
lavishly and rapidly —is likely to prove a hindrance to 
her fame, I do not care to consider. Posterity, alarmed 
at the way in which its literary baggage grows upon it, 
always seeks to leave behind it as much as it can, as 
much as it dares — everything but masterpieces. But the 
immense vibration of George Sand’s voice upon the ear 
of Europe will not soon die away. Her passions and her 
errors have been abundantly talked of. She left them 
behind her, and men’s memory of her will leave them be- 
hind also. There will remain of her to mankind the sense 
of benefit and stimulus from the passage upon earth of 
that large and frank nature, of that large and pure utter- 
ance — the large utterance of the early gods. There will 
remain an admiring and ever widening report of that 
great and ingenuous soul, simple, affectionate, without 
vanity, without pedantry, human, equitable, patient, 
kind. She believed herself, she said, “ to be in sympathy, 
across time and space, with a multitude of honest wills 
which interrogate their conscience and try to put them- 
selves in accord with it.” This chain of sympathy will 
extend more and more. 

It is silent, that eloquent voice! it is sunk, that noble, 
that speaking head! we sum up, as we best can, what she 
said to us, and we bid her adieu. From many hearts in 
many lands a troop of tender and grateful regrets con- 
verge towards her humble churchyard in Berry. Let 
them be joined by these words of sad homage from one 
of a nation which she esteemed, and which knew her very 
little and very ill. Her guiding thought, the guiding 
thought which she did her best to make ours too, “the 
sentiment of the ideal life, which is none other than man’s 
normal life as we shall one day know it,” is in harmony 
with words and promises familiar to that sacred place 
where she lies. Exspectat resurrectionem mortuorum, et 
vitam venturi saecult. 


XV 
WORDSWORTH 


I REMEMBER hearing Lord Macaulay say, after Words- 
worth’s death, when subscriptions were being collected to 
found a memorial of him, that ten years earlier more 
money could have been raised in Cambridge alone, to do 
honor to Wordsworth, than was now raised all through 
the country. Lord Macaulay had, as we know, his own 
heightened and telling way of putting things, and we 
must always make allowance for it. But probably it is 
true that Wordsworth has never, either before or since, 
been so accepted and popular, so established in possession 
of the minds of all who profess to care for poetry, as he 
was between the years 1830 and 1840, and at Cambridge. 
From the very first, no doubt, he had his believers and 
witnesses. But I have myself heard him declare that, for 
he knew not how many years, his poetry had never 
brought him in enough to buy his shoe-strings. The 
poetry-reading public was very slow to recognize him, 
and was very easily drawn away from him. Scott effaced 
him with this public. Byron effaced him. 

The death of Byron seemed, however, to make an 
opening for Wordsworth. Scott, who had for some time 
ceased to produce poetry himself, and stood before the 
-public as a great novelist; Scott, too genuine himself not 
to feel the profound genuineness of Wordsworth, and 
with an instinctive recognition of his firm hold on nature 
and of his local truth, always admired him sincerely, and 
praised him generously. The influence of Coleridge upon 
young men of ability was then powerful, and was still 
gathering strength; this influence told entirely in favor of 
Wordsworth’s poetry. Cambridge was a place where 
Coleridge’s influence had great action, and where Words- 
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worth’s poetry, therefore, flourished especially. But even 
among the general public its sale grew large, the eminence 
of its author was widely recognized, and Rydal Mount 
became an object of pilgrimage. I remember Words- 
worth relating how one of the pilgrims, a clergyman, 
asked him if he had ever written anything besides the 
“Guide to the Lakes.” Yes, he answered modestly, he 
had written verses. Not every pilgrim was a reader, but 
thé vogue was established, and the stream of pilgrims 
came. 

Mr. Tennyson’s decisive appearance dates from 1842. 
One cannot say that he effaced Wordsworth as Scott and 
Byron had effaced him. The poetry of Wordsworth had 
been so long before the public, the suffrage of good judges 
was so steady and so strong in its favor, that by 1842 the 
verdict of posterity, one may almost say, had been already 
pronounced, and Wordsworth’s English fame was secure. 
But the vogue, the ear and applause of the great body of 
poetry-readers, never quite thoroughly perhaps his, he 
gradually lost more and more, and Mr. Tennyson gained 
them. Mr. Tennyson drew to himself, and away from 
Wordsworth, the poetry-reading public, and the new gen- 
erations. Even in 1850, when Wordsworth died, this 
diminution of popularity was visible, and occasioned the 
remark of Lord Macaulay which I quoted at starting. 

The diminution has continued. The influence of 
Coleridge has waned, and Wordsworth’s poetry can no 
longer draw succor from this ally. The poetry has not, 
however, wanted eulogists; and it may be said to have 
brought its eulogists luck, for almost every one who has 
praised Wordsworth’s poetry has praised it well. But the 
public has remained cold, or, at least, undetermined. 
Even the abundance of Mr. Palgrave’s fine and skilfully 
chosen specimens of Wordsworth, in the “ Golden Treas- 
ury,” surprised many readers, and gave offense to not a 
few. To tenth-rate critics and compilers, for whom any 
violent shock to the public taste would be a temerity not 
to be risked, it is still quite permissible to speak of Words- 
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worth’s poetry, not only with ignorance, but with im- 
pertinence. On the Continent he is almost unknown. 

I cannot think, then, that Wordsworth has, up to this 
time, at all obtained his deserts. “ Glory,” said M. Renan 
the other day, “glory after all is the thing which has the 
best chance of not being altogether vanity.” Wordsworth 
was a homely man, and himself would certainly never 
have thought of talking of glory as that which, after all, 
has the best chance of not being altogether vanity. Yet 
we may well allow that few things are less vain than real 
glory. Let us conceive of the whole group of civilized na- 
tions as being, for intellectual and spiritual purposes, one 
great confederation, bound to a joint action and working 
towards a common result; a confederation whose mem- 
bers have a due knowledge both of the past, out of which 
they all proceed, and of one another. This was the ideal 
of Goethe, and it is an ideal which will impose itself upon 
the thoughts of our modern societies more and more. 
Then to be recognized by the verdict of such a confedera- 
tion as a master, or even as a seriously and eminently 
worthy workman, in one’s own line of intellectual or’ 
spiritual activity, is indeed glory; a glory which it would 
be difficult to rate too highly. For what could be more 
beneficent, more salutary? The world is forwarded by 
having its attention fixed on the best things; and here is 
a tribunal, free from all suspicion of national and pro- 
vincial partiality, putting a stamp on the best things, and 
recommending them for general honor and acceptance. A 
nation, again, is furthered by recognition of its real gifts 
and successes; it is encouraged to develop them further. 
And here is an honest verdict, telling us which of our 
supposed successes are really, in the judgment of the 
great impartial world, and not in our private judgment 
only, successes, and which are not. 

It is so easy to feel pride and satisfaction in one’s 
own things, so hard to make sure that one is right in 
feeling it! We have a great empire. But so had Nebu- 
chadnezzar. We extol the “ unrivalled happiness” of our 
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national civilization. But then comes a candid friend, [,..,., 


and remarks that our upper class is materialized, our 
middle class vulgarized, and our lower class brutalized. 
We are proud of our painting, our music. But we find 
that in the judgment of other people our painting is 
questionable, and our music non-existent. We are proud 
of our men of science. And here it turns out that the 
world is with us; we find that in the judgment of other 
people, too, Newton among the dead, and Mr. Darwin 
among the living, hold as high a place as they hold in our 
national opinion. 

Finally, we are proud of our poets and poetry. Now 
poetry is nothing less than the most perfect speech of 
man, that in which he comes nearest to being able to 
utter the truth. It is no small thing, therefore, to suc- 
ceed eminently in poetry. And so much is required for 
duly estimating success here, that about poetry it is 
perhaps hardest to arrive at a sure general verdict, and 
takes longest. Meanwhile, our own conviction of the 
superiority of our national poets is not decisive, is almost 
certain to be mingled, as we see constantly in English 
eulogy of Shakespeare, with much of provincial infatua- 
tion. And we know what was the opinion current among 
our neighbors the French—people of taste, acuteness, 
and quick literary tact — not a hundred years ago, about 
our great poets. The old “ Biographie Universelle ” 
notices the pretension of the English to a place for their 
poets among the chief poets of the world, and says that 
this is a pretension which to no one but an Englishman can 
ever seem admissible. And the scornful, disparaging 
things said by foreigners about Shakespeare and Milton, 
and about our national over-estimate of them, have been 
often quoted, and will be in every one’s remembrance. 

A great change has taken place, and Shakespeare is 
now generally recognized, even in France, as one of 
the greatest of poets. Yes, some anti-Gallican cynic will 
say, the French rank him with Corneille and with Victor 
Hugo! But let me have the pleasure of quoting a 
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sentence about Shakespeare, which I met with by ac- 
cident not long ago in the Correspondant, a French re- 
view which not a dozen English people, I suppose, look 
at. The writer is praising Shakespeare’s prose. With 
Shakespeare, he says, “ prose comes in whenever the sub- 
ject, being more familiar, is unsuited to the majestic 
English iambic.” And he goes on: “Shakespeare is the 
king of poetic rhythm and style, as well as the king of 
the realm of thought; along with his dazzling prose, 
Shakespeare has succeeded in giving us the most varied, 
the most harmonious verse which has ever sounded upon 
the human ear since the verse of the Greeks.” M. Henry 
Cochin, the writer of this sentence, deserves our gratitude 
for it; it would not be easy to praise Shakespeare, in a 
single sentence, more justly. And when a foreigner and a 
Frenchman writes thus of Shakespeare, and when Goethe 
says of Milton, in whom there was so much to repel 
Goethe rather than to attract him, that “nothing has 
been ever done so entirely in the sense of the Greeks as 
Samson Agonistes,” and that “ Milton is in very truth a 
poet whom we must treat with all reverence,” then we 
understand what constitutes a European recognition of 
poets and poetry as contradistinguished from a merely 
national recognition, and that in favor both of Milton and 
of Shakespeare the judgment of the high court of appeal 
has finally gone. 

I come back to M. Renan’s praise of glory, from which 
S started. Yes, real glory is a most serious thing, glory 
authenticated by the Amphictyonic Court of final appeal, 
definite glory. And even for poets and poetry, long and 
difficult as may be the process of arriving at the “right 
award, the right award comes at last, the defining. glory 
rests where it is deserved. Every establishment of such 
a real glory is good and wholesome for mankind at large, 
good and wholesome for the nation which produced the 
poet crowned with it. To the poet himself it can seldom 
do harm; for he, poor man, is in his grave, probably, 
long before his glory crowns him. 
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Wordsworth has been in his grave for some thirty /s %< 

years, and certainly his lovers and admirers cannot flat- “« 
ter themselves that this great and steady light of glory 
as yet shines over him. He is not fully recognized at 
home; he is not recognized at all abroad. Yet I firmly. 
believe that the poetical performance of Wordsworth is, 
after that of Shakespeare and Milton, of which all the 


the present time. Chaucer is anterior; and on other 
grounds, too, he cannot well be brought into the com- 
parison. But taking the roll of our chief poetical names, 
besides Shakespeare and Milton, from the age of Eliza- 
beth downwards, and going through it — Spenser, Dryden, 
Pope, Gray, Goldsmith, Cowper, Burns, Coleridge, Scott, 
Campbell, Moore, Byron, Shelley, Keats (I mention those 
only who are dead) —I think it certain that Words- 
worth’s name deserves to stand, and will finally stand, 
above them all. Several of the poets named have gifts 
and excellences which Wordsworth has not. But taking 
the performance of each as a whole, I say that Words- 
worth seems to me to have left a body of poetical work 
superior in power, in interest, in the qualities which give 
enduring freshness, to that which any one of the others 
has left. 

But this is not enough to say. I think it certain, 
further, that if we take the chief poetical names of the 
Continent since the death of Moliére, and, omitting 
Goethe, confront the remaining names with that of 
Wordsworth, the result is the same. Let us take Klop- 
stock, Lessing, Schiller, Uhland, Riickert, and Heine, for 
Germany; Filicaja, Alfieri, Manzoni, and Leopardi for 
Italy; Racine, Boileau, Voltaire, André Chénier, Béranger, 
Lamartine, Musset, M. Victor Hugo (he has been so long 
celebrated that although he still lives I may be permitted 
to name him) for France. Several of these, again, have 
evidently gifts and excellences to which Wordsworth can 
make no pretension. But in real poetical achievement 
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it seems to me indubitable that to Wordsworth, here 
again, belongs the palm. It seems to me that Wordsworth 
has left behind him a body of poetical work which wears, 
and will wear, better on the whole than the performance 
of any one of these personages, so far more brilliant and 
celebrated, most of them, than the homely poet of Rydal. 
Wordsworth’s performance in poetry is on the whole, in 
power, in interest, in the qualities which give enduring 
freshness, superior to theirs. 

This is a high claim to make for Wordsworth. But if 
it is a just claim, if Wordsworth’s place among the poets 
who have appeared in the last two or three centuries is 
after Shakespeare, Moliére, Milton, Goethe, indeed, but 
before all the rest, then in time Wordsworth will have his 
due. We shall recognize him in his place, as we recognize 
Shakespeare and Milton; and not only we ourselves shall 
recognize him, but he will be recognized by Europe also. 
Meanwhile, those who recognize him already may do well, 
perhaps, to ask themselves whether there are not in the 
case of Wordsworth certain special obstacles which hinder 
or delay his due recognition by others, and whether these 
obstacles are not in some measure removable. 

The “ Excursion” and the “ Prelude,” his poems of 
greatest bulk, are by no means Wordsworth’s best work. 
His best work is in his shorter pieces, and many indeed 
are there of these which are of first-rate excellence. But 
in his seven volumes the pieces of high merit are mingled 
with a mass of pieces very inferior to them; so inferior 
to them that it seems wonderful how the same poet should 
have produced both. ‘Shakespeare frequently has lines 
and passages in a strain quite false, and which are entirely 
unworthy of him. But one can imagine him smiling if 
one could meet him in the Elysian Fields and tell him so; 
smiling and replying that he knew it perfectly well him- 
self, and what did it matter? But with Wordsworth the 
case is different. Work altogether inferior, work quite 
uninspired, flat and dull, is produced by him with evident 
unconsciousness of its defects, and he presents it to us 
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with the same faith and seriousness as his best work. 
Now a drama or an epic fill the mind, and one does not 
look beyond them; but in a collection of short pieces the 
impression made by one piece requires to be continued 
and sustained by the piece following. In reading Words- 
worth the impression made by one of his fine pieces is too 
often dulled and spoiled by a very inferior piece coming 
after it. 

Wordsworth composed verses during a space of some 
sixty years; and it is no exaggeration to say that within 
one single decade of those years, between 1798 and 1808, 
almost all his really first-rate work was produced. A 
mass of inferior work remains, work done before and after 
this golden prime, imbedding the first-rate work and 
clogging it, obstructing our approach to it, chilling, not 
unfrequently, the high-wrought mood with which we leave 
it. To be recognized far and wide as a great poet, to be 
possible and receivable as a classic, Wordsworth needs to 
be relieved of a great deal of the poetical baggage which 
now encumbers him. To administer this relief is in- 
dispensable, unless he is to continue to be a poet for the 
few only —a poet valued far below his real worth by the 
world. 

There is another thing. Wordsworth classified his 
poems not according to any commonly received plan of 
arrangement, but according to a scheme of mental physi- 
ology. He has poems of the fancy, poems of the imagi- 
nation, poems of sentiment and reflection, and so on. 
His categories are ingenious but far-fetched, and the 
result of his employment of them is unsatisfactory. 
Poems are separated one from another which possess a 
kinship of subject or of treatment far more vital and 
deep than the supposed unity of mental origin, which 
was Wordsworth’s reason for joining them with others. 

The tact of the Greeks in matters of this kind was 
infallible. We may rely upon it that we shall not im- 
prove upon the classification adopted by the Greeks for 
kinds of poetry; that their categories of epic, dramatic, 
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lyric, and so forth, have a natural propriety, and should 
be adhered to. It may sometimes seem doubtful to which 
of two categories a poem belongs; whether this or that 
poem is to be called, for instance, narrative or lyric, lyric 
or elegiac. But there is to be found in every good poem 
a strain, a predominant note, which determines the poem 
as belonging to one of these kinds rather than the other; 
and here is the best proof of the value of the classification, 
and of the advantage of adhering to it. Wordsworth’s 
poems will never produce their due effect until they are 
freed from their present artificial arrangement, and 
grouped more naturally. 

Disengaged from the quantity of inferior work which 
now obscures them, the best poems of Wordsworth, I 
hear many people say, would indeed stand out in great 
beauty, but they would prove to be very few in number, 
scarcely more than a half a dozen. I maintain, on the 
other hand, that what strikes me with admiration, what 
establishes in my opinion Wordsworth’s superiority, is 
the great and ample body of powerful work which re- 
mains to him, even after all his inferior work has been 
cleared away. He gives us so much to rest upon, so 
much which communicates his spirit and engages ours! 

This is of very great importance. If it were a com- 
parison of single pieces, or of three or four pieces, by 
each poet, I do not say that Wordsworth would stand 
decisively above Gray, or Burns, or Coleridge, or Keats, 
or Manzoni, or Heine. It is in his ampler body of power- 
ful work that I find his superiority. His good work 
itself, his work which counts, is not all of it, of course, 
of equal value. Some kinds of poetry are in themselves 
lower kinds than others. The ballad kind is a lower kind; 
the didactic kind, still more, is a lower kind. Poetry of 
this latter sort counts, too, sometimes, by its biographical 
interest partly, not by its poetical interest pure and 
simple; but then this can only be when the poet produc- 
ing it has the power and importance of Wordsworth, a 
power and importance which he assuredly did not estab- 
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lish by such didactic poetry alone. Altogether, it is, I 
say, by the great body of powerful and significant work 
which remains to him, after every reduction and deduc- 
tion has been made, that Wordsworth’s superiority is 
proved. 

To exhibit this body of Wordsworth’s best work, to 
clear away obstructions from around it, and to let it 
speak for itself, is what every lover of Wordsworth should 
desire. Until this has been done, Wordsworth, whom we, 
to whom he is dear, all of us know and feel to be so great 
a poet, has not had a fair chance before the worl 
When once it has been done, he will make his way best, 
not by our advocacy of him, but by his own worth and 
power. We may safely leave him to make his way thus, 
we who believe that a superior worth and power in 
poetry finds in mankind a sense responsive to it and 
disposed at last to recognize it. Yet at the outset, before 
he has been duly known and recognized, we may do 
Wordsworth a service, perhaps, by indicating in what his 
superior power and worth will be found to consist, and in 
what it will not. 

Long ago, in speaking of Homer, I said that the noble 
and profound application of ideas to life is the most 
ess sential part of poetic greatness. I said that a great 
poet receives his distinctive character of superiority from 
his application, under the conditions immutably fixed by 
the laws of poetic beauty and poetic truth, from his ap- 
plication, I say, to his subject, whatever it may be, of the 
ideas 

On man, on nature, and on human life, 


which he has acquired for himself. The line quoted is 
Wordsworth’s own; and his superiority arises from his 
powerful use, in his best pieces, his powerful application 
to his subject, of ideas “on man, on nature and on hu- 


man life.” 
Voltaire, with his signal acuteness, most truly remarked 


a 


that “n -no nation has treated in poetry ‘moral ‘ideas with 
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more energy and depth than the English nation.” And 
he adds: “There, it seems to me, is the great merit of 
the English poets.” Voltaire does not mean, by “ treating 
in poetry moral ideas,” the composing moral and didactic 
poems; — that brings us but a very little way in poetry. 
He means just the same thing as was meant when I spoke 
above “ of the noble and profound application of ideas to 
life”; and he means the application of these ideas under 
the conditions fixed for us by the laws of poetic beauty 
and poetic truth. If it is said that to call these ideas 
moral ideas is to introduce a strong and injurious limita- 
tion, I answer that it is to do nothing of the kind, because 
moral ideas are really so main a part of human life. The 
question, how to live, is itself a moral idea; and it is the 
question which most interests every man, and with which, 
in some way or other, he is perpetually occupied. A large 
sense is of course to be given to the term moral. What- 
ever bears upon the question, “ how to live,” comes under 
it. 
Nor love thy life, nor hate; but, what thou liv’st, 
Live well; how long or short, permit to heaven. 


In those fine lines Milton utters, as every one at once 
perceives, a moral idea. . Yes, but so too, when Keats 
consoles the forward-bending lover on the Grecian Urn, 
the lover arrested and presented in immortal relief by the 
sculptor’s hand before he can kiss, with the line, 


Forever wilt thou love, and she be fair — 


he utters a moral idea. When Shakespeare says, that 


We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep, 


he utters a moral idea. 

Voltaire was right in thinking that the energetic and 
profound treatment of moral ideas, in this large sense, is 
what distinguishes the English poetry. He sincerely 
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meant praise, not dispraise or hint of limitation; and 
they err who suppose that poetic limitation is a neces- 
sary consequence of the fact, the fact being granted as 
Voltaire states it. If what distinguishes the greatest poets 
is their powerful and profound application of ideas to 
life, which surely no good critic will deny, then to prefix 
to the term ideas here the term moral makes hardly any 
difference, because human life itself is in so preponderat- 
ing a degree moral. 

It is important, therefore, to hold fast to this: that 
poetry is at bottom a criticism of life; that the greatness 
ofa poet lies in his powerful and beautiful application of 
ideas to life—to the question: How to live. Morals are 
often treated in a narrow and false fashion; they are 
bound up with systems of thought and belief which have 
had their day; they are fallen into the hands of pedants 
and professional dealers; they grow tiresome to some of 
us. We find attraction, at times, even in a poetry of re- 
volt against them; in a poetry which might take for its 
motto Omar Khayyam’s words: “ Let us make up in the 
tavern for the time which we have wasted in the mosque.” 
Or we find attractions in a poetry indifferent to them; in 
a poetry where the contents may be what they will, but 
where the form is studied and exquisite. We delude our- 
selves in either case; and the best cure for our delusion 
is to let our minds rest upon that great and inexhaustible 
word life, until we learn to enter into its meaning. A 
poetry of revolt_against moral ideas is a poetry of revolt 
against life;.a poetry of indifference towards moral ideas 
is a poetry of indifference towards life. 

Epictetus had a happy figure for things like the play 
of the senses, or literary form and finish, or argumenta- 
tive ingenuity, in comparison with “ the best and master 
thing” for us, as he called it, the concern, how to live. 
Some people were afraid of them, he said, or they disliked 
and undervalued them. Such people were wrong; they 
were unthankful or cowardly. But the things might also 
be over-prized, and treated as final when they are not. 
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They bear to life the relation which inns bear to home. 
“ As if a man, journeying home, and finding a nice inn 
on the road, and liking it, were to stay forever at the inn! 
Man, thou hast forgotten thine object; thy journey was 
not to this, but through this. ‘ But this inn is taking.’ 
And how many other inns, too, are taking, and how many 
fields and meadows! but as places of passage merely. 
You have an object, which is this: to get home, to do your 
duty to your family, friends, and fellow-countrymen, to 
attain inward freedom, serenity, happiness, contentment. 
Style takes your fancy, arguing takes your fancy, and 
you forget your home and want to make your abode with 
them and to stay with them, on the plea that they are 
taking. Who denies that they are taking? but as places 
of passage, as inns. And when I say this, you suppose me 
to be attacking the care for style, the care for argument. 
I am not; I attack the resting in them, the not looking 
to the end which is beyond them.” 

Now, when we come across a poet like Théophile Gau- 
tier, we have a poet who has taken up his abode at an 
inn, and never got farther. There may be inducements 
to this or that one of us, at this or that moment, to find 
delight in him, to cleave to him; but after all, we do not 
change the truth about him—we only stay ourselves in 
his inn along with him. And when we come across a 
poet like Wordsworth, who sings 


Of truth, of grandeur, beauty, love and hope, 
And melancholy fear subdued by faith, 

Of blessed consolations in distress 

Of moral strength and intellectual power, 

Of joy in widest commonalty spread — 


then we have a poet intent on “the best and master 
thing,” and who prosecutes his journey home. We say, 
for brevity’s sake, that he deals with life, because he 
deals with that in which life really consists. This is what 
Voltaire means to praise in the English poets — this 
dealing with what is really life. But always it is the mark 
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of the greatest poets that they deal with it; and to say 
that the English poets are remarkable for dealing with it, 
is only another way of saying, what is true, that in poetry 
the English genius has especially shown its power. Z 

Wordsworth deals with it, and his greatness lies in his 
dealing with it so powerfully. I have named a number 
of celebrated poets above all of whom he, in my opinion, 
deserves to be placed. He is to be placed above poets 
like Voltaire, Dryden, Pope, Lessing, Schiller, because 
these famous personages, with a thousand gifts and merits, 
never, or scarcely ever, attain the distinctive accent and 
utterance of the high and genuine poets — 


Quique pii vates et Phoebo digna locuti,! 


at all. Burns, Keats, Heine, not to speak of others in our 
list, have this accent; — who can doubt it? And at the 
same time they have treasures of humor, felicity, passion, 
for which in Wordsworth we shall look in vain. Where, 
then, is Wordsworth’s superiority? It is here; he deals 
with more of life than they do; he deals with life, as a 
whole, more powerfully. 

No Wordsworthian will doubt this. Nay, the fervent 
Wordsworthian will add, as Mr. Leslie Stephen does, that 
Wordsworth’s poetry is precious because his philosophy 
is sound; that his “ ethical system is as distinctive and 
capable of exposition as Bishop Butler’s”’; that his poetry 
is informed by ideas which “ fall spontaneously into a 
scientific system of thought.” But we must be on our 
guard against the Wordsworthians, if we want to secure 
for Wordsworth his due rank asa poet. The Wordsworth- 
jians are apt to praise him for the wrong things, and to lay 
far too much stress upon what they call his philosophy. 
His poetry is the reality, his philosophy — so far, at least, 
as it may put on the form and habit of “a scientific system 
of thought,” and the more that it puts them on — is the 
illusion. Perhaps we shall one day learn to make this 


1 And the loyal bards whose speech was meet for Apollo. 
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proposition general, and to say: Poetry is the reality, 
philosophy the illusion. But in Wordsworth’s case, at any 
rate, we cannot do him justice until we dismiss his formal 
philosophy. 

The “ Excursion” abounds with philosophy and there- 
fore the “ Excursion” is to the Wordsworthian what it 
never can be to the disinterested lover of poetry —a 
satisfactory work. “ Duty exists,” says Wordsworth, in 
the “ Excursion’; and then he proceeds thus — 


. . » Immutably survive, 
For our support, the measures and the forms, 
Which an abstract Intelligence supplies 
Whose kingdom is, where time and space are not. 


And the Wordsworthian is delighted, and thinks that 
here is a sweet union of philosophy and poetry. But the 
disinterested lover of poetry will feel that the lines carry 
us really not a step farther than the proposition which 
they would interpret; that they are a tissue of elevated 
but abstract verbiage, alien to the very nature of poetry. 

Or let us come direct to the center of Wordsworth’s 
philosophy, as “an ethical system, as distinctive and 
capable of systematical exposition as Bishop Butler’s ” — 


. . . One adequate support 

For the calamities of mortal life 

Exists, one only; — an assured belief 
That the procession of our fate, howe’er 
Sad or disturbed, is ordered by a Being 
Of infinite benevolence and power; 
Whose everlasting purposes embrace 

All accidents, converting them to good. 


That is doctrine such as we hear in church too, religious 
and philosophic doctrine; and the attached Wordsworthian 
loves passages of such doctrine, and brings them forward 
in proof of his poet’s excellence. But however true the 
doctrine may be, it has, as here presented, none of the 
characters of poetic truth, the kind of truth which we re- 
quire from a poet, and in which Wordsworth ‘is really 
strong. 
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Even the “ intimations ” of the famous Ode, those cor- 
ner-stones of the supposed philosophic system of Words- 
worth —the idea of the high instincts and affections 
coming out in childhood, testifying of a divine home 
recently left, and fading away as our life proceeds — 
this idea, of undeniable beauty as a play of fancy, has 
itself not the character of poetic truth of the best kind; 
it has no real solidity. The instinct of delight in Nature 
and her beauty had no doubt extraordinary strength in 
Wordsworth himself as a child. But to say that uni- 
versally this instinct is mighty in childhood, and tends to 
die away afterwards, is to say what is extremely doubtful. 
In many people, perhaps with the majority of educated 
persons, the love of nature is nearly imperceptible at ten 
years old, but strong and operative at thirty. In general 
we may say of these high instincts of early childhood, the 
base of the alleged systematic philosophy of Wordsworth, 
what Thucydides says of the early achievements of the 
Greek race: “It is impossible to speak with certainty of 
what is so remote; but from all that we can really investi- 
gate, I should say that they were no very great things.” 

Finally, the “ scientific system of thought” in Words- 
worth gives us at least such poetry as this, which the 
devout Wordsworthian accepts — 

O for the coming of that glorious time 

When, prizing knowledge as her noblest wealth 
And best protection, this Imperial Realm, 
While she exacts allegiance, shall admit 

An obligation, on her part, to teach 

Them who are born to serve her and obey; 
Binding herself by statute to secure, 

For all the children whom her soil maintains, 


The rudiments of letters, and inform 
The mind with moral and religious truth. 


Wordsworth calls Voltaire dull, and surely the production 
of these un-Voltairian lines must have been imposed on 
him as a judgment! One can hear them being quoted at 
a Social Science Congress; one can call up the whole 
‘scene. A great room in one of our dismal provincial 
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towns; dusty air and jaded afternoon daylight; benches 
full of men with bald heads and women in spectacles; an 
orator lifting up his face from a manuscript written 
within and without to declaim these lines of Wordsworth; 
and in the soul of any poor child of nature who may have 
wandered in thither, an unutterable sense of lamentation, 
and mourning, and woe! 

“ But turn we,” as Wordsworth says, “ from these bold, 
bad men,” the haunters of Social Science Congresses. 
And let us be on our guard, too, against the exhibitors 
and extollers of a “scientific system of thought” in 
Wordsworth’s poetry. The poetry will never be seen 
aright while they thus exhibit it. The cause of its great- 
ness is simple, and may be told quite simply. Words- 
worth’s.poetry_is great because of the extraordinary 
power with which Wordsworth feels the joy offered to us 
in nature, the joy offered to us in the simple primary 
affections and duties; and because of the extraordinary 
power with which, in case after case, he shows us this joy, 
and renders it so as to make us share it. 

The source of joy from which he thus draws is the 
truest and most unfailing source of joy accessible to man. 
It is also accessible universally. Wordsworth brings us 
word, therefore, according to his own strong and char- 
acteristic line, be brings us word 


Of joy in widest commonalty spread, 


Here is an immense advantage for a poet. Wordsworth 
tells of what all seek, and tells of it at its truest and best 
source, and yet a source where all may go and draw for it. 

Nevertheless, we are not to suppose that everything is 
precious which Wordsworth, standing even at this peren- 
nial and beautiful source, may give us. Wordsworthians 
are apt to talk as if it must be. They will speak with 
the same reverence of “The Sailor’s Mother,” for ex- 
ample, as of “ Lucy Gray.” They do their master harm 
by such lack of discrimination. “ Lucy Gray ” is a beau- 
tiful success; “The Sailor’s Mother” is a failure. To 
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give aright what he wishes to give, to interpret and 
render successfully, is not always within Wordsworth’s 
own command. It is within no poet’s command; here is 
the part of the Muse, the inspiration, the God, the “ not _ 
ourselves.” In Wordsworth’s case, the accident, for so it 
may almost be called, of inspiration, is of peculiar impor- 
tance. No poet, perhaps, is so evidently filled with a new 
and sacred energy when the inspiration is upon him; no 
poet, when it fails him, is so left “ weak as is a breaking 
wave.” I remember hearing him say that “ Goethe’s 
poetry was not inevitable enough.” The remark is striking 
and true; no line in Goethe, as Goethe said himself, but its 
maker knew well how it came there. Wordsworth is right, 
Goethe’s poetry is not inevitable; not inevitable enough. 
But_Wordsworth’s poetry, when he is at his best, is in- 
evitable, as inevitable as Nature herself. It might seem 
that Nature not only gave him the matter for his poem, 
but wrote his poem for him. He has no style. He was 
too conversant with Milton not to catch at times his mas- 
ter’s manner, and he has fine Miltonic lines; but he has 
no assured poetic style of his own, like Milton. When he 
seeks to have a style he falls into ponderosity and pom- 
posity. In the “ Excursion ” we have his style, as an ar- 
tistic product of his own creation; and although Jeffrey 
completely failed to recognize Wordsworth’s real great- 
ness, he was yet not wrong in saying of the “ Excursion,” 
as a work of poetic style: “ This will never do.” And yet 
magical as is that power, which Wordsworth has not, of 
assured and possessed poetic style, he has something 
which is an equivalent for it. 

Every one who has any sense for these things feels the 
subtle turn, the heightening, which is given to.a poet’s 
verse by his genius for style. We can feel it in the 


After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well — 
of Shakespeare; in the 


. though fall’n on evil days, ‘ 
On evil ‘days though fall’n, and evil tongues — 
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of Milton. It is the incomparable charm of Milton’s 
power of poetic style which gives such worth to “ Para- 
dise Regained,” and makes a great poem of a work in 
which Milton’s imagination does not soar high. Words- 
worth has in constant possession, and at command, no 
style of this kind; but he had too poetic a nature, and had 
read the great poets too well, not to catch, as I have al- 
ready remarked, something of it occasionally. We find 
it not only in his Miltonic lines; we find it in such a phrase 
as this, where the manner is his own, not Milton’s — 


the fierce confederate storm 
Of sorrow barricadoed evermore 
Within the walls of cities; 


althéugh even here, perhaps, the power of style which is 
undeniable, is more properly that of eloquent prose than 
the subtle heightening and change wrought by genuine 
poetic style. It is style, again, and the elevation given 
by style, which chiefly makes the effectiveness of “ Laod- 
ameia.” Still the right sort of verse to choose from Words- 
worth, if we are to seize his true and most characteristic 
form of expression, is a line like this from “ Michael ” — 


And never lifted up a single stone. 


There is nothing subtle in it, no heightening, no study of 
poetic style, strictly so called, at all; yet it is expression 
of the highest and most truly expressive kind. 

Wordsworth owed much to Burns, and a style of perfect 
plainness, relying for effect solely on the weight and force 
of that which with entire fidelity it utters, Burns could 
show him. 


The poor inhabitant below 

Was quick to learn and wise to know, 

And keenly felt the friendly glow 
And softer flame; 

But thoughtless follies laid him low 
And stain’d his name. 
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Every one will be conscious of a likeness here to Words- 
worth; and if Wordsworth did great things with this 
nobly plain manner, we must remember, what indeed he 
himself would always have been forward to acknowledge, 
that Burns used it before him. 

Still Wordsworth’s use of it has something unique and 
unmatchable. Nature herself seems, I say, to take the 
pen out of his hand, and to write for him with her own 
bare, sheer, penetrating power. This arises from two 
causes; from the profound sincereness with which 
Wordsworth feels his subject, and also from the pro- 
foundly sincere and natural character of his subject it- 
self. He can and will treat such a subject with nothing 
but the most plain, first-hand, almost austere naturalness. 
His expression may often be called bald, as, for instance, 
in the poem of “ Resolution and Independence”; but it 
is bald as the bare mountain tops are bald, with a bald- 
ness which is full of grandeur. 

Wherever we meet with the successful balance, in 
Wordsworth, of profound truth of subject with profound 
truth of execution, he is unique. His best poems are 
those which most perfectly exhibit this balance. I have 
a warm admiration for “ Laodameia” and for the great 
“Ode”; but if I am to tell the very truth, I find 
“Laodameia” not wholly free from something artificial, 
and the great “Ode” not wholly free from something 
declamatory. If I had to pick out poems of a kind most 
perfectly to show Wordsworth’s unique power, I should 
rather choose poems such as “ Michael,’ “The Foun- 
tain,” “The Highland Reaper.” And poems with the 
peculiar and unique beauty which distinguishes these, 
Wordsworth produced in considerable number; besides 
very many other poems of which the worth, although 
not so rare as the worth of these, is still exceedingly high. 

On the whole, then, as I said at the beginning, not 
only is Wordsworth eminent by reason of the goodness 
of his best work, but he is eminent also by reason of the 
great body of good work which he has left to us. With 
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the ancients I will not compare him. In many respects 
the ancients are far above us, and yet there is something 
that we demand which they can never give. Leaving the 
ancients, let us come to the poets and poetry of Christen- 
dom. Dante, Shakespeare, Moliére, Milton, Goethe, are 
altogether larger and more splendid luminaries in the 
poetical heaven than Wordsworth. But I know not 
where else, among the moderns, we are to find his su- 
periors. 

To disengage the poems which show his power, and to 
present them to the English-speaking public and to the 
world, is the object of this volume. I by no means say 
that it contains all which in Wordsworth’s poems is 
interesting. Except in the case of ‘“ Margaret,” a story 
composed separately from the rest of the “ Excursion,” 
and which belongs to a different part of England, I have 
not ventured on detaching portions of poems, or on 
giving any piece otherwise than as Wordsworth himself 
gave it. But under the conditions imposed by this re- 
serve, the volume contains, I think, everything, or 
nearly everything, which may best serve him with the 
majority of lovers of poetry, nothing which may disserve 
him. 

I have spoken lightly of Wordsworthians; and if we 
are to get Wordsworth recognized by the public and by 
the world, we must recommend him not in the spirit of 
a clique, but in the spirit of disinterested lovers of 
poetry. But I am a Wordsworthian myself. I can read 
with pleasure and edification “ Peter Bell,” and the whole 
series of “ Ecclesiastical Sonnets,” and the address to 
Mr. Wilkinson’s spade, and even the “Thanksgiving 
Ode” — everything of Wordsworth, I think, except 
“Vaudracour and Julia.” It is not for nothing that one 
has been brought up in the veneration of a man so truly 
worthy of homage; that one has seen him and heard him, 
lived in his neighborhood, and been familiar with his 
country. No Wordsworthian has a tenderer affection 
for this pure and sage master than I, or is less really of- 
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fended by his defects. But Wordsworth is something 
more than the pure and sage master of a small band of 
devoted followers, and we ought not to rest satisfied until 
he is seen to be what he is. He is one of the very chief. 
glories of English Poetry; and by nothing is England so 
glorious as by her poetry. Let us lay aside every weight 
which hinders our getting him recognized as this, and let 
our one study be to bring to pass, as widely as possible 
and as truly as possible, his own word concerning his 
poems: “ They will codperate with the benign tendencies 
in human nature and society, and will, in their degree, be 
efficacious in making men wiser, better, and happier.” 


XVI 
BYRON 


WHEN at last I held in my hand the volume of poems 
which I had chosen from Wordsworth, and began to turn 
over its pages, there arose in me almost immediately the 
desire to see beside it, as a companion volume, a like 
collection of the best poetry of Byron. Alone among our 
poets of the earlier part of this century, Byron and 
Wordsworth not only furnish material enough for a vol- 
ume of this.kind, but also, as it seems to me, they both 
of them gain considerably by being thus_ exhibited. 
There are poems of Coleridge and of Keats equal, if not 
superior, to anything of Byron or Wordsworth; but a 
dozen pages or two will contain them, and the remaining 
poetry is of a quality much inferior. Scott never, I think, 
rises as a poet to the level of Byron and Wordsworth at 
all. On the other hand, he never falls below his own 
usual level very far; and by a volume of selections from 
him, therefore, his effectiveness is not increased. As to 
Shelley there will be more question; and indeed Mr. 
Stopford Brooke, whose accomplishments, eloquence, and 
love of poetry we must all recognize and admire, has 
actually given us Shelley in such a volume. But for my 
own part I cannot think that Shelley’s poetry, except by 
snatches and fragments, has the value of the good work 
of Wordsworth and Byron; or that it is possible for 
even Mr. Stopford Brooke to make up a volume of 
selections from him which, for real substance, power, and 
worth, can at all take rank with a like volume from 
Byron or Wordsworth. 

Shelley knew quite well the difference between the 
achievement of such a poet as Byron and his own. He 
praises Byron too unreservedly, but he sincerely felt, and 
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he was right in feeling, that Byron was a greater poetical 
power than himself. ‘As a man, Shelley is at a number of 
points immeasurably Byron’s superior; he is a beautiful 
and enchanting spirit, whose vision, when we call it up, 
has far more loveliness, more charm for our soul, than 
the vision of Byron. But all the personal charm of 
Shelley cannot hinder us from at last discovering in his 
poetry the incurable want, in general, of a sound subject- 
matter, and the incurable fault, i consequence, of un- 
substantiality, Those who extol him as the poet of 
clouds, the poet of sunsets, are only saying that he did 
not, in fact, lay hold upon the poet’s right subject-matter; 
and in honest truth, with all his charm of soul and 
spirit, and with all his gift of musical diction and move- 
ment, he never, or hardly ever, did. Except, as I have 
said, for a few short things and single stanzas, his original 
poetry is less satisfactory than his translations, for in 
these the subject-matter was found for him. Nay, I 
doubt whether his delightful Essays and Letters, which 
deserve to be far more read than they are now, will not 
resist the wear and tear of time better, and finally come 
to 0 stand higher, than his poetry. 

There remain to be considered Byron and Wordsworth. 
That Wordsworth affords good material for a volume of 
selections, and that he gains by having his poetry thus 
presented, is an old belief of mine which led me lately to 
make up a volume of poems chosen out of Wordsworth, 
and to bring it before the public. By its kind reception 
of the volume, the public seems to show itself a partaker 
in my belief. Now Byron also supplies plenty of mate- 
rial for a like volume, and he too gains, I think, by being 
so presented. Mr. Swinburne urges, indeed, that “ Byron, 
who rarely wrote anything either worthless or faultless, 
can only be judged or appreciated in the mass; the great- 
est of his works was his whole work taken together.” It 
is quite true that Byron rarely wrote anything — either 
worthless or faultless; it is quite true also that in the 
appreciation of ‘Byron’s power a sense of the amount 
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and variety of his. work, defective though much of his 
work is, enters justly into our estimate. But although 
there may be little in Byron’s poetry which can be pro- 
nounced either worthless or faultless, there are portions 
of it which are far higher in worth and far more free 
from fault than others. And although, again, the abun- 
dance and variety of his. production is undoubtedly _a 
proof of his power, yet I question whether by reading 
everything which he gives us we are so likely to acquire 
an admiring sense even of his variety and abundance, as 
by reading what he gives us at his happier moments. 
Varied and abundant he amply proves himself even by 
this taken alone. Receive him absolutely without omis- 
sion or compression, follow his whole outpouring stanza 
by stanza and line by line from the very commencement 
to the very end, and he is capable of being tiresome. 
Byron has told us himself that the “ Giaour ” “is but a 
string of passages.” He has made full confession of his 
own negligence. “No one,” says he, “has done more 
through negligence to corrupt the language.” This ac- 
cusation brought by himself against his poems is not 
just; but when he goes on to say of them, that “their 
faults, whatever they may be, are those of negligence and 
not of labor,” he says what is perfectly true. “‘ Lara,’” 
he declares, c I wrote while undressing after coming home 
from balls and masquerades, in the year of revelry, 1814. 
The ‘ Bride’ was written in four, the ‘ Corsair’ in ten 
days.” He calls this “a humiliating confession, as it 
proves my own want of judgment in publishing, and the 
public’s in reading, things which cannot have stamina 
for permanence.” Again he does his poems injustice; 
the producer of such poems could not but publish them, 
the public could not but read them. Nor could Byron 
have produced his work in any other fashion; his poetic 
work could not have first. grown and matured i in his own 
mind, and then come forth as an organic whole; Byron 
had not enough of the artist_in him for_this, nor enough 
of self-command. He wrote, as he truly tells us, to re- 
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lieve himself, and he went on writing because he found 
the relief become indispensable. But it was inevitable 
that works so produced should be, in general, “a string 
of passages,” poured out, as he describes them, with 
rapidity and excitement, and with new passages con- 
stantly suggesting themselves, and added while his work 
was going through the press. It is evident that we have 
here neither deliberate scientific construction, nor yet the 
instinctive artistic creation of poetic wholes; and that to 
take passages from work produced as Byron’s was is a 
very different thing from taking passages out of the 
“ Oedipus” or the “ Tempest,” and deprives the poetry 
far less of its advantage. 

Nay, it gives advantage to the poetry, instead of de- 
priving it of any. Byron, I said, has not a great artist’s 
profound and patient skill in combining an action or in 
developing a character —a skill which we must watch 
and follow if we are to do justice to it. But he has a 
wonderful power of vividly conceiving a single incident, 
a single situation; of throwing himself upon it, grasping 
it as if it were real and he saw and felt it, and of making 
us see and feel it too. The “Giaour” is, as he truly 
called it, “a string of passages,” not a work moving by 
a deep internal law of development to a necessary end; 
and our total impression from it cannot but receive from 
this, its inherent defect, a certain dimness and indistinct- 
ness. But the incidents of the journey and death of 
Hassan, in that poem, are conceived and presented with 
a vividness not to be surpassed; and our impression from 
them is correspondingly clear and powerful. In “ Lara,” 
again, there is no adequate development either of the 
character of the chief personage or of the action of the 
poem; our total impression from the work is a confused 
one. Yet such an incident as the disposal of the slain 
Ezzelin’s body passes before our eyes as if we actually 
saw it. And in the same way as these bursts of incident, 
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weakly-conceived and loosely-combined wholes. Byron 
cannot but be a gainer by having attention concentrated 
upon what is vivid, powerful, effective in his work, and 
withdrawn from what is not so. 

Byron, I say, cannot but be a gainer by this, just as 
Wordsworth is a gainer by a like proceeding. I esteem 
Wordsworth’s poetry so highly, and the world, in my 
opinion, has done it such scant justice, that I could not 
rest satisfied until I had fulfilled, on Wordsworth’s behalf, 
a long-cherished desire — had disengaged, to the best of 
my power, his good work from the inferior work joined 
with it, and had placed before the public the body of his 
good work by itself. To the poetry of Byron the world 
has ardently paid homage; full justice from his contem- 
poraries, perhaps even more than justice, his torrent of 
poetry received. His poetry was admired, adored, “ with 
all its imperfections on its head ” — in spite of negligence, 
in spite of diffuseness, in spite of repetitions, in spite of 
whatever faults it possessed. His name is still great and 
brilhant. Nevertheless the hour of irresistible vogue has 
passed away for him; even for Byron it could not but 
pass away. The time has come for him, as it comes for 
all poets, when he must take his real and permanent 
place, no longer depending upon the vogue of his own 
day and upon the enthusiasm of his contemporaries. 
Whatever we may think of him, we shall not be subju- 
gated by him as they were; for, as he cannot be for us 
what he was for them, we cannot admire him so hotly 
and indiscriminately as they. His faults of negligence, of 
diffuseness, of repetition, his faults of whatever kind, we 
shall abundantly feel and unsparingly criticize; the mere 
interval of time between us and him makes disillusion 
of this kind inevitable. But how then will Byron stand, 
if we relieve him too, so far as we can, of the encum- 
brance of his inferior and weakest work, and if we bring 
before us his best and strongest work in one body to- 
gether? That is the question which I, who can even re- 
member the latter years of Byron’s vogue, and have 
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myself felt the expiring wave of that mighty influence, 
but who certainly also regard him, and have long re- 
garded him, without illusion, cannot but ask myself, can- 
not but seek to answer. The present volume is an at- 
tempt to provide adequate data for answering it. 

Byron has been over-praised, no doubt. “ Byron is one 
of our French superstitions,” says M. Edmond Scherer; 
but where has Byron not been a superstition? He pays 
now the penalty of this exaggerated worship. “ Alone 
among the English poets his contemporaries, Byron,” said 
M. Taine, “ atteint a la cime—gets to the top of the 
poetic mountain.” But the idol that M. Taine had thus 
adored M. Scherer is almost for burning. “In Byron,” 
he declares, “ there is a remarkable inability ever to lift 
himself into the region of real poetic art — art impersonal 
and disinterested — at all. He has fecundity, eloquence, 
wit, but even these qualities themselves are confined 
within somewhat narrow limits. He has treated hardly 
any subject but one— himself; now the man, in Byron, 
is of a nature even less sincere than the poet. This beau- 
tiful and blighted being is at bottom a coxcomb. He 
posed all his life long.” 

‘Our poet could not well meet with more seyere and un- 


to Byron has been so exaggerated as to provoke, perhaps, 
a reaction in which he is unduly disparaged. “ As various 
in composition as Shakespeare himself, Lord Byron has 
embraced,” says Sir Walter Scott, “ every topic of human 
life, and sounded every string on the divine harp, from 
its slightest to its most powerful and heart-astounding 
tones.” It is not surprising that some one with a cool 
head should retaliate, on such provocation as this, by 
saying: “He has treated hardly any subject but one, 
himself.’ “In the very grand and tremendous drama of 
‘Cain,’ ” says Scott, “ Lord Byron has certainly matched 
Milton on his own ground.” And Lord Byron has done 
all this, Scott adds, “ while managing his pen with the 
careless and nd negligent ease of a man” of quality.” ~Alas, 


pene 


ae 
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“managing his pen with the careless and negligent ease 
of a man of quality,” Byron wrote in his “ Cain” — 


Souls that dare look the Omnipotent tyrant in 
His everlasting face, and tell him that 
His evil is not good; 


or he wrote — 


. .. And thou would’st go on aspiring 
To the geat double Mysteries! the two Principles! 


One has only to repeat to oneself a line from “ Paradise 
Lost ” in order to feel the difference. 

Sainte-Beuve, speaking of that exquisite master of lan- 
guage, the Italian poet. Leopardi, remarks how often we 
see the alliance, singular though it may at first sight ap- 
pear, of the poetical genius with the genius for scholar- 
ship and philology. Dante and Milton are instances 
which will occur to every one’s mind. Byron is so 
negligent in his poetical style, lie is often, to say the truth, 
so slovenly, slipshod, and infelicitous, he is so little 
haunted by the true artist’s fine passion for the correct 
use and consummate management of words, that he may 
be described as having for this artistic gift the insensi- 
bility of the barbarian — which is perhaps only another 
and a less flattering way of saying, with Scott, that he 
“manages his pen with the careless and negligent ease 
of a man of quality.” Just of a piece with the rhythm of 


Dare you await the event of few minutes’ 
Deliberation? 


or of 


All shall be void — 
Destroy’d! 


is the diction of 


Which now is painful to these eyes, 
Which had not seen the sun to rise; 
or of 
. . . there let him lay! 
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or of the famous passage beginning 
He who hath bent him o’er the dead; 


with those trailing relatives, that crying grammatical — 


solecism, that inextricable anacolouthon! To class the 


+1 


work of the author of such things with the work of the, 7°’ 


authors of such verse as 
In the dark backward and abysm of time — Bai 


or as 
Presenting Thebes, or Pelops’ line, 
Or the tale of Troy divine — 


is ridiculous. Shakespeare and Milton, with their secret 
of consummate felicity in diction and movement, are of 
another and an altogether higher order from Byron, nay, 
for that matter, from Wordsworth also; from the author 
of such verse as 


Sol hath dropt into his harbour — 


or (if Mr. Ruskin pleases) as 


Parching summer hath no warrant — 


as from the author of 


All shall be void — 
Destroy’d! 


With a poetical gift and a poetical performance of the 
very highest order, the slovenliness and tunelessness of 
much of Byron’s production, the pompousness and pon- 
derousness of much of Wordsworth’s are incompatible. 
Let us admit this to the full. 

Moreover, while we are hearkening to M. Scherer, and 
going along with him in his faultfinding, let us admit, too, 
that the man in Byron is in many respects as unsatis- 
factory as the poet. And, putting aside all direct moral 
criticism of him— with which we need not concern our- 
selves here — we shall find that he is unsatisfactory in the 
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same way. Some of Byron’s most crying faults as a man 
—his vulgarity, his affectation — are really akin to the 
faults of commonness, of want of art, in his workmanship 
asa poet. The ideal nature for the poet and artist is that 
of the finely touched and finely gifted man, the ev’guns of 
the Greeks; now, Byron’s nature was in substance not 
that of the evgu7s at all, but rather, as I have said, of the 
barbarian. The want of fine perception which made it 
possible for him to formulate either the comparison be- 
tween himself and Rousseau, or his reason for getting 
Lord Delawarr excused from a “ licking” at Harrow, is 
exactly what made possible for him also his terrible deal- 
ings in An ye wool; I have redde thee; Sunburn me; 
Oons, and it is excellent well. It is exactly, again, what 
made possible for him his precious dictum that Pope is a 
Greek temple, and a string of other criticisms of the like 
force; it is exactly, in fine, what deteriorated the quality 
of his poetic production. If we think of a good repre- 
sentative of that finely touched and exquisitely gifted 
nature which is the ideal nature for the poet and artist — 
if we think of Raphael, for instance, who truly is evdu7s 
just as Byron is not—we shall bring into clearer light 
the connection in Byron between the faults of the man 
and the faults of the poet. With Raphael’s character 
Byron’s sins of vulgarity and false criticism would have 
been impossible, Just as with Raphael’s art Byron’s sins 
of common and bad workmanship. 

Yes, all this is true, but it is not the whole truth about 
Byron nevertheless; very far from it. The severe criti- 
cism of M. Scherer by no means gives us the whole truth 
about Byron, and we have not yet got it in what has been 
added to that criticism here. The negative part of the 
true criticism of him we perhaps have; the positive part, 
by far the more important, we have not. Byron’s ad- 
mirers appeal eagerly to foreign testimonies in his favor. 
Some of these testimonies do not much move me; but one 
testimony there is among them which will always carry, 
with me at any rate, very great weight — the testimony 
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of Goethe. Goethe’s sayings about Byron were uttered, 
it must however be remembered, at the height of Byron’s 
vogue, when that puissant_and splendid personality was 
exercising its full power of attraction. In Goethe’s own 
household there was an atmosphere of glowing Byron- 
worship; his daughter-in-law was a passionate admirer of 
Byron, nay, she enjoyed and prized his poetry, as did 
Tieck and so many others in Germany at that time, much 
above the poetry of Goethe himself. Instead of being ir- 
ritated and rendered jealous by this, a nature like Goethe’s 
was inevitably led by it to heighten, not lower, the note of 
his praise. The Time-Spirit, or Zeit-Geist, he would him- 
self have said, was working just then for Byron. This 
working of the Zezt-Geist in his favor was an advantage 
added to Byron’s other advantages, an advantage of 
which he had a right to get the benefit. This is what 
Goethe would have thought and said to himself; and so 
he would have been led even to heighten somewhat his 
estimate of Byron, and to accentuate the emphasis of 
praise. Goethe speaking of Byron at that moment was 
not and could not be quite the same cool critic as Goethe 
speaking of Dante, or Moliére, or Milton. This, I say, we 
ought to remember in reading Goethe’s judgments on 
Byron and his poetry. Still, if we are careful to bear 
this in mind, and if we quote Goethe’s praise correctly — 
which is not always done by those who in this country 
quote it —and if we add to it that great and due qual- 
ification added to it by Goethe himself— which so far 
as I have seen has never yet been done by his quoters in 
this country at all— then we shall have a judgment on 
Byron, which comes, I think, very near to the truth, and 
which may well command our adherence. 

In his judicious and interesting Life of Byron, Pro- 
fessor Nichol quotes Goethe as saying that Byron “is un- | 
doubtedly to be regarded as the greatest genius of our 
century.” What Goethe did really say was “ the greatest 
talent,” not “the greatest genius.” The difference is im- 

portant, because, while talent gives the notion of power 


<= 
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in a man’s performance, genius gives rather the notion of 
felicity and perfection in it; and this divine gift of con- 
summate felicity by no means, as we have seen, belongs 
to Byron and to his poetry. Goethe said that Byron 
“must unquestionably be regarded as the greatest talent 
of the century.” + He said of him moreover: “ The Eng- 
lish may think of Byron what they please, but it is cer- 
tain that they can point to no poet who is his like. He is 
different from all the rest, and in the main greater.” 
Here, again, Professor Nichol translates: “They can 
show no (living) poet who is to be compared to him ” — 
inserting the word living, I suppose, to prevent its being 
thought that Goethe would have ranked Byron, as a poet, 
above Shakespeare and Milton. But Goethe did not use, 
or, I think, mean to imply, any limitation such as is added 
by Professor Nichol. Goethe said simply, and he meant 
to say, “no poet.” Only the words which follow ? ought 
not, I think, to be rendered, “ who is to be compared to 
him,” that is to say, “ who is his equal as a poet.” They 
mean rather, “ who may properly be compared with him,” 
“who is his parallel.” And when Goethe said that Byron 
was “in the main greater” than all the rest of the Eng- 
lish poets, he was not so much thinking of the strict rank, 
as poetry, of Byron’s production; he was thinking of that 
wonderful personality of Byron which so enters into his 
poetry, and which Goethe called “a personality such, for 
its eminence, as has never been yet, and such as is not 
likely to come again.” He was thinking of that “ daring, 
dash, and grandiosity,” * of Byron, which are indeed so 
splendid: and which were, so Goethe maintained, of a 
character to do good, because “ everything great. is forma- 
tive,” and what is thus formative does us good. 

The faults which went with this greatness, and which 


1 Der ohne Frage als das grésste Talent des Jahrhunderts 
anzusehen ist. 

2 Der ihm zu vergleichen wire. 

3 Byron’s Kithnheit, Keckheit und Grandiositaét, ist das nicht 
alles bildend? — Alles Grosse bildet, sobald wir es gewahr werden. 
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impaired Byron’s poetical work, Goethe saw very well. 
He saw the constant state of warfare and combat, the 
“negative and polemical working,” which makes Byron’s 
poetry a poetry in which we can so little find rest; he saw 
the Hang zum Unbegrenzten, the straining after the un- 
limited, which made it impossible for Byron to produce 
poetic wholes such as the “ Tempest ” or “ Lear”; he saw 
the zu viel Empirie, the promiscuous adoption of all the 
matter offered to the -poet-by life, just as it was offered, 
without thought or patience for the mysterious transmu- 
tation to be operated on this matter by poetic form. But 
in a sentence which I cannot, as I say, remember to have 
yet seen quoted in any English criticism of Byron, Goethe 
lays his finger on the cause of all these defects in Byron, 
and on his real source of weakness both as a man and as a 
poet. “The moment he reflects, he is a child,” says 
Goethe — “sobald er reflectirt ist er ein Kind.” 

Now if we take the two parts of Goethe’s criticism of 
Byron, the favorable and the unfavorable, and put them 
together, we shall have, I think, the truth. On the one 
hand, a splendid and puissant personality — a personality 
“in eminence such as has never been yet, and is not likely 
to come again’; of which the like, therefore, is not to be 
found among the poets of our nation, by which Byron “ is 
different from all the rest, and in the main greater.” 
Byron is, moreover, “ the greatest talent of our century.” 
On the ‘other hand, this splendid. personality and un- 
matched talent, this unique Byron, “is quite too much in 
the dark about himself; ” * nay, “ the moment he begins 
to reflect, he is a child. Y There we have, I think, Byron 
complete: and in estimating him and ranking him we 
have to strike a balance between the gain which accrues 
to his poetry, as compared with the productions of other 
poets, from his superiority, and the loss which accrues to 
it from his defects. 

A balance of this kind has to be struck in the case of 
all poets except the few supreme masters in whom a 

4 Gar zu dunkel tber sich selbst. 
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profound criticism of life exhibits itself in indissoluble 
connection with the laws of poetic truth and beauty. I 
have seen it said that I allege poetry to have for its char- 
acteristic this: that it is a criticism of life; and that I 
make it to be thereby distinguished from prose, which is 
something else. So far from it, that when I first used this 
expression, a criticism of life, now many years ago, it was 
to literature in general that I applied it, and not to poetry 
in especial. “The end and aim of all literature,” I said, 
“is, if one considers it attentively, nothing but that: a 
criticism of life”’ And so it surely is; the main end and 
aim of all our utterance, whether in prose or in verse, is 
surely a criticism of life. We are not brought much on 
our way, I admit, towards an adequate definition of poetry 
as distinguished from prose by that truth; still a truth it 
is, and poetry can never prosper if it is forgotten. In 
poetry, however, the criticism of life has to be made con- 
formably to the laws of poetic truth and poetic beauty. 
Truth and seriousness of substance and matter, felicity 
and perfection of diction and manner, as these are ex- 
hibited in the best poets, are what constitute a criticism 
of life made in conformity with the laws of poetic truth 
and poetic beauty; and it is by knowing and feeling the 
work of those poets, that we learn to recognize the fulfil- 
ment and non-fulfilment of such conditions. 

The moment, however, that we leave the small band of 
the very best poets, the true classics, and deal with poets 
of the next rank, we shall find that perfect truth and seri- 
ousness of matter, in close alliance with perfect truth and 
felicity of manner, is the rule no longer. We have now 
to take what we can get, to forego something here, to 
admit compensation for it there; to strike a balance, and 
to see how our poets stand in respect to one another when 
that balance has been struck. Let us observe how this 
is so. 

We will take three poets, among the most considerable 
of our century: Leopardi, Byron, Wordsworth. Giacomo 


Leopardi was ten years younger than Byron, and he died 
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thirteen years after him; both of them, therefore, died 
young — Byron at the age of thirty-six, Leopardi at the 
age of thirty-nine. Both of them were of noble birth, 
both of them suffered from physical defect, both of them 
were in revolt against the established facts and beliefs of 
their age; but here the likeness between them ends. The 
stricken poet of Recanati had no country, for an Italy in 
his day did not exist; he had no audience, no celebrity. 
The volume of his poems, published in the very year of 
Byron’s death, hardly sold, I suppose, its tens, while the 
volumes of Byron’s poetry were selling their tens of thou- 
sands. And yet Leopardi has the very qualities which 
we have found wanting to Byron; he has the sense for 
form and style, the passion for just expression, the sure 
and firm touch of the true artist. Nay, more, he has a 
grave fulness of knowledge, an insight into the real bear- 
ings of the questions which as a sceptical poet he raises, a 
power of seizing the real point, a lucidity, with which the 
author of “ Cain ” has nothing to compare. I can hardly 
imagine Leopardi reading the 
. . . And thou would’st go on aspiring 
To the great double Mysteries! the two Principles! 


or following Bryon in his theological controversy with 
Dr. Kennedy, without having his features overspread by 
a calm aud fine smile, and remarking of his brilliant con- 
temporary, as Goethe did, that “the moment he begins 
to reflect, he is a child.” But indeed whoever wishes to 
feel the full superiority of Leopardi over Byron in philo- 
sophic thought, and in the expression of it, has only to 
read one paragraph of one poem, the paragraph of “ La 
Ginestra,” beginning 


Sovente in queste piagge,® 
and ending 
Non so se il riso o la pieta prevale.® 


5 Often upon these slopes. 
6 J do not know whether laughter or pity prevails. 


332 CRITICISM 


In like manner, Leopardi is at many points the poetie 
superior of Wordsworth too. He has a far wider culture 
than Wordsworth, more mental lucidity, more freedom 
from illusions as to the real character of the established 
fact and of reigning conventions; above all, this Italian, 
with his pure and sure touch, with his fineness. of percep- 
tion, is far more of the artist. Such a piece of pompous 
dulness as 


O for the coming of that glorious time, 


and all the rest of it, or such lumbering verse as Mr. 
Ruskin’s enemy, 


Parching summer hath no warrant — 


would have been as impossible to Leopardi as to Dante. 
Where, then, is Wordsworth’s superiority? for the worth 
of what he has given us in poetry I hold to be greater, on 
the whole, than the worth of what Leopardi has given us. 
It is in Wordsworth’s sound and profound sense 


Of joy in widest commonalty spread; 


whereas Leopardi remains with his thoughts ever fixed 
upon the essenza insanabile, upon the acerbo, indegno mi- 
stero delle cose. It isin the power with which Wordsworth 
feels the resources of joy offered to us in nature, offered 
to us in the primary human affections and duties, and in 
the power with which, in his moments of inspiration, he 
renders this joy, and makes us, too, feel it; a force greater 
than himself seeming to lift him and to prompt his tongue, 
so that he speaks in a style far above any style of which 
he has the constant command, and with a truth far be- 
yond any philosophic truth of which he has the conscious 
and assured possession. Neither Leopardi nor Words- 
worth are of the same order with the great poets who 
made such verse as 
; TAnrov yap Moipar Oupor Oéocay avOpwroow" 

or as 

’ In la sua volontade e nostra pace; 
or as 


BYRON 333 


. . -« Men must endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither; 
Ripeness is all. 


But as compared with Leopardi, Wordsworth, though at 
many points less lucid, though far less a master of style, 
far less of an artist, gains so much by his criticism of life 
being, in certain matters of profound importance, health- 
ful and true, whereas Leopardi’s pessimism is not, that the 
value of Wordsworth’s poetry, on the whole, stands higher 
for us than that of Leopardi’s, as it stands higher for us, 
I think, than that of any modern poetry except Goethe’s. 

Byron’s poetic value is also greater, on the whole, than 
Leopardi’s; and his superiority turns in the same way 
upon the surpassing worth of something which he had and 
was, after all deduction has been made for his shortcom- 
ings. We talk of Byron’s personality, “a personality in 
eminence such as has never been yet, and is not likely to 
come again; ” and we say that by this personality Byron 
is “ different from all the rest of English poets, and in the 
main greater.” But can we not be a little more circum- 
stantial, and name that in which the wonderful power of 
this personality consisted? We can; with the instinct of 
a poet Mr. Swinburne has seized upon it and named it 
for us. The power of Byron’s personality lies in “ the 
splendid and imperishable excellence which covers all his 
offences and outweighs all his defects: the excellence of 
sincerity and strength.” 

‘Byron found our nation, after its long and victorious 
struggle with revolutionary France, fixed in a system of 
established facts and dominant ideas which revolted him. 
The mental bondage of the most powerful part of our na- 
tion, of its strong middle-class, to a narrow and false sys- 
tem of this kind, is what we call British Philistinism. 
That bondage is unbroken to this hour, but in Byron’s 
time it was even far more deep and dark than it is now. 
Byron was an aristocrat, and it is not difficult for an aris- 
tocrat to look on the prejudices and habits of the British 
Philistine with scepticism and disdain. Plenty of young 
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men of his own class Byron met at Almack’s or at Lady 
Jersey’s, who regarded the established facts and reigning 
beliefs of the England of that day with as little reverence 
as he did. But these men, disbelievers in British Philis- 
tinism in private, entered English public life, the most 
conventional in the world, and at once they saluted with 
respect the habits and ideas of British Philistinism as if 
they were a part of the order of creation, and as if in 
public no sane man would think of warring against them. 
With Byron it was different. What he called the cant of 
the great middle part of the English nation, what we call 
its Philistinism, revolted him; but the cant of his own 
class, deferring to this Philistinism and profiting by it, 
while they disbelieved in it, revolted him even more. 
“ Come what may,” are his own words, “ I will never flat- 
ter the million’s canting in any shape.” His class in gen- 
eral, on the other hand, shrugged their shoulders at this 
cant, laughed at it, pandered to it, and ruled by it. The 
falsehood, cynicism, insolence, misgovernment, oppression, 
with their consequent unfailing crop of human misery, 
which were produced by this state of things, roused Byron 
to irreconcilable revolt.and battle. They made him indig- 
nant, they infuriated him; they were so strong, so defiant, 
so maleficent —and yet he felt that they were doomed. 
“You have seen every trampler down in turn,” he com- 
forts himself with saying, “ from Buonaparte to the sim- 
plest individuals.” The old order, as after 1815 it stood 
victorious, with its ignorance and misery below, its cant, 
selfishness, and cynicism above, was at home and abroad 
equally hateful to him. “TI have simplified my politics,” 
he writes, “into an utter detestation of all existing gov- 
ernments.” And again: “Give me a republic. The 
king-times are fast finishing; there will be blood shed like 
water and tears like mist, but the peoples will conquer in 
the end. I shall not live to see it, but I foresee it.” 

Byron himself gave the preference, he tells us, to politi- 
cians and doers, far above writers and singers. But the 
politics of his | own day and of his own class — even of the 
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Liberals of his own class — were impossible for him. Na- 
ture had not formed him for a Liberal peer, proper to 
move the Address in the House of Lords, to pay compli- 
ments to the energy and self-reliance of British middle- 
class Liberalism, and to adapt his politics to suit it. Un- 
fitted for such politics, he threw himself upon poetry as 
his organ; and in poetry his topics were not Queen Mab, 
and the Witch of Atlas, and the Sensitive Plant — they 
were the upholders of the old order, George the Third 
and Lord Castlereagh and the Duke of Wellington and 
Southey, and they were the canters and tramplers of the 
great world, and they were his enemies and himself. 
Such was Byron’s personality, by which “ he is different 
from all the rest of English poets, and in the main 
greater.” But he posed all his life, says M. Scherer. Let 
us distinguish. There is the Byron who posed, there is the 
Byron with his affectations and silliness, the Byron whose 
weakness Lady Blessington, with a woman’s acuteness, so 
admirably seized; “his great defect is flippancy and a 
total want of self-possession.” But when this theatrical 
and easily criticized personage betook himself to poetry, 
and when he had fairly warmed to his work, then he be- 
came another man; then the theatrical personage passed 
away; then a higher power took possession of him and 
filled him; then at last came forth into light that true and 
puissant personality, with its direct strokes, its ever-well- 
ing force, its satire, its energy, and its agony. This is the 
real | Byron; whoever stops at the theatrical preludings 
does not know him. And this real Byron may well be 
superior to the stricken Leopardi, he may well be de- 
clared “ different from all the rest of English poets, and 
- in the main greater,” in so far as it is true of him, as M. 
Taine well says, that “ all other souls, in comparison with 
his, seem inert ”; in so far as it is true of him that with 
superb, exhaustless energy, , het maintained, as Professor 
Nichol + well says, “ the struggle that keeps 4 alive, if it does 


not save, the soul; ” in so far, finally, as he deserves (and 
he does deserve) the noble praise of him which I have 
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already quoted from Mr. Swinburne; the praise for “ the 
splendid and imperishable excellence which covers all his 
offences and outweighs all his defects: the excellence of 
sincerity and strength.” 

True, as a man, Bryon could not manage himself, could 
not guide his ways aright, but was all astray. True, he 
has no light, cannot lead us from the past to the future; 
“the moment he reflects, he is a child.” The way out of 
the false state of things which enraged him he did not see 
— the slow and laborious way upward; he had not the pa- 
tience, knowledge, self-discipline, virtue, requisite for see- 
ing it. True, also, as a poet, he has no fine and exact 
sense for word and structure and rhythm; he has not the 
artist’s nature and gifts. Yet a personality of Byron’s 
force counts for so much in life, and_a rhetorician of 
Byron’s force counts for so much i in literature! But it 
would be most unjust to label Byron, as M. Scherer is dis- 
posed to label him, as a rhetorician only. Along with his 
astounding power .and.passion he had a strong and deep 
sense for what is beautiful in nature, and for what is beau- 
tiful in human action and suffering. When he warms to 
his work, when he is inspired, Nature herself seems to take 
the pen from him as she took it from Wordsworth, and 
to write for him as she wrote for Wordsworth, though in a 
different fashion, with her own penetrating simplicity. 
Goethe has well observed of Byron, that when he is at his 
happiest his representation of things is as easy and real as 
if he were improvising. It is so; and his verse then ex- 
hibits quite another and a higher ‘quality from the rhetor- 
ical quality — admirable as this also in its own kind of 
merit is—of such verse as 


Minions of splendor shrinking from distress, 


and of so much more verse of Byron’s of that stamp. 
Nature, I say, takes the pen for him; and then, as- 
sured master of a true poetic style though he is not, 
any more than Wordsworth, yet as from Wordsworth 
at his best there will come such verse as 
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Will no one tell me what she sings? 


so from Byron, too, at his best, there will come such verse 
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He heard it, but he heeded not; his eyes 
Were with his heart, and that was far away. 


Of verse of this high quality, Byron has much; of verse 
of a quality lower than this, of a quality rather rhetorical 
than truly poetic, yet still of extraordinary power and 
merit, he has still more. To separate, from the mass of 
poetry which Byron poured forth, all this higher portion, 
so superior to the mass, and still so considerable in quan- 
tity, and to present it in one body by itself, is to do a 
service, I believe, to Byron’s reputation, and to the poetic 
glory of our country. 

Such a service I have in the present volume attempted 
to perform. To Byron, after all the tributes which have 
been paid to him, here is yet one tribute more — 


Among thy mightier offerings here are mine! 


not a tribute of boundless homage certainly, but sincere; 
a tribute which consists not in covering the poet with elo- 
quent eulogy of our own, but in letting him, at his best 
and greatest, speak for himself. Surely the critic who 
does most for his author is the critic who gains readers 
for his author himself, not for any lucubrations on his 
author — gains more readers for him, and enables those 
readers to read him with more admiration. 

And in spite of his prodigious vogue, Byron has never 
yet, perhaps, had the serious admiration which he de- 
serves. Society read ‘him and talked about him, as it reads 
and talks about “ Endymion” today; and with the same 
sort of result. It looked in Byron’s glass as it looks in 
Lord Beaconsfield’s, and sees, or fancies that it sees, its 
own face there; and then it goes its way, and straightway 
forgets what manner of man it saw. Even of his passion- 
ate admirers, how many never got beyond the theatrical 
Byron, from whom they caught the fashion of deranging 
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their hair, or knotting their neck-handkerchief, or of leav- 
ing their shirt-collar unbuttoned; how few profoundly felt 
his vital influence, the influence of his splendid and imper- 
ishable excellence of sincerity and strength! 

His own aristocratic class, whose cynical make-believe 
drove him to fury; the great middle-class, on whose im- 
pregnable Philistinism he shattered himself to pieces — 
how little have either of these felt Byron’s vital influence! 
As the inevitable break-up of the old order comes, as the 
English middle-class slowly awakens from its intellectual 
sleep of two centuries, as our actual present world, to 
which this sleep has condemned us, shows itself more 
clearly — our world of an aristocracy materialized and 
null, a middle-class purblind and hideous, a lower class 
crude 
more purpose, upon this passionate and dauntless soldier 
of a forlorn hope, who, ignorant of the future and uncon- 
soled by its promises, nevertheless waged against the con- 
servation of the old impossible world so fiery battle; 
waged it till he fell— waged it with such splendid and 
imperishable excellence of sincerity and strength. 

Wordsworth’s value is of another kind. Wordsworth 
has an insight into permanent sources of joy and consola- 
tion for mankind which Byron has not; his poetry gives 
us more which we may rest upon than Byron’s— more 
which we can rest upon now, and which men may rest 
upon always. I place Wordsworth’s poetry, therefore, 
above Byron’s on the whole, although in some points he 
was greatly Byron’s inferior, ‘and although Byron’s poetry 
will always, probably, find more readers than Wordsworth, 
and will give pleasure more easily. But these two, Words- 


eminent in actual performance, a glorious pair, among the 
English poets of this century. Keats had probably, in- 
deed, a more consummate poetic gift than either of them: 
but he died having produced too little and being as yet too 
immature to rival them. I for my part can never even 
think of equalling with them any other of their con- 
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temporaries— either Coleridge, poet and_ philosopher 
wrecked in a mist of opium; or Shelley, beautiful and in- 
effectual angel, beating in the void his luminous wings in 
vain. Wordsworth and Byron stand out by themselves. 
When the year 1900 is turned, and our nation comes to 
recount her poetic glories in the century which has then 
just ended, the first names with her will be these. 


XVII 
SHELLEY 


Nowapays all things appear in print sooner or later; 
but I have heard from a lady who knew Mrs. Shelley a 
story of her which, so far as I know, has not appeared in 
print hitherto. Mrs. Shelley was choosing a school for her 
son, and asked the advice of this lady, who gave for ad- 
vice — to use her own words to me —“ Just the sort of 
banality, you know, one does come out with: Oh, send 
him somewhere where they will teach him to think for 
himself! ” I have had far too long a training as a school 
inspector to presume to call an utterance of this kind a 
banality ; however, it is not on this advice that I now wish 
to lay stress, but upon Mrs. Shelley’s reply to it. Mrs. 
Shelley answered: “ Teach him to think for himself? Oh, 
my God, teach him rather to think like other people! ” 

To the lips of many and many a reader of Professor 
Dowden’s volumes a cry of this sort will surely rise, called 
forth by Shelley’s life as there delineated. I have read 
those volumes with the deepest interest, but I regret their 
publication, and am surprised, I confess, that Shelley’s 
family should have desired or assisted it. For my own 
part, at any rate, I would gladly have been left with the 
impression, the ineffaceable impression, made upon me by 
Mrs. Shelley’s first edition of her husband’s collected 
poems. Medwin and Hogg and Trelawny had done little 
to change the impression made by those four delightful 
volumes of the original edition of 1839. The text of the 
poems has in some places been mended since; but Shelley 
is not a classic, whose various readings are to be noted 
with earnest attention. The charm of the poems flowed 
in upon us from that edition and the charm of the char- 
acter. Mrs. Shelley had done her work admirably; her 
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introductions to the poems of each year, with Shelley’s 
prefaces and passages from his letters, supplied the very 
picture of Shelley to be desired. Somewhat idealized by 
tender regret and exalted memory Mrs. Shelley’s represen- 
tation no doubt was. But without sharing her conviction 
that Shelley’s character, impartially judged, “ would stand 
in fairer and brighter light than that-of any contempo- 
rary,” we learned from her to know the soul of affection, 
of “ gentle and cordial goodness,” of eagerness and ardor 
for human happiness, which was in this rare spirit —so 
mere a monster unto many. Mrs. Shelley said in her gen- 
eral preface to her husband’s poems: “I abstain from any 
remark on the occurrences of his private life, except inas- 
much as the passions which they engendered inspired his 
poetry; this is not the time to relate the truth.” I for my 
part could wish, I repeat, that that time had never come. 

But come it has, and Professor Dowden has given us the 
Life of Percy Bysshe Shelley in two very thick volumes. 
If the work was to be done, Professor Dowden has indeed 
done it thoroughly. One or two things in his biography 
of Shelley I could wish different, even waiving the ques- 
tion whether it was desirable to relate in full the occur- 
rances of Shelley’s private life. Professor Dowden holds a 
' brief for Shelley; he pleads for Shelley as an advocate 
pleads for his client, and this strain of pleading, united 
with an attitude of adoration which in Mrs. Shelley had 
its charm, but which Professor Dowden was not bound to 
adopt from her, is unserviceable to Shelley, nay, injurious 
to him, because it inevitably begets, in many readers of 
the story which Professor Dowden has to tell, impatience 
and revolt. Further, let me remark that the biography 
before us is of prodigious length, although its hero died 
before he was thirty years old, and that it might have been 
considerably shortened if it had been more plainly and 
simply written. I see that one of Professor Dowden’s 
critics, while praising his style for “a certain poetic qual- 
ity of fervor and picturesqueness,” laments that in some 
important passages Professor Dowden “ fritters away 


342 CRITICISM 


great opportunities for sustained and impassioned narra- 
tive.” I am inclined much rather to lament that Profes- 
sor Dowden has not steadily kept his poetic quality of 
fervor and picturesqueness more under control. Is it that 
the Home Rulers have so loaded the language that even 
an Irishman who is not one of them catches something of 
their full habit of style? No, it is rather, I believe, that 
Professor Dowden, of poetic nature himself, and dealing 
with a poetic nature like Shelley, is so steeped in senti- 
ment by his subject that in almost every page of the 
biography the sentiment runs over. A curious note of his 
style, suffused with sentiment, is that it seems incapable 
of using the common word child. A great many births 
are mentioned in the biography, but always it is a poetic 
babe that is born, not a prosaic child. And so, again, 
André Chénier is not guillotined, but “too foully done to 
death.” Again, Shelley after his runaway marriage with 
Harriet Westbrook was in Edinburgh without money and 
full of anxieties for the future, and complained of his 
hard lot in being unable to get away, in being “ chained to 
the filth and commerce of Edinburgh.” Natural enough; 
but why should Professor Dowden improve the occasion 
as follows? “ The most romantic of northern cities could 
lay no spell upon his spirit. His eye was not fascinated 
by the presences of mountains and the sea, by the fan- 
tastic outlines of aérial piles seen amid the wreathing 
smoke of Auld Reekie, by the gloom of the Canongate 
illuminated with shafts of sunlight streaming from its 
interesting wynds and alleys; nor was his imagination 
kindled by storied house or palace, and the voices of old, 
forgotten, far-off things, which haunt their walls.” If Pro- 
fessor Dowden, writing a book in prose, could have 
brought himself to eschew poetic excursions of this kind 
and to tell his story in a plain way, lovers of simplicity, 
of whom there are some still left in the world, would have 
been gratified, and at the same time his book would have 
been the shorter by scores of pages. 

These reserves being made, I have little except praise 
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for the manner in which Professor Dowden has performed 
his task; whether it was a task which ought to be per- 
formed at all, probably did not lie with him to decide. 

His ample materials are used with order and judgment; 
the history of Shelley’s life develops itself clearly before 
our eyes; the documents of importance for it are given 
with sufficient fulness, nothing essential seems to have 
been kept back, although I would gladly, I confess, have 
seen more of Miss Clairmont’s journal, whatever arrange- 
ment she may in her later life have chosen to exercise 
upon it. In general all documents are so fairly and fully 
cited, that Professor Dowden’s pleadings for Shelley, 
though they may sometimes indispose and irritate the 
reader, produce no obscuring of the truth; the documents 
manifest it of themselves. Last but not least of Professor 
Dowden’s merits, he has provided his book with an excel- 
lent index. 

Undoubtedly this biography, with its full account of 
the occurrences of Shelley’s private life, compels one to 
review one’s former impression of him. Undoubtedly 
the brilliant and attaching rebel who in thinking for him- 
self had of old our sympathy so passionately with him, 
when we come to read his full biography makes us often 
and often inclined to cry out: “My God! he had far 
better have thought like other people.” There is a pas- 
sage in Hogg’s capitally written and most interesting 
account of Shelley which I wrote down when I first read it 
and have borne in mind ever since; so beautifully it 
seemed to render the true Shelley. Hogg has been speak- 
ing of the intellectual expression of Shelley’s features, and 
he goes on: “ Nor was the moral expression less beauti- 
ful than the ‘intellect; for there was a softness, a delicacy, 
a gentleness, and especially (though this will surprise 
many) that air of profound religious veneration that char- 
acterizes the best work and chiefly the frescoes (and into 
these they infused their whole souls) of the great masters 
of Florence and of Rome.” What we have of of Shelley i in 
poetry and prose suited with this char rming picture of 
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him; Mrs. Shelley’s account suited with it; it was a pos- 
session which one would gladly have kept unimpaired. It 
still subsists, I must now add; it subsists even after one has 
read the present biography; it subsists, but so as by fire. 
It subsists with many a scar and stain; never again will 
it have the same pureness and beauty which it had form- 
erly. I regret this, as 1 have said, and I confess I do 
not see what has been gained. Our ideal Shelley was 
the true Shelley after all; what has been gained by mak- 
ing us at moments doubt it? What has been gained by 
forcing upon us much in him which is ridiculous and 
odious, by compelling any fair mind, if it is to retain with 
a good conscience its ideal Shelley, to do that which I pro- 
pose to do now? I propose to mark firmly what is ridic- 
ulous and odious in the Shelley brought to our knowledge 
by the new materials, and then to show that our former 
beautiful and lovable Shelley nevertheless survives. 
Almost everybody knows the main outline of the events 
of Shelley’s life. It will be necessary for me, however, up 
to the date of his second marriage, to go through them 
here. Perey Bysshe Shelley was born at F ield Place, near 


®& Horsham, in Sussex, on the 4th of August, 1792. Ta was 


of an old. family of country gentlemen, and the heir to a 
baronetcy. He had one brother-and five sisters, but the 
brother so much younger than himself as to be no com- 
panion for him in his boyhood at home, and after he was 
separated from home and England he never saw him. 
Shelley was brought up at Field Place with his sisters. 
At ten years old he was sent to a private school at Isle- 
worth, where he read Mrs. Radcliffe’s romances and was 
fascinated by a popular scientific lecturer. After two 
years of private school he went in 1804 to Eton. Here he 
took no part in cricket or football, refused to fag, was 
known as “mad Shelley” and much tormented; when 
tormented beyond endurance he could be dangerous. 
Certainly he was not happy at Eton; but he had friends, 
he boated, he rambled about the country, His school 
lessons were easy to him, and his reading extended far be- 
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yond them; he read books on chemistry, he read Pliny’s 
“Natural History,” Godwin’s “ Political Justice,” Lucre- 
tius, Franklin, Condorcet. It is said he was called “ athe- 
ist Shelley” at Eton, but this is not so well established 
as his having been called “mad Shelley.” He was 
full, at_any rate,-of new and revolutionary ideas, and 
he declared at a later time that he was twice expelled 
from the school but recalled through the interference 
of his father. 

In the spring of 1810 Shelley, now in his eighteenth 
year, entered University College, Oxford, as an exhibi- 
tioner. He had already written novels and poems; a 
poem on the Wandering Jew, in seven or eight cantos, he 
sent to Campbell, and was told by Campbell, that there 
were but two good lines in it. He had solicited the corre- 
spondence of Mrs. Hemans, then Felicia Browne and 
unmarried; he had fallen in love with a charming cousin, 
Harriet Grove. In the autumn of 1810 he found a pub- 
lisher for his verse; he also found a friend in a very 
clever and free-minded commoner of his college, Thomas 
Jefierson Hogg, who has admirably described the Shelley 
of those Oxford days, with his chemistry, his eccentric 
habits, his charm of look and character, his conversation, 
his shrill discordant voice. Shelley read incessantly. 
Hume’s “ Essays” produced a powerful impression on 
him; his free speculation led him to what his father, and 
worse still his cousin Harriet, thought “ detestable prin- 
ciples”; his cousin and family became estranged from 
him. He, on his part, became more and more incensed 
against the “bigotry” and “intolerance” which pro- 
duced such estrangement. “ Here I swear, and as I break 
my oaths, may Infinity, Eternity, blast me— here I swear 
that never will I forgive intolerance.” At the beginning 
of 1811 he prepared and published what he called a “ leaf- 
let for letters,” having for its title “The Necessity of 
Atheism.” He sent copies to all the bishops, to the Vice- 

hancellor of Oxford, and to the heads of houses. On 
Lady Day, he was summoned before the authorities of his 
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College, refused to answer the question whether he had 
written “ The Necessity of Atheism,” told the Master and 
Fellows that their proceedings would become a court of 
inquisitors but not free men in a free country,’ and 
was expelled for contumacy. Hogg wrote a letter of re- 
monstrance to the authorities, was in his turn summoned 
before them and questioned as to his share in the “ leaf- 
let,” and, refusing to answer, he also was expelled. 
Shelley settled with Hogg in lodgings in London. His 
father, excusably indignant, was not a wise man and 
managed his son ill. His plan of recommending Shelley 
to read Paley’s “ Natural Theology,” and of reading it 
with him himself, makes us smile. Shelley, who about this 
time wrote of his younger sister, then at school at Clap- 
ham, “ There are some hopes of this dear little girl, she 
would be a divine little scion of infidelity if I could get 
hold of her,” was not to have been cured by Paley’s 
“ Natural Theology ” administered through Mr. Timothy 
Shelley. But by the middle of May Shelley’s father had 
ugreed to allow him two hundred pounds a year. Mean- 
while in visiting his sisters at their school in Clapham, 
Shelley made the acquaintance of a schoolfellow of theirs, 
Harriet Westbrook. She was a beautiful and lively girl, 
with a father who had kept a tavern in Mount Street, but 
had now retired from business, and one sister much older 
than herself, who encouraged in every possible way the ac- 
quaintance of her sister of sixteen with the heir to a 
baronetcy and a great estate. Soon Shelley heard that 
Harriet met with cold looks at her school for associating 
with an atheist; his generosity and his ready indignation 
against “intolerance” were roused. In the summer Har- 
riet wrote to him that she was persecuted not at school 
only but at home also, that she was lonely and miserable, 
and would gladly put an end to her life. Shelley went to 
see her; she owned her love for him, and he engaged 
himself to“her’~ He told his cousin Charles Grove that 
his happiness had been blighted when the other Harriet, 
Charles’s sister, cast him off; that 1 now ve hl thing 
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worth living for was self-sacrifice. Harriet’s persecutors 
became yet more troublesome, and Shelley, at the end of 
August, went off with her to Edinburgh and they were 
SES The entry in the register is this: 


August 28, 1811. — Percy Bysshe Shelley, farmer, Sussex, and 
Miss Harriet Westbrook, St. Andrew Church Parish, daughter of 
Mr. John Westbrook, London. 


After five weeks in Edinburgh the young farmer and 
his wife came southwards and took lodgings at York, 
under the shadow of what Shelley calls that “ gigantic 
pile of superstition,” the Minster. But his friend Hogg 
was in a lawyer’s office in York, and Hogg’s society made 
the Minster endurable. Mr. Timothy Shelley’s happiness 
in his son was naturally not increased by the runaway 
marriage; he stopped his allowance, and Shelley de- 
termined to visit “ this thoughtless man,” as he calls his 
parent, and to “ try the force of truth” upon him. Noth- 
ing could be effected; Shelley’s mother, too, was now 
against him. He returned to York to find that in his ab- 
sence his friend Hogg had been making love to Harriet, 
who had indignantly repulsed him. Shelley was shocked, 
but after a “ terrible day” of explanation from Hogg, he 
“fully, freely pardoned him,” promised to retain him 
still as “ his friend, his bosom friend,” and “ hoped soon 
to convince him how lovely virtue was.” But for the 
present it seemed better to separate. In November he 
and Harriet, with her sister Eliza, took a cottage at Kes- 
wick. Shelley was now in great straits for money; the 
great Sussex neighbor of the Shelleys, the Duke of Nor- 
folk, interposed in his favor, and his father and grand- 
father seem to have offered him at this time an income of 
£2000 a year, if he would consent to entail the family 
estate. Shelley indignantly refused to “ forswear his 
principles,” by accepting “a proposal so insultingly hate- 
ful.” But in December his father agreed, though with an 
ill grace, to grant him his allowance of £200 a year again, 
and Mr. Westbrook promised to allow a like sum to his 
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daughter. So after four months of marriage the Shelleys 
began 1812 with an income of £400 a year. 

Early in February they left Keswick and proceeded to 
Dublin, where Shelley, who had prepared an address to 
the Catholics, meant to “ devote himself towards forward- 
ing the great ends of virtue and happiness in Ireland.” 
Before leaving Keswick he wrote to William Godwin, “ the 
regulator and former of his mind,” making profession of 
his mental obligations to him, his respect and veneration, 
and soliciting Godwin’s friendship. A correspondence 
followed; Godwin pronounced his young disciple’s plans 
for “disseminating the doctrines of philanthropy and 
freedom ” in Ireland to be unwise; Shelley bowed to his 
mentor’s decision and gave up his Irish campaign, quit- 
ting Dublin on the 4th of April, 1812. He and Harriet 
wandered first to Nant-Gwillt in South Wales, near the 
upper Wye, and from thence after a month or two to 
Lynmouth in North Devon, where he busied himself with 
his poem of “ Queen Mab,” and with sending to sea boxes 
and bottles containing a “ Declaration of Rights ” by him, 
in the hope that the winds and waves might carry his doc- 
trines where they would do good. But his Irish servant, 
bearing the prophetic name of Healy, posted the “ Decla- 
ration” on the walls of Barnstaple and was taken up; 
Shelley found himself watched and no longer able to enjoy 
Lynmouth in peace. He moved in September, 1812, to 
Tremadoc, in North Wales, where he threw himself 
ardently into an enterprise for recovering a great stretch 
of drowned land from the sea. But at the beginning of 
October he and Harriet visited London, and Shelley 
grasped Godwin by the hand at last.. At once an intimacy 
arose, but the future Mary Shelley — Godwin’s daughter 
by his first wife, Mary Wollstonecraft — was absent on a 
visit in Scotland when the Shelleys arrived in London. 
They became acquainted, however, with the second Mrs. 
‘Godwin, on whom we have Charles Lamb’s friendly com- 
ment: “A very disgusting woman, and wears green 
spectacles! ” with the amiable Fanny, Mary Wollstone- 
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eraft’s daughter by Imlay, before her marriage with God- 
win; and probably also with Jane Clairmont, the second 
Mrs. Godwin’s daughter by a first marriage, and herself, 
afterwards the mother of Byron’s Allegra. Complicated 
relationships, as in the Theban story! and there will be 
not wanting, presently, something of the Theban horrors. 
During this visit of six weeks to London Shelley re- 
newed his intimacy with Hogg; in the middle of Novem- 
ber he returned to Tremadoc. There he remained until 
the end of February, 1813, perfectly happy with Harriet, 
reading widely, and working at his “ Queen Mab ” and at 
the notes to that poem. On the 26th of February an 
attempt was made, or so he fancied, to assassinate him, 
and in high nervous excitement he hurriedly left Trema- 
doc and repaired with Harriet to Dublin again. On this 
visit to Ireland he saw Killarney, but early in April he 
and Harriet were back again in London. 

There in June, 1813, their daughter Ianthe was born; at 
the end of July they moved to Bracknell, in Berkshire. 
They had for neighbors there a Mrs. Boinville and her 
married daughter, whom Shelley found to be fascinating 
women, with a culture which to his wife was altogether 
wanting. Cornelia Turner, Mrs. Boinville’s daughter, was 
melancholy, required consolation, and found it, Hogg tells 
us, in Petrarch’s poetry; “ Bysshe entered at once fully 
into her views and caught the soft infection, breathing 
the tenderest and sweetest melancholy as every true poet 
ought.” Peacock, a man of keen and cultivated mind, 
joined the circle at Bracknell. He and Harriet, not yet 
eighteen, used sometimes to laugh at the gushing senti- 
ment and enthusiasm of the Bracknell circle; Harriet had 
also given offense to Shelley by getting a wet-nurse for her 
child; in Professor Dowden’s words, “the beauty of 
Harriet’s motherly relation to her babe was marred in 
Shelley’s eyes by the introduction into his home of a hire- 
ling nurse to whom was delegated the mother’s tenderest 
office.” But in September Shelley wrote a sonnet to his 
child which expresses his deep love for the mother also, 
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to whom in March, 1814, he was remarried in London, lest 
the Scotch marriage should prove to have been in any 
point irregular. Harriet’s sister Eliza, however, whom 
Shelley had at first treated with excessive deference, had 
now become hateful to him. And in the very month of 
the London marriage we find him writing to Hogg that he 
is staying with the Boinvilles, having “ escaped, in the 
society of all that philosophy and friendship combine, 
from the dismaying solitude of myself.” Cornelia Turner, 
he adds, whom he once thought cold and reserved, “ is the 
reverse of this, as she is the reverse of everything bad; she 
inherits all the divinity of her mother.” Then comes a 
stanza, beginning 


Thy dewy looks sink in my breast, 
Thy gentle words stir poison there. 


It has no meaning, he says; it is only written in thought. 
“Tt is evident from this pathetic letter,” says Professor 
Dowden, “ that Shelley’s happiness in his home had been 
fatally stricken.” This is a curious way of putting the 
matter. To me what is evident is rather that Shelley had, 
to use Professor Dowden’s words again — for these things 
of high sentiment I gladly let him speak for me — “a too 
vivid sense that here (in the society of the Boinville fam- 
ily) were peace and joy and gentleness and love.” In 
April come some more verses to the Boinvilles, which con- 
tain the first good stanza that Shelley wrote. In May 
comes a poem to Harriet, of which Professor Dowden’s 
prose analysis is as poetic as the poem itself. “ If she has 
something to endure (from the Boinville attachment), it 
is not much, and all her husband’s weal hangs upon her 
loving endurance, for see how pale and wildered anguish 
has made him!” Harriet, unconvinced, seems to have 
gone off to Bath in resentment, from whence, however, 
she kept up a constant correspondence with Shelley, who 
was now of age, and busy in London raising money on 
post-obit bonds for his own wants and those of the friend 
and former of his mind, Godwin, 
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And now, indeed, it was to become true that if from the 
inflammable Shelley’s devotion to the Boinville family 
poor Harriet had had “ something to endure,” yet this was 
“not much ” compared with what was to follow. At God- 
win’s house Shelley met Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin, his 
future wife, then in her seventeenth year. She was a 
gifted person, but, as Professor Dowden says, she “ had 
breathed during her entire life an atmosphere of free 
thought.” On the 8th of June Hogg called at Godwin’s 
with Shelley; Godwin was out, but “a door was partially 
and softly opened, a thrilling voice called ‘Shelley!’ a 
thrilling voice answered * Mary!’” Shelley’s summoner 
was “a very young female, fair and fair-haired, pale in- 
deed, and with a piercing look, wearing a frock of tartan.” 
Already they were “Shelley” and “ Mary” to one an- 
other; “before the close of June they knew and felt,” 
says Professor Dowden, “ that each was to the other in- 
expressibly dear.” The churchyard of St. Pancras, where 
her mother was buried, became “a place now doubly 
sacred to Mary, since on one eventful day Bysshe here 
poured forth his griefs, his hopes, his love, and she, in sign 
of everlasting union, placed her hand in his.” In July 
Shelley gave her a copy of “ Queen Mab,” printed but not 
published, and under the tender dedication to Harriet he 
wrote: “ Count Slobendorf was about to marry a woman 
who, attracted solely by his fortune, proved her selfishness 
by deserting him in prison.” Mary added an inscription 
on her part: “I love the author beyond all powers of ex- 
pression ... by that love we have promised to each 
other, although I may not be yours I can never be an- 
other’s ”” — and a good deal more to the same effect. 

Amid these excitements Shelley was for some days with- 
out writing to Harriet, who applied to Hookham the pub- 
lisher to know what had happened. She was expecting 
her confinement; “I always fancy something dreadful has 
happened,” she wrote, “if I do not hear from him ... 
I cannot endure this dreadful state of suspense.” Shelley 
then wrote to her, begging her to come to London; and 
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when she arrived there, he told her the state of his feelings, 
and proposed separation. The shock made Harriet ill; 
and Shelley, says Peacock, “between his old feelings 
toward Harriet, and his new passion for Mary, showed in 
his looks, in his gestures, in his speech, the state of a mind 
‘suffering, like a little kingdom, the nature of an insur- 
rection.’” Godwin grew uneasy about his daughter, and 
after a serious talk with her, wrote to Shelley. Under 
such circumstances, Professor Dowden tells us, “ to youth, 
swift and decisive measures seem the best.’”’ In the early 
morning of the 28th of July, 1814, “Mary Godwin 
stepped across her father’s threshold into the summer 
air,’ she and Shelley went off together in a post-chaise to 
Dover, and from thence crossed to the Continent. 

On the 14th of August the fugitives were at Troyes on 
their way to Switzerland. From Troyes Shelley addressed 
a letter to Harriet, of which the best description I can 
give is that it-is precisely the letter which a man in the 
writer’s circumstances should not have written. 


My prarest Harriet (he begins). I write to you from this 
destestable town; I write to show that I do not forget you; I 
write to urge you to come to Switzerland, where you will at last 
find one firm and constant friend to whom your interests will be 
always dear — by whom your feelings will never wilfully be in- 
jured. From none can you expect this but me — all else are 
either unfeeling or selfish, or have beloved friends of their own. 


Then follows a description of his journey with Mary from 
Paris, “through a fertile country, neither interesting 
from the character of its inhabitants nor the beauty of 
the scenery, with a mule to carry our baggage, as Mary, 
who has not been sufficiently well to walk, fears the 
fatigue of walking.” Like St. Paul to Timothy, he ends 
with commissions: 

I wish you to bring with you the two deeds which Tahourdin 
has to prepare for you, as also a copy of the settlement. Do not 
part with any of your money. But what shall be done about. the 
books? You can consult on the spot. With love to my sweet 


little Ianthe, ever most affectionately yours, 
I write in great haste; we depart directly. 
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Professor Dowden’s flow of sentiment is here so agitat- 
ing, that I relieve myself by resorting to a drier world. 
Certainly my comment on this letter shall not be his, that 
it “assures Harriet that her interests were still dear to 
Shelley, though now their lives had moved apart.” But 
neither will I call the letter an odious letter, a hideous 
letter. I prefer to call it, applying an untranslated French 
word, a béte letter. And it is béte from what is the signal, 
the disastrous want and weakness of Shelley, with all his 
fine intellectual gifts — his utter deficiency in humor. 


~ Harriet did not accept Shelley’s invitation to join him ~*™) 


and Mary in Switzerland. Money difficulties drove the 
travellers back to England in September. Godwin would 
not see Shelley, but he sorely needed, continually de- 
manded and eagerly accepted, pecuniary help from his 
erring “ spiritual son.” Between Godwin’s wants and his 
own, Shelley was hard pressed. He got from Harriet, who 
. still believed that he would return to her, twenty pounds 
which remained in her hands. In November she was con- 
fined; a son and heir was born to Shelley. He went to see 
Harriet, but “the interview left husband and wife each 
embittered against the other.” Friends were severe; 
“when Mrs. Boinville wrote, her letter seemed cold and 
even sarcastic,” says Professor Dowden. “ Solitude,” he 
continues, “unharassed by debts and duns, with Mary’s 
companionship, the society of a few friends, and the de- 
lights of study and authorship, would have made these 
winter months to Shelley months of unusual happiness 
and calm.” But, alas! creditors were pestering, and 
even Harriet gave trouble. In January, 1815, Mary had 
to write in her journal this entry: “ Harriet sends her 
creditors here; nasty woman. Now we must change our 
lodgings.” 

One day about this time Shelley asked Peacock, “ Do 
you think Wordsworth could have written such poetry if 
he ever had dealings with money-lenders?” Not only 
had Shelley dealings with money-lenders, he now had 
dealings with bailiffs also. But still he continued to read 
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largely. In January, 1815, his grandfather, Sir Bysshe 
Shelley, died. Shelley went down into Sussex; his father 
would not suffer him to enter the house, but he sat out- 
side the door and read “ Comus,” while the reading of his 
grandfather’s will went on inside. In February was born 
Mary’s first child, a girl, who lived but a few days. All 
the spring Shelley was ill and harassed, but by June it 
was settled that he should have an allowance from his 
father of £1000 a year, and that his debts (including 
£1200 promised by him to Godwin) should be paid. He 
on his part paid Harriet’s debts and allowed her £200 a 
year. In August he took a house on the borders of 
Windsor Park, and made a boating excursion up the 
Thames as far as Lechlade, an excursion which produced 
his first entire poem of value, the beautiful “ Stanza in 
Lechlade Churchyard.” They were followed, later in the 
autumn, by “ Alastor.” Henceforth, from this winter of 
1815 until he was drowned between Leghorn and Spezzia 
in July, 1822, Shelley’s literary history is sufficiently given 
in the delightful introductions prefixed by Mrs. Shelley 
to the poems of each year. Much of the history of his 
life is there given also; but with some of those “ occur- 
rences of his private life” on which Mrs. Shelley forbore 
to touch, and which are now made known to us in Pro- 
fessor Dowden’s book, we have still to deal. 

Mary’ s first son, William, was born in January, 1816, 
and in February we find Shelley declaring himself 

“strongly urged, by the perpetual experience of neglect 
or enmity from almost every one but those who are sup- 
ported by my resources, to desert my native country, 
hiding myself and Mary from the contempt which we so 
unjustly endure.” Early in May he left England with 
Mary and Miss Clairmont; they met Lord Byron at 
his company. Miss Clairmont had already in London, 
without the knowledge of the Shelleys, made Byron’s 
acquaintance and become his mistress, Shelley deter- 
mined, in the course of the summer, to go back to Eng- 
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land, and, after all, “to make that most excellent of 
nations my perpetual resting-place.” In September he 
and his ladies returned; Miss Clairmont was then expect- 
ing her confinement. Of her being Byron’s mistress the — 
Shelleys were now aware; but “ the moral indignation,” 
says Professor Dowden, “ which Byron’s act might justly 
arouse, seems to have-been felt by neither Shelley nor 
Mary.” If Byron and Claire Clairmont, as she was now 
called, loved and were happy, all was well. 

The eldest daughter of the Godwin household, the 
amiable Fanny, was unhappy at home and in deep dejec- 
tion of spirits. Godwin was, as usual, in terrible straits 
for money. The Shelleys and Miss Clairmont settled 
themselves at Bath; early in October Fanny Godwin 
passed through Bath without their knowing it, travelled 
on to Swansea, took a bedroom at the hotel there, and 
was found in the morning dead, with a bottle of laudanum 
on the table beside her and these words in her hand- 
writing: 

I have long determined that the best thing I could do was to put 
an end to the existence of a being whose birth was unfortunate,’ 
and whose life has only been a series of pain to those persons who 
have hurt their health in endeavoring to promote her welfare. 
Perhaps to hear of my death will give you pain, but you will soon 
have the blessing of forgetting that such a creature ever existed 
asysS.w.ae 


There is no signature. 

A sterner tragedy followed. On the 9th of November, 
1816, Harriet Shelley left the house in Brompton where 
she was then living, and did not return. On the 10th of 
December her body was found in the Serpentine; she had 
drowned herself. In one respect Professor Dowden re- 

sembles Providence: his ways are inscrutable. His com- 
ment on Harriet’s death is: “There is no doubt she 
wandered from the ways of upright living.” But he 
adds: “ That no act of Shelley’s, during the two years 
which immediately preceded her death, tended to cause 


7 She was Mary Wollstonecraft’s natural daughter by Imlay, 
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the rash act which brought her life to its close, seems 
certain.” Shelley had been living we Mary all the time; 
only that! 

On the 30th of December, 1816, Mary Godwin and 
Shelley were married. I shall pursue “the occurrences 
of Shelley’s private life” no further. For the five years 
and a half which remain, Professor Dowden’s book adds 
to our knowledge of Shelley’s life much that is interest- 
ing; but what was chiefly important we knew already. 
The new and grave matter which we did not know, or 
knew in the vaguest way only, but which Shelley’s family 
and Professor Dowden have now thought it well to give 
us in full, ends with Shelley’s second marriage. 

I regret, I say once more, that it has been given. It is 
a sore trial for our love of Shelley. What a set! what a 
world! is the exclamation that breaks from us as we come 
to an end of this history of “ the occurrences of Shelley’s 
private life.” I used the French word béte for a letter of 
Shelley’s; for the world in which we find him I can only 
use another French word, sale. Godwin’s house of sordid 
horror, and Godwin’s preaching and holding the hat, and 
the green-spectacled Mrs. Godwin, and Hogg the faithful 
friend, and Hunt the Horace of this precious world, and, 
to go up higher, Sir Timothy Shelley, a great country 
gentleman, feeling himself safe while “ the exalted mind 
of Norfolk [the drinking Duke] protects me with the 
world,” and Lord Byron kr his deep grain of coarseness 
and commonness, his affectation, his brutal sélfishness — 
what a set! The history carries us to Oxford, and I think 
of the clerical and respectable Oxford of those old times, 
the Oxford of Copleston and the Kebles and Hawkins, and 
a hundred more, with the relief Keble declares himself to 
experience from Izaak Walton, 


When, wearied with the tale thy times disclose, 
The eye first finds thee out in thy secure repose. 


Tam not only thinking of morals and the house of Godwin, 
I am thinking also of tone, bearing, dignity. I appeal to 
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Cardinal Newman, if perchance he does me the honor to 
read these words, is it possible to imagine Copleston 
or Hawkins declaring himself safe “while the exalted 
mind of the Duke of Norfolk protects me with the _ 
world” ? 

Mrs. Shelley, after her marriage and during Shelley’s 
closing years, becomes-attractive; up to her marriage her 
letters and journal do not please. Her ability is manifest, 
but she is not attractive. In the world discovered to us by 
Professor Dowden as surrounding Shelley up to 1817, the 
most pleasing figure is poor Fanny Godwin; after Fanny 
Godwin, the most pleasing figure is Harriet Shelley her- 
self. 

Professor Dowden’s treatment of Harriet is not worthy 
— so much he must allow me in all kindness, but also in all 
seriousness, to say — of either his taste or his judgment. 
His pleading for Shelley is constant, and he does more 
harm than good to Shelley by it. But here his champion- 
ship of Shelley makes him very unjust to a cruelly used 
and unhappy girl. For several pages he balances the 
question whether or not Harriet was unfaithful to Shel- 
ley before he left her for Mary, and he leaves the ques- 
tion unsettled. As usual Professor Dowden (and it is 
his signal merit) supplies the evidence decisive against 
himself. Thornton Hunt, not well disposed to Harriet, 
Hogg, Peacock, Trelawny, Hookham, and a member of 
Godwin’s own family, are all clear in their evidence that 
up to her parting from Shelley Harriet was perfectly inno- 
cent. But that precious witness, Godwin, wrote in 1817 
that “she had proved herself unfaithful to her husband 
before their separation. ... Peace be to her shade! ” 
Why, Godwin was the father of Harriet’s successor. But 
Mary believed the same thing. She was Harriet’s suc- 
cessor. But Shelley believed it too. He had it from God- 
win. But he was convinced of it earlier. The evidence for 
this is, that, in writing to Southey in 1820, Shelley declares 
that “the single passage of a life, otherwise not only 
spotless but spent in an impassioned pursuit of virtue, 
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which looks like a blot,” bears that appearance “ merely 
because I regulated my domestic arrangements without 
deferring to the notions of the vulgar, although I might 
have done so quite as conveniently had I descended to 
their base thoughts.” From this Professor Dowden con- 
cludes that Shelley believed he could have got a divorce 
from Harriet had he so wished. The conclusion is not 
clear. But even were the evidence perfectly clear that 
Shelley believed Harriet unfaithful when he parted from 
her, we should have to take into account Mrs. Shelley’s 
most true sentence in her introduction to “ Alastor”: “ In 
all Shelley did, he, at the time of doing it, believed him- 
self justified to his own conscience.” 

Shelley’s asserting a thing vehemently does not prove 
more than that he chose to believe it and did believe it. 
His extreme and violent changes of opinion about people 
show this sufficiently. Eliza Westbrook is at one time “a 
diamond not so large” as her sister Harriet but “ more 
highly polished; ” and then: “I certainly hate her with 
all my heart and soul. I sometimes feel faint with the 
fatigue of checking the overflowings of my unbounded | 
abhorrence for this miserable wretch.” The antipathy, 
Hogg tells us, was as unreasonable as the former excess of 
deference. To his friend Miss Hitchener he says: “ Never 
shall that intercourse cease, which has been the day-dawn 
of my existence, the sun which has shed warmth on the 
cold drear length of the anticipated prospect of life.” A 
little later, and she has become “the Brown Demon, a 
woman of desperate views and dreadful passions, but of 
cool and undeviating revenge! ” Even Professor Dowden 
admits that this is absurd; that the real Miss Hitchener 
was not seen by Shelley, either when he adored or when 
he detested. 

Shelley’ s power of persuading himself was equal to any 
occasion ; ‘but would not his conscientiousness and high 
feeling have prevented his exerting this power at poor 
Harriet’s expense? To abandon her as he did, must he 
not have known her to be false! Professor Dowden in- 
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sists always on Shelley’s “conscientiousness.” Shelley 
himself speaks of his “impassioned pursuit of virtue.” 
Leigh Hunt compared his life to that of “ Plato himself, 
or, still more, a Pythagorean,” and added that he “ never 
met a being who came nearer, perhaps so near, tothe 
height of humanity,” to being an “ angel of charity.” In 
many respects Shelley really resembled both a Pythag- 
orean and an angel of charity. He loved high thoughts, 
he-cared nothing for sumptuous lodging, fare, and rai- 
ment, he was poignantly afflicted at the sight of misery, 
he would have given away his last farthing, would have 
suffered in his own person, to relieve it. But in one im- 
portant point he was like neither a Pythagorean nor an 
angel: he was extremely inflammable. Professor Dowden 
leaves no doubt on the matter. After reading his book, 
one feels sickened forever of the subject of irregular rela- 
tions; God forbid that I should go into the scandals about 
Shelley’s “ Neapolitan charge,” about Shelley and Emilia 
Viviani, about Shelley and Miss Clairmont, and the rest 
of it! I will say only that it is visible enough that when 
the passion of love was aroused in Shelley (and it was 
aroused easily) one could not be sure of him, his friends 
could not trust him. We have seen him with the Boinville 
family. With Emilia Viviani he is the same. If he is left 
much alone with Miss Clairmont, he evidently makes 
Mary uneasy; nay, he makes Professor Dowden himself 
uneasy. And I conclude that an entirely human inflam- 
mability, joimed to an inhuman want of humor and a 
superhuman power of self-deception, are the causes which 
chiefly explain Shelley’s abandonment of Harriet in the 
first place, and then his behavior to her and his defense 
of himself afterwards. 

His misconduct to Harriet, his want of humor, his self- 
deception, are fully brought before us for the first time 
by Professor Dowden’s book. Good morals and good 
criticism alike forbid that when all this is laid bare to us 
we should deny, or hide, or extenuate it. Nevertheless I 
go back after all to what I said at the beginning; still our 
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ideal Shelley, the angelic Shelley, subsists. Unhappily 
the data for this Shelley we had and knew long ago, while 
the data for the unattractive Shelley are fresh; and what 
is fresh is likely to fix our attention more than what is 
familiar. But Professor Dowden’s volumes, which give so 
much, which give too much, also afford data for picturing 
anew the Shelley who delights, as well as for picturing for 
the first time a Shelley who, to speak plainly, disgusts; 
and with what may renew and restore our impression of 
the delightful Shelley I shall end. 

The winter at Marlow, and the ophthalmia caught 
among the cottages of the poor, we knew, but we have 
from Professor Dowden more details of this winter and 
of Shelley’s work among the poor; we have above all, for 
the first time I believe, a line of verse of Shelley’s own 
which sums up truly and perfectly this most attractive 
side of him — 


I am the friend of the unfriended poor. 


But that in Shelley on which I would especially dwell is 
that in him which contrasts most with the ignobleness of 
the world in which we have seen him living, and with the 
pernicious nonsense which we have found him talking. 
The Shelley of “ marvelous gentleness,” of feminine re- 
finement with gracious and considerate manners, “a per- 
fect gentleman, entirely without arrogance or aggressive 
egotism,” completely devoid of the proverbial and fero- 
cious vanity of authors and poets, always disposed _ to 
make little of his own work and to prefer that of others, 
of reverent enthusiasm for the great and wise, of high and 
tender seriousness, of heroic generosity, and of a delicacy 
in rendering services which was equal to his generosity — 
the Shelley who was all this is the Shelley with whom I 
wish to end. He may talk nonsense about tyrants and 
priests, but what a high and noble ring in such a sentence 
as the following, written by a young man who is refusing 
£2000 a year rather than consent to entail a great prop- 
erty! 
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That I should entail £120,000 of command over labour, of 
power to remit this, to employ it for benevolent purposes, on 
one whom I know not — who might, instead of being the bene- 
factor of mankind, be its bane, or use this for the worst purposes, 
which the real delegates of my chance-given property might con-_ 
vert into a most useful instrument of benevolence! No! this 
you will not suspect me of. 


And again: 


I desire money because I think I know the use of it. It com- 
mands labor, it gives leisure; and to give leisure to those who will 
employ it in the forwarding of truth is the noblest present an 
individual can make to the whole. 


If there is extravagance here, it is extravagance of a 
beautiful and rare sort, like Shelley’s “ underhand ways ” 
also, which differed singularly, the cynic Hogg tells us, 
from the underhand ways of other people; “ the latter 
were concealed because they were mean, selfish, sordid; 
Shelley’s secrets, on the contrary (kindnesses done by 
stealth), were hidden through modesty, delicacy, gener- 
osity, refinement of soul.” 

“His forbearance to Godwin, to Godwin lecturing and 
renouncing him and at the same time holding out, as I 
have said, his hat to him for alms, is wonderful; but the 
dignity with which he at last, in a letter perfect for pro- 
priety of tone, reads a lesson to his ignoble father-in-law, 
is in the best possible style: 


Perhaps it is well that you should be informed that I consider 
your last letter to be written in a style of haughtiness and en- 
croachment which neither awes nor imposes on me; but I have 
no desire to transgress the limits which you place to our inter- 
course, nor in any future instance will I make any remarks but 
such as arise from the strict question in discussion. 


And again — 


My astonishment, and, I will confess, when I have been treated 
with most harshness and cruelty by you, my indignation, has been 
extreme, that, knowing as you do my nature, any considerations 
should have prevailed on you to have been thus harsh and cruel. 
I lamented also over my ruined hopes of all that your genius once 
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taught me to expect from your virtue, when I found that for 
yourself, your family, and your creditors, you would submit to 
that communication with me which you once rejected and ab- 
horred, and which no pity for my poverty or suffering, assumed 
willingly for you, could avail to extort. 


Moreover, though Shelley has no humor, he can show 
as quick and sharp a tact as the most practised man of 
the world. He has been with Byron and the Countess 
Guiccioli, and he writes of the latter — 


La Guiccioli is a very pretty, sentimental, innocent Italian, 
who has sacrificed an immense future for the sake of Lord Byron, 
and who, if I know anything of my friend, of her, and of human 
nature, will hereafter have plenty of opportunity to repent her 
rashness. 


Tact also, and something better than tact, he shows in 
his dealings, in order to befriend Leigh Hunt, with Lord 
Byron. He writes to Hunt: 


Particular circumstances, or rather, I should say, particular 
dispositions in Lord Byron’s character, render the close and ex- 
clusive intimacy with him, in which I find myself, intolerable to 
me; thus much, my best friend, I will confess and confide to 
you. No feelings of my own shall injure or interfere with what 
is now nearest to them — your interest; and I will take care to 
preserve the little influence I may have over this Proteus, in 
whom such strange extremes are reconciled, until we meet. 


And so we have come back again, at last, to our original 
Shelley — to the Shelley of the lovely and well-known 
picture, to the Shelley with “ flushed, feminine, artless 
face,” the Shelley “blushing like a girl,” of Trelawny. 
Professor Dowden gives us some further attempts at por- 
traiture. One by a Miss Rose, of Shelley at Marlow: 


He was the most interesting figure I ever saw; his eyes like a 
deer’s, bright but rather wild; his white throat unfettered; his 
slender but to me almost faultless shape; his brown long coat 
with curling lambs’ wool collar and cuffs —in fact, his whole 
appearance — are as fresh in my recollection as an occurrence of 
yesterday. 
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Feminine enthusiasm may be deemed suspicious, but a 
Captain Kennedy must surely be able to keep his head. 
Captain Kennedy was quartered at Horsham in 1813, and 
saw Shelley when he was on a stolen visit, in his father’s 
absence, at Field Place: 


He received me with frankness and kindliness, as if he had 
known me from childheed, and at once won my heart. I fancy 
I see him now as he sate by the window, and hear his voice, the 
tones of which impressed me with his sincerity and simplicity. 
His resemblance to his sister Elizabeth was as striking as if they 
had been twins. His eyes were most expressive; his complexion 
beautifully fair, his features exquisitely fine; his hair was dark, 
and no peculiar attention to its arrangement was manifest. In 
person he was slender and gentlemanlike, but inclined to stoop; 
his gait was decidedly not military. The general appearance 
indicated great delicacy of constitution. One would at once 
pronounce of him that he was different from other men. There 
was an earnestness in his manner and such perfect gentleness of 
breeding and freedom from everything artificial as charmed 
every one. I never met a man who so immediately won upon 
me. 


Mrs. Gisborne’s son, who knew Shelley well at Leghorn, 
declared Captain Kennedy’s description of him to be “ the 
best and most truthful I have ever seen.” 

To all this we have to add the charm of the man’s 
writings — of Shelley’s poetry. It is his poetry, above 
everything else, which for many people establishes that 
he is an angel. Of his poetry I have not space now to 
speak. But let no one suppose that a want of humor and 
a self-delusion such as Shelley’s have no effect upon a 
man’s poetry. The man Shelley, in very truth, is not 
entirely sane, and Shelley’s poetry is not entirely. sane 
either. The ‘Shelley of actual life is a vision of beauty 
and radiance, indeed, but availing nothing, effecting noth- 
_ing. And in poetry, no less than in life, he is “ a beautiful 
and ineffectual angel, beating in the void his luminous 
wings in vain.” — 
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Poetry, according to Milton’s famous saying, should be 
“simple, sensuous, impassioned.” No one can question 
the eminency, in Keats’s poetry, of the quality of sensu- 
ousness. Keats as a poet is abundantly and enchantingly 
sensuous; the question with some people will be, whether 
he is anything else. Many things may be brought for- 
ward which seem to show him as under the fascination 
and sole dominion of sense, and desiring nothing better. 
There is the exclamation in one of his letters: “O for a 
life of sensations rather than of thoughts! ” There is the 
thesis, in another, “that with a great Poet the sense of 
Beauty overcomes every other consideration, or rather 
obliterates all consideration.” There is Haydon’s story of 
him, how “ he once covered his tongue and throat as far 
as he could reach with Cayenne pepper, in order to ap- 
preciate the delicious coldness of claret in all its glory — 
his own expression.” One is not much surprised when 
Haydon further tells us, of the hero of such a story, that 
once for six weeks together he was hardly ever sober. 
“ He had no decision of character,” Haydon adds; “no 
object upon which to direct his great powers.” ! 

Character and self-control, the virtus verusque labor so 
necessary for every kind of greatness, and for the great 
artist, too, indispensable, appear to be wanting, certainly, 
to this Keats of Haydon’s portraiture. They are wanting 
also to the Keats of the “ Letters to Fanny Brawne.” 
These letters make as unpleasing an impression as Hay- 
don’s anecdotes. The editor of Haydon’s journals could 
not well omit what Haydon said of his friend, but for the 
publication of the “ Letters to Fanny Brawne ” I can see 
no good reason whatever. Their publication appears to 
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me, I confess, inexcusable; they ought never to have been 
published. But published they are, and we have to take 
notice of them. Letters written when Keats was near his 
end, under the throttling and unmanning grasp of mortal 
disease, we will not judge. But here is a letter written 
some months before he was taken ill. It is printed just 
as Keats wrote it. 


You have absorb’d me. I haye a sensation at the present 
moment as though I was dissolving —I should be exquisitely 
miserable without the hope of soon seeing you. I should be 
afraid to separate myself far from you. My sweet Fanny, will 
your heart never change? My love, will it? I have no limit now 
to my love. ... Your note came in just here. I cannot be 
happier away from you. ’Tis richer than an Argosy of Pearles. 
Do not threat me even in jest. I have been astonished that Men 
could die Martyrs for religion — I have shuddered at it. I shud- 
der no more — I could be martyred for my Religion — Love is my 
religion — I could die for that. I could die for you. My Creed is 
Love and you are its only tenet. You have ravished me away 


by a Power I cannot resist; and yet I could resist till I saw you; 
and even since I have seen you I have endeavoured often ‘to 
reason against the reasons of my Love.”’ I can do that no more 
— the pain would be too great. My love is selfish. I cannot 
breathe without you. 


A man who writes love-letters in this strain is probably 
predestined, one may observe, to misfortune in his-love- 
affairs; but that is nothing. The complete enervation of 
the writer is the real point for remark. We have the 
tone, or rather the entire want of tone, the abandonment 
of all reticence and all dignity, of the merely sensuous 
man, of the man who “ is passion’s slave.” Nay, we have 
them in such wise that one is tempted to speak even as 
Blackwood or the Quarterly were in the old days wont to 
speak; one is tempted to say that Keats’s love-letter is 
the love-letter of a surgeon’s apprentice. It has in its re- 
laxed self-abandonment something underbred and ignoble, 
as of a youth ill brought up, without the training which 
teaches us that we must put some constraint upon our 
feelings and upon the expression of them. It is the sort 
of love-letter of a surgeon’s apprentice which one might 
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hear read out in a breach of promise case, or in the 
Divorce Court. The sensuous man speaks in it, and the 
sensuous man of a badly bred and badly trained sort. 
That many who are themselves also badly bred and badly 
trained should enjoy it, and should even think it a beau- 
tiful and characteristic production of him whom they 
call their “lovely and beloved Keats,” does not make it 
better. These are the admirers whose pawing and fond- 
ness does not good but harm to the fame of Keats; who 
concentrate attention upon what in him is least whole- 
some and most questionable; who worship him, and 
would have the world worship him too, as the poet of 


Light feet, dark violet eyes, and parted hair, 
Soft dimpled hands, white neck, and creamy breast. 


This sensuous strain Keats had, and a man of his poetic 
powers could not, whatever his strain, but show his talent 
in it. But he has something more, and something better. 
We who believe Keats to have been by his promise, at 
any rate, if not fully by his performance, one of the very 
greatest of English poets, and who believe also that a 
merely sensuous man cannot either by promise or by per- 
formance be a very great poet, because poetry interprets 
life, and so large and noble a part of life is outside of such 
a man’s ken—we cannot but look for signs in him of 
something more than sensuousness, for signs of character 
and virtue. And indeed the elements of high character 
Keats undoubtedly has, and the effort to develop them; 
the effort is frustrated and cut short by misfortune, and 
disease, and time, but for the due understanding of 
Keats’s worth the recognition of this effort, and of the 
elements on which it worked, is necessary. 

Lord Houghton, who praises very discriminatingly the 
poetry of Keats, has on his character also a remark full 
of discrimination. He says: “The faults of Keats’s dis- 
position were precisely the contrary of those attributed to 
him by common opinion.” And he gives a letter written 
after the death of Keats by his brother George, in which 
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the writer, speaking of the fantastic Johnny Keats in- 
vented for common opinion by Lord Byron and by the 
reviewers, declares indignantly: “ John was the very soul 
of manliness and courage, and as much like the Holy 
Ghost as Johnny Keats.” It is important to note this 
testimony, and to look well for whatever illustrates and 
confirms it. 

Great weight is laid by Lord Houghton on such a direct 
profession of faith as the following: “ That sort of prob- 
ity and disinterestedness,” Keats writes to his brothers, 
“which such men as Bailey possess, does hold and grasp 
the tip-top of any spiritual honors that can be paid to 
anything in this world.” Lord Houghton says that 
“never have words more effectively expressed the con- 
viction of the superiority of virtue above beauty than 
those.” But merely to make a profession of faith of the 
kind here made by Keats is not difficult; what we should 
rather look for is some evidence of the instinct for char- 
acter, for virtue, passing into man’s life, passing into his 
work. 

Signs of virtue, in the true and large sense of the word, 
the instinct for virtue passing into the life of Keats and 
strengthening it, I find in the admirable wisdom and 
temper of what he says to his friend Bailey on the occa- 
sion of a quarrel between Reynolds and Haydon: 

Things have happened lately of great perplexity; you must 
have heard of them; Reynolds and Haydon retorting and recrim- 
inating, and parting forever. The same thing has happened be- 
tween Haydon and Hunt. It is unfortunate; men should bear 
with each other; there lives not the man who may not be cut up, 
aye, lashed to pieces, on his weakest side. The best of men have 
but a portion of good in them. . . . The sure way, Bailey, is first 
to know a man’s faults, and then be passive. If, after that, he 
insensibly draws you towards him, then you have no power to 
break the link. Before I felt interested in either Reynolds or 
Haydon, I was well read in their faults; yet, knowing them, I 
have been cementing gradually with both. I have an affection 
for them both, for reasons almost opposite; and to both must I of 
necessity cling, supported always by the hope that when a little 
time, a few years, shall have tried me more fully in their esteem, 
I may be able to bring them together. 
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Butler has well said that “ endeavoring to enforce upon 
our own minds a practical sense of virtue, or to beget in 
others that practical sense of it which a man really has 
himself, is a virtuous act.” And such an “ endeavoring ” 
is that of Keats in those words written to Bailey. It is 
more than mere words; so justly thought and so dis- 
creetly urged as it is, it rises to the height of a virtuous 
act. It is proof of character. 

The same thing may be said of some words written to 
his friend Charles Brown, whose kindness, willingly ex- 
erted whenever Keats chose to avail himself of it, seemed 
to free him from any pressing necessity of earning his own 
living. Keats felt that he must not allow this state of 
things to continue. He determined to set himself to “ fag 
on as others do” at periodical literature, rather than to 
endanger his independence and his self-respect; and he 
writes to Brown: 


I had got into a habit of mind of looking towards you as a help 
in all difficulties. This very habit would be the parent of idleness 
and difficulties. You will see it is a duty I owe to myself to 
break the neck of it. I do nothing for my subsistence — make no 
exertion. At the end of another year you shall applaud me, not 
for verses, but for conduct. 


He had not, alas, another year of health before him 
when he announced that wholesome resolve; it then 
wanted but six months of the day of his fatal attack. But 
in the brief time allowed to him he did what he could to 
keep his word. 

What character, again, what strength and clearness of 
judgment, in his criticism of his own productions, of the 
public, and of the “literary circles”! His words after 
the severe reviews of “Endymion” have often been 
quoted; they cannot be quoted too often: 


Praise or blame has but a momentary effect on the man whose 
love of beauty in the abstract makes him a severe critic on his 
own works. My own criticism has given me pain without com- 
parison. beyond what Blackwood or the Quarterly could possibly 
inflict; and also, when I feel I am right, no external praise can 
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give me such a glow as my own solitary reperception and ratifica- 
tion of what is fine. J.S. is perfectly right in regard to the “‘slip- 
shod Endymion.” That it is so is no fault of mine. No! though 
it may sound a little paradoxical, it is as good as I had power to 
make it by myself. 


And again, as if he had foreseen certain of his admirers 
gushing over him, and was resolved to disengage his re- 
sponsibility: 


I have done nothing, except for the amusement of a few people 
who refine upon their feelings till anything in the un-understand- 
able way will go down with them. I have no cause to complain, 
because I am certain anything really fine will in these days be felt. 
I have no doubt that if I had written Othello I should have been 
cheered. I shall go on with patience. 


Young poets almost inevitably overrate what they call 
“the might of poesy,” and its power over the world which 
now is. Keats is not a dupe on this matter any more than 
he is a dupe about the merit of his own performances: 


I have no trust whatever in poetry. I don’t wonder at it; the 
marvel is to me how people read so much of it. 


His attitude towards the public is that of a strong man, 
not of a weakling avid of praise, and made to “ be snuff’d 
out by an article”: 


I shall ever consider the public as debtors to me for verses, not 
myself to them for admiration, which I can do without. 


And again, in a passage where one may perhaps find 
fault with the capital letters, but surely with nothing 
else: 


I have not the slightest feel of humility towards the public or 
to anything in existence but the Eternal Being, the Principle of 
Beauty, and the Memory of great Men. . . . I would be subdued 
before my friends, and thank them for subduing me; but among 
multitudes of men I have no feel of stooping; I hate the idea of 
humility to them. I never wrote one single line of poetry with 
the least shadow of thought about their opinion. Forgive me for 
vexing you, but it eases me to tell you: I could not live without 
the love of my friends; I would jump down Etna for any great 
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public good — but I hate a mawkish popularity. I cannot be sub- 
dued before them. My glory would be to daunt and dazzle the 
thousand jabberers about pictures and books. 


Against these artistic and literary “ jabberers,’ among 
whom Byron fancied Keats, probably, to be always living, 
flattering them and flattered by them, he has yet another 
outburst: 


Just so much as I am humbled by the genius above my grasp, 
am I exalted and look with hate and contempt upon the literary 
world. Who could wish to be among the commonplace crowd of 
the little famous, who are each individually lost in a throng made 
up of themselves? 


And he loves Fanny Brawne the more, he tells her, be- 
cause he believes that she has liked him for his own sake 
and for nothing else. “I have met with women who I 
really think would like to be married to a Poem and to be 
given away by a Novel.” 

There is a tone of too much bitterness and defiance in 
all this, a tone which he with great propriety subdued and 
corrected when he wrote his beautiful preface to ‘“ En- 
dymion.” But the thing to be seized is, that Keats had 
flint and iron in him, that he had character; that he was, 
as his brother George says, “ as much like the Holy Ghost 
as Johnny Keats” — as that imagined sensuous weakling, 
the delight of the literary circles of Hampstead. 

It is a pity that Byron, who so misconceived Keats, 
should never have known how shrewdly Keats, on the 
other hand, had characterized him, as “a fine thing” in 
the sphere of “the worldly, theatrical, and pantomimi- 
cal.” But indeed nothing is more remarkable in Keats 
than his clear-sightedness, his lucidity; and lucidity is in 
itself akin to character and to high and severe work. In 
spite, therefore, of his overpowering feeling for beauty, 
in spite of his sensuousness, in spite of his facility, in 
spite of his gift of expression, Keats could say resolutely: 


I know nothing, I have read nothing; and I mean to follow 
Solomon’s directions: ‘‘Get learning, get understanding.” There 
is but one way for me. The road lies through application, study, 
and thought. I will pursue it. 
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And of Milton, instead of resting in Milton’s incompar- 
able phrases, Keats could say, although indeed all the 
while “looking upon fine phrases,” as he himself tells us, 
“like a lover” — 


Milton had an exquisite passion for what is properly, in the 
sense of ease and pleasure, poetical luxury; and with that, it 
appears to me, he would fain have been content, if he could, so 
doing, preserve his self-respect and feeling of duty performed; 
but there was working in him, as it were, that same sort of thing 
which operates in the great world to the end of a prophecy’s being 
accomplished. Therefore he devoted himself rather to the ardors 
than the pleasures of song, solacing himself at intervals with cups 
of old wine. 


In his own poetry, too, Keats felt that place must be 
found for “ the ardors rather than the pleasures of song,” 
although he was aware that he was not yet ripe for it — 


But, my flag is not unfurl’d 
On the Admiral-staff, and to philosophize 
I dare not yet. 


Even in his pursuit of “the pleasures of song,” how- 
ever, there is that stamp of high work which is akin to 
character, which is character passing into intellectual pro- 
duction. “ The best sort of poetry — that,” he truly says, 
“4s all I care for, all I live for.” It is curious to observe 
how this severe addiction of his to the best sort of poetry 
affects him with a certain coldness, as if the addiction had 
been to mathematics, towards those prime objects of a 
sensuous and passionate poet’s regard, love and women. 
He speaks of “ the opinion I have formed of the general- 
ity of women, who appear to me as children to whom I 
would rather give a sugar-plum than my time.” He con- 
fesses “a tendency to class women in my books with roses 
and sweetmeats — they never see themselves dominant ”; 
and he can understand how the unpopularity of his poems 
may be in part due to “ the offense which the ladies ” not 
unnaturally “take at him” from this cause. Even to 
Fanny Brawne he can write “a flint-worded letter,” when 
his “ mind is heaped to the full ” with poetry: 
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I know the generality of women would hate me for this; that 
IT should have so unsoftened, so hard a mind as to forget them; 
forget the brightest realities for the dull imaginations of my own 
brain. ... My heart seems now made of iron—TI could not 
write a proper answer to an invitation to Idalia. 


The truth is that “ the yearning passion for the Beau- 
tiful,” which was with Keats, as he himself truly says, the 
master-passion, is not a passion of the sensuous or sen- 
timental man, is not a passion of the sensuous or senti- 
mental poet. It is an intellectual and spiritual passion. 
It is “ connected and made one,” as Keats declares that in 
his case it was, “ with the ambition of the intellect.” It 
is, as he again says, “ the mighty abstract idea of Beauty 
in all things.” And in his last days Keats wrote: “If I 
should die, I have left no immortal work behind me— 
nothing to make my friends proud of my memory; but 
I have loved the principle of beauty in all things, and if I 
had had time I would have made myself remembered.” 
He has made himself remembered, and remembered 
as no merely sensuous poet could be; and he has 
done it by having “loved the principle of beauty in all 
things.” 

For to see things in their beauty is to see things in their 
truth, and Keats knew it. “ What the Imagination seizes 
as Beauty must be Truth,” he says in prose; and in im- 
mortal verse he has said the same thing — 


Beauty is truth, truth beauty — that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 


No, it is not all; but it is true, deeply true, and we 
have deep need to know it. And with beauty goes not 
only truth, joy goes with her also; and this too Keats saw 
and said, as in the famous first line of his “ Endymion ” 
it stands written — 


A thing of beauty is a joy for ever. 


It is no small thing to have so loved the principle of 
beauty as to perceive the necessary relation of beauty 
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with truth, and of both with joy. Keats was a great spirit, 
and counts for far more than many even of his admirers 
suppose, because this just and high perception made itself 
clear to him. Therefore a dignity and a glory shed 
gleams over his life, and happiness, too, was not a stranger 
to it. “ Nothing startles me beyond the moment,” he 
says; “the setting sun will always set me to rights, or if 
a sparrow come before my window I take part in its ex- 
istence and pick about the gravel.” But he had terrible 
bafHlers — consuming disease and early death. “I think,” 
he writes to Reynolds, “if I had a free and healthy and 
lasting organization of heart, and lungs as strong as an 
ox’s, so as to be able to bear unhurt the shock of extreme 
thought and sensation without weariness, I could pass my 
life very nearly alone, though it should last eighty years. 
But I feel my body too weak to support me to the height; 
I am obliged continually to check myself, and be nothing.” 
He had against him even more than this; he had against 
him the blind power which we call Fortune. “O that 
something fortunate,” he cries in the closing months of 
his life, “ had ever happened to me or my brothers! — 
then I might hope — but despair is forced upon me as a 
habit.” So baffled and so sorely tried — while laden, 
at the same time, with a mighty formative thought 
requiring health, and many days, and favoring cir- 
cumstances, for its adequate manifestation— what 
wonder if the achievement of Keats be partial and 
incomplete? 

Nevertheless, let and hindered as he was, and with a 
short term and imperfect experience— “ young,” as he 
says of himself, “ and writing at random, straining after 
particles of light in the midst of a great darkness, with- 
out knowing the bearing of any one assertion, of any one 
opinion ” — notwithstanding all this, by virtue of his feel- 
ing for beauty and of his perception of the vital connec- 
tion of beauty with truth, Keats accomplished so much in 
poetry, that in one of the two great modes by which 
poetry interprets, in the faculty of naturalistic interpreta- 
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tion, in what we call natural magic, he ranks with Shake- 
speare. “The tongue of Kean,” he says in an admirable 
criticism of that great actor and of his enchanting elocu- 
tion, “ the tongue of Kean must seem to have robbed the 
Hybla bees and left them honeyless. There is an inde- 
scribable gusto in his voice; in ‘ Richard,’ ‘ Be stirring 
with the lark tomorrow, gentle Norfolk! ’ comes from him 
as through the morning atmosphere towards which he 
yearns.” This magic, this “indescribable gusto in the 
voice,” Keats himself, too, exhibits in his poetic expres- 
sion. No one else in English poetry, save Shakespeare, 
has in expression quite the fascinating felicity of Keats, 
his perfection of loveliness. “I think,” he said humbly, 
“T shall be among the English poets after my death.” 
He is; he is with Shakespeare. 

For the second great half of poetic interpretation, for 
that faculty of moral interpretation which is in Shake- 
speare, and is informed by him with the same power of 
beauty as his naturalistic interpretation, Keats was not 
ripe. For the architectonics of poetry, the faculty which 
presides at the evolution of works like the “ Agamemnon ” 
or “ Lear,” he was not ripe. His “ Endymion,” as he him- 
self well saw, is a failure, and his “ Hyperion,” fine things 
as it contains, is not a success. But in shorter things, 
where the matured power of moral interpretation, and 
the high architectonics which go with complete poetic 
development, are not required, he is perfect. The poems 
which follow prove it — prove it far better by themselves 
than anything which can be said about them will prove it. 
Therefore I have chiefly spoken here of the man, and of 
the elements in him which explain the production of such 
work. Shakespearian work it is; not imitative, indeed, of 
Shakespeare, but Shakespearian, because its expression 
has that rounded perfection and felicity of loveliness of 
which Shakespeare is the great master. To show such 
work is to praise it. Let us now end by delighting our- 
selves with a fragment of it, too broken to find a place 
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among the pieces which follow, but far too beautiful to 
be lost. It is a fragment of an ode for May-day. O 
might I, he cries to May, O might I 


. . . thy smiles 

Seek as they once were sought, in Grecian isles, 
By bards who died content on pleasant sward, 
Leaving great verse unto a little clan! 
O, give me their old vigor, and unheard 
Save of the quiet primrose, and the span 

Of heaven, and few years, 
Rounded by thee, my song should die away, 

Content as theirs, 
Rich in the simple worship of a day! 


XIX 
EMERSON 


Forty years ago, when I was an undergraduate at Ox- 
ford, voices were in the air there which haunt my memory 
still, Happy the man who in that susceptible season of 
youth hears such voices! they are a possession to him for- 
ever. No such voices as those which we heard in our 
youth at Oxford are sounding there now. Oxford has 
more criticism now, more knowledge, more light; but 
such voices as those of our youth it has no longer. The 
name of Cardinal Newman is a great name to the im- 
agination still; his genius and his style are still things of 
power. But he is over eighty years old; he is in the 
Oratory at Birmingham; he has adopted, for the doubts 
and difficulties which beset men’s minds today, a solution 
which, to speak frankly, is impossible. Forty years ago 
he was in the very prime of life; he was close at hand to 
us at Oxford; he was preaching in St. Mary’s pulpit 
every Sunday; he seemed about to transform and to re- 
new what was for us the most national and natural insti- 
tution in the world, the Church of England. Who could 
resist the charm of that spiritual apparition, gliding in 
the dim afternoon light through the aisles of St. Mary’s, 
rising into the pulpit, and then, in the most entrancing 
of voices, breaking the silence with words and thoughts 
which were a religious music — subtle, sweet, mournful? 
I seem to hear him still, saying: “ After the fever of life, 
after wearinesses and sicknesses, fightings and despond- 
ings, languor and fretfulness, struggling and succeeding; 
after all the changes and chances of this troubled, un- 
healthy state—at length comes death, at length the 
white throne of God, at length the beatific vision.” Or, if 
we followed him back to his seclusion at Littlemore, that 
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dreary village by the London road, and to the house of 
retreat and the church which he built there—a mean 
house such as Paul might have lived in when he was tent- 
making at Ephesus, a church plain and thinly sown with — 
worshippers — who could resist him there either, welcom- 
ing back to the severe joys of church-fellowship, and of 
daily worship and prayer, the firstlings of a generation 
which had well-nigh forgotten them? Again I seem to 
hear him: “ The season is chill and dark, and the breath 
of the morning is damp, and worshippers are few; but all 
this befits those who are by their profession penitents 
and mourners, watchers and pilgrims. More dear to them 
that loneliness, more cheerful that severity, and more 
bright that gloom, than all those aids and appliances of 
luxury by which men nowadays attempt to make prayer 
less disagreeable to them. True faith does not covet com- 
forts; they who realize that awful day, when they shall 
see Him face to face whose eyes are as a flame of fire, will 
as little bargain to pray pleasantly now as they will think 
of doing so then.” 

Somewhere or other I have spoken of those “ last en- 
chantments of the Middle Age” which Oxford sheds 
around us, and here they were! But there were other 
voices sounding in our ear besides Newman’s. There was 
the puissant voice of Carlyle; so sorely strained, over- 
used, and misused since, but then fresh, comparatively 
sound, and reaching our hearts with true, pathetic elo- 
quence. Who can forget the emotion of receiving in its 
first freshness such a sentence as that sentence of Carlyle 
upon Edward Irving, then just dead: “ Scotland sent him 
forth a herculean man; our mad Babylon wore and 
wasted him with all her engines — and it took her twelve 
years!” A greater voice still—the greatest voice of the 
century — came to us in those youthful years through 
Carlyle; the voice of Goethe. To this day — such is the 
force of youthful associations—I read the “ Wilhelm 
Meister ” with more pleasure in Carlyle’s translation than 
in the original. The large, liberal view of human life in 
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“ Wilhelm Meister,” how novel it was to the Englishman 
in those days! and it was salutary, too, and educative for 
him, doubtless, as well as novel. But what moved us 
most in “ Wilhelm Meister” was that which, after all, 
will always move the young most — the poetry, the elo- 
quence. Never, surely, was Carlyle’s prose so beautiful 
and pure as in his rendering of the Youths’ dirge over 
Mignon! — “ Well is our treasure now laid up, the fair 
image of the past. Here sleeps it in the marble, unde- 
caying; in your hearts, also, it lives, it works. Travel, 
travel, back into life! Take along with you this holy 
earnestness, for earnestness alone makes life eternity.” 
Here we had the voice of the great Goethe — not the 
stiff, and hindered, and frigid, and factitious Goethe who 
speaks to us too often from those sixty volumes of his, 
but of the great Goethe, and the true one. 

And besides those voices, there came to us in that old 
Oxford time a voice also from this side of the Atlantic — 
a clear and pure voice, which for my ear, at any rate, 
brought a strain as new, and moving, and unforgettable, 
as the strain of Newman, or Carlyle, or Goethe. Mr. 
Lowell has well described the apparition of Emerson to 
your young generation here, in that distant time of which 
I am speaking, and of his workings upon them. He was 
your Newman, your man of soul and genius visible to you 
in the flesh, speaking to your bodily ears, a present object 
for your heart and imagination. That is surely the most 
potent of all influences! nothing can come up to it. To 
us at Oxford Emerson was but a voice speaking from 
three thousand miles away. But so well he spoke, that 
from that time forth Boston Bay and Concord were 
names invested to my ear with a sentiment akin to that 
which invests for me the names of Oxford and of Weimar; 
and snatches of Emerson’s strain fixed themselves in my 
mind as imperishably as any of the eloquent words which 
I have been just now quoting. “ Then dies the man in 
you; then once more perish the buds of art, poetry, and 
science, as they have died already in a thousand thousand 
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men.” “ What Plato has thought, he may think; what a 
saint has felt, he may feel; what at any time has be- 
fallen any man, he can understand.” “Trust thyself! 
every heart vibrates to that iron string. Accept the place 
the Divine Providence has found for you, the society of 
your contemporaries, the connexion of events. Great 
men have always done-so, and confided themselves child- 
like to the genius of their age; betraying their perception 
that the Eternal was stirring at their heart, working 
through their hands, predominating in all their being. 
And we are now men, and must accept in the highest 
spirit the same transcendent destiny; and not pinched in 
a corner, not cowards fleeing before a revolution, but 
redeemers and benefactors, pious aspirants to be noble 
clay plastic under the Almighty effort, let us advance and 
advance on chaos and the dark! ” These lofty sentences 
of Emerson, and a hundred others of like strain, I never 
have lost out of my memory; I never can lose them. 

At last I find myself in Emerson’s own country, and 
looking upon Boston Bay. Naturally I revert to the 
friend of my youth. It is not always pleasant to ask 
oneself questions about the friends of one’s youth; they 
cannot always well support it. Carlyle, for instance, in 
my judgment, cannot well support such a return upon 
him. Yet we should make the return; we should part 
with our illusions, we should know the truth. When I 
come to this country, where Emerson now counts for so 
much, and where such high claims are made for him, I 
pull myself together, and ask myself what the truth 
about this object of my youthful admiration really is. 
Improper elements often come into our estimate of men. 
We have lately seen a German critic make Goethe the 
greatest of all poets, because Germany is now the greatest 
of military | powers, and wants a poet to match. Then, 
too, “America is a young country; and young countries, 
like young persons, are apt sometimes to evince in their 
literary judgments a want of scale and measure. I set 
myself, therefore, resolutely to come at a real estimate of 
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Emerson, and with a leaning even to strictness rather 
than to indulgence. That is the safer course. Time has 
no indulgence; any veils of illusion which we may have 
left around an object because we loved it, Time 1 is sure to 
‘ strip away. 

I was reading the other day a notice of Emerson by a 
serious and interesting American critic. Fifty or sixty 
passages in Emerson’s poems, says this critic — who had 
doubtless himself been nourished on Emerson’s writings, 
and held them justly dear—fifty or sixty passages 
from Emerson’s poems have already entered into Eng- 
lish speech as matter of familiar and universally cur- 
rent quotation. Here is a specimen of that personal sort 
of estimate which, for my part, even in speaking of 
authors dear to me, I would try to avoid. What is the 
kind of phrase of which we may fairly say that it has 
entered into English speech as matter of familiar quota- 
tion? Such a phrase, surely, as the “Patience on a 
monument” of Shakespeare; as the “ Darkness visible ” 
of Milton; as the “ Where ignorance is bliss” of Gray. 
Of not one single passage in Emerson’s poetry can it be 
truly said that it has become a familiar quotation like 
phrases of this kind. It is not enough that it should be 
familiar to his admireys, familiar in New England, fa- 
miliar even throughout the United States; it must be 
familiar to all readers and lovers of English poetry. Of 
not more than one or two passages in Emerson’s poetry 
can it, I think, be truly said, that they stand ever- 
present in the memory of even many lovers of English 
poetry. A great number of passages from his poetry are 
no doubt perfectly familiar to the mind and lips of the 
critic whom I have mentioned, and perhaps a wide circle 
of American readers. But this is a very different thing 
from being matter of universal quotation, like the phrases 
of the legitimate poets. . 

And, in truth, one of the legitimate poets, Emerson, 
in my opinion, is not. His poetry is interesting, it makes 
one think; but it is hot the poetry of one of the born 
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poets. I say it of him with reluctance, although I am sure 
that he would have said it of himself; but I say it with 
reluctance, because I dislike giving pain to his admirers, 
and because all my own wish, too, is to say of him what 
is favorable. But I regard myself, not as speaking’ to 
please Emerson’s admirers, not as speaking to please my- 
self; but rather, I repeat, as communing with Time and 
Nature concerning the productions of this beautiful and 
rare spirit, and as resigning what of him is by their un- 


alterable decree touched with caducity, in order the better * 


to mark and secure that in him which is immortal. 
Milton says that poetry ought to be simple, sensuous, 
impassioned. Well, Emerson’s poetry is seldom either 
simple, or sensuous, or impassioned. In general it lacks 
directness; it lacks concreteness; it lacks energy. His 
grammar is often embarrassed; in particular, the want of 
clearly-marked distinction between the subject and the 
object of his sentence is a frequent cause of obscurity in 
him. A poem which shall be a plain, forcible, inevitable 
whole he hardly ever produces. Such- good work as the 
noble lines graven on the Concord Monument is the ex- 
ception with him; such ineffective work as the “ Fourth 
of July Ode” or the “ Boston Hymn” is the rule. Even 
passages and single lines of thorongh plainness and com- 
manding force are rare in his poetry. They exist, of 
course; but when we meet with them they give us a slight 
shock of surprise, so little has Emerson accustomed us 
to them. Let me have the pleasure of quoting one or 
two of these exceptional passages: 
So nigh is grandeur to our dust, 
So near is God to man, 


When Duty whispers low, Thou must, 
The youth replies, I can. 


Or again this: 
ri Though love repine and reason chafe, 
There came a voice without reply: 
Ce 


“Tis man’s perdition to be safe, Dacrufp ee 
When for the truth he ought to die,” 
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Excellent! but how seldom do we get from him a 
strain blown so clearly and firmly! Take another passage 
where his strain has not only clearness, it has also grace 
and beauty: 

And ever, when the happy child 

In May beholds the blooming wild, 

And hears in heaven the bluebird sing, 
“Onward,” he cries, ‘‘your baskets bring! 
In the next field is air more mild, 


And in yon hazy west is Eden’s balmier 
spring.” 


In the style and cadence here there is a reminiscence, 
I think, of Gray; at any rate the pureness, grace, and 
beauty of these lines are worthy even of Gray. But Gray 
holds his high rank as a poet, not merely by the beauty 
and grace of passages in his poems; not merely by a dic- 
tion generally pure in an age of impure diction: he holds 
it, above all, by the power and skill with which the evolu- 
tion of his poems is conducted. Here is his grand superi- 
ority to Collins, whose diction in his best poem, the “ Ode 
to Evening,” is purer than Gray’s; but then the “ Ode to 
Evening” is like a river which loses itself in the sand, 
whereas Gray’s best poems have an evolution sure and 
satisfying. Emerson’s “ Mayday,” from which I just now 
quoted, has no real evolution at all; it is a series of ob- 
servations. And, in general, his poems have no evolution. 
Take, for example, his “'Titmouse.’’ Here he has an 
excellent subject; and his observation of Nature, more- 
over, is always marvellously close and fine. But compare 
what he makes of his meeting with his titmouse with 
what Cowper or Burns makes of the like kind of incident! 
One never quite arrives at learning what the titmouse 
actually did for him at all, though one feels a strong in- 
terest and desire to learn it; but one is reduced to guess- 
ing, and cannot be quite sure that after all one has guessed 
right. He is not plain and concrete enough —in other 
words, not poet enough — to be able to tell us. And a 
failure of this kind goes through almost all his verse, keeps 
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him amid symbolism and allusion and the fringes of 
things, and, in spite of his spiritual pow er, deeply impairs 
his poetic value. Through the inestimable virtue of con- 
creteness, a simple poem like “The Bridge” of Long- 
fellow, or the “School Days” of Mr. Whittier, is of 
more poetic worth, perhaps, than all the verse of Emerson. 

I do not, then, place Emerson among the great poets. 
But I go further, and say that I do not place him among 
the great writers, the great men of letters. Who are the 
great men of letters? They are men like Cicero, Plato, 
Bacon, Pascal, Swift, Voltaire — writers with, in the first 
place, a genius and instinct for style; writers whose prose 
is by a kind of native necessity true and sound. Now the 
style of Emerson, like the style of his transcendentalist 
friends and of the Dial so continually—the style of 
Emerson is capable of falling into a strain like this, which 
I take from the beginning of his “Essay on Love” 
“ Every soul is a celestial being to every other soul. The 
heart has its sabbaths and jubilees, in which the world 
appears as a hymeneal feast, and all natural sounds and 
the circle of the seasons are erotic odes and dances,” 
Emerson altered this sentence in the later editions. Like 
Wordsworth, he was in later life fond of altering; and in 
general his later alterations, like those of Wordsworth, 
are not improvements. He softened the passage in ques- 
tion, however, though without really mending it. I quote 
it in its original and strongly-marked form. Arthur 
Stanley used to relate that about the year 1840, being in 
conversation with some Americans in quarantine at Malta, 
and thinking to please them, he declared his warm admira- 
tion for Emerson’s “ Essays,” then recently published. 
However, the Americans shook their heads, and told him 
that for home taste Emerson was decidedly too greeny. 
We will hope, for their sakes, that the sort of thing they 
had in their heads was such writing as I have just quoted. 
Unsound it is, indeed, and in a style almost impossible 
to a born man of letters. 

It is a curious thing, that quality of style which marks 
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the great writer, the born man of letters. It resides in the 
whole tissue of his work, and of his work regarded as a 
composition for literary purposes. Brilliant and powerful 
passages in a man’s writings do not prove his possession 
of it; it lies in their whole tissue. Emerson has passages 
of noble and pathetic eloquence, such as those which I 
quoted at the beginning; he has passages of shrewd and 
felicitous wit; he has crisp epigram; he has passages of 
exquisitely touched observation of nature. Yet he is not 
a great writer; his style has not the requisite wholeness 
of good tissue. Even Carlyle is not, in my judgment, a 
great writer. He has surpassingly powerful qualities of 
expression, far more powerful than Emerson’s, and re- 
minding one of the gifts of expression of the great poets 
—of even Shakespeare himself. What Emerson so ad- 
mirably says of Carlyle’s “ devouring eyes and portraying 
hand,” “those thirsty eyes, those portrait-eating, por- 
trait-painting eyes of thine, those fatal perceptions,” is 
thoroughly true. What a description is Carlyle’s of the 
first publisher of “ Sartor Resartus,” “to whom the idea 
of a new edition of a ‘Sartor’ is frightful, or rather ludi- 
crous, unimaginable”; of this poor Fraser, in whose 
“wonderful world of Tory pamphleteers, conservative 
Younger-brothers, Regent Street loungers, Crockford 
gamblers, Irish Jesuits, drunken reporters, and miscel- 
laneous unclean persons (whom nitre and much soap will 
not wash clean), not a soul has expressed the smallest 
wish that way!” What a portrait, again, of the well- 
beloved John Sterling! “ One, and the best, of a small 
class extant here, who, nigh drowning in a black wreck of 
Infidelity (lighted up by some glare of Radicalism only, 
now growing dim too), and about to perish, saved them- 
selves into a Coleridgian Shovel-Hattedness.” What 
touches in the invitation of Emerson to London! “ You 
shall:see blockheads by the million; Pickwick himself shall 
be visible — innocent young Dickens, reserved for a ques- 
tionable fate. The great Wordsworth shall talk till you 
yourself pronounce him to be a bore. Southey’s com- 
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plexion is still healthy mahogany brown, with a fleece of 
white hair, and eyes that seem running at full gallop. 
Leigh Hunt, man of genius in the shape of a cockney, 
is my near neighbour, with good humour and no common- 
sense; old Rogers with his pale head, white, bare, and 
cold as snow, with those large blue eyes, cruel, sorrowful, 
and that sardonic shelf chin.” How inimitable it all is! 
And finally, for one must not go on forever, this version 
of a London Sunday, with the public-houses closed dur- 
ing the hours of divine service! “It is silent Sunday; 
the populace not yet admitted to their beer-shops, till the 
respectabilities conclude their rubric mummeries—a 
much more audacious feat than beer.” Yet even Carlyle 
is not, in my judgment, to be called a great writer; one 
cannot think of ranking him with men like Cicero and 
Plato and Swift and Voltaire. Emerson freely promises 
to Carlyle immortality for his histories. They will not 
have it. Why? Because the materials furnished to him 
by that devouring eye of his, and that portraying hand, 
were not Wrought in and subdued by him to-what~his 
work, regarded as a composition for literary purposes, 
required. Occurring in conversation, breaking out in 
familiar correspondence, they are magnificent, inimitable; 
nothing more is required of them; thus thrown out any- 
how, they serve their turn and fulfil their function. And, 
therefore, I should not wonder if really Carlyle lived, in 
the long run, by such an invaluable record as that corre- 
spondence between him and Emerson, of which we owe 
the publication to Mr. Charles Norton — by this and not 
by his works, as Johnson lives in Boswell, not by his 
works. For Carlyle’s sallies, as the staple of a literary 
work, become wearisome; and as time more and more 
applies to Carlyle’s works its stringent test, this will be 
felt more and more. Shakespeare, Moliére, Swift — they, 
too, had, like Carlyle, the devouring eye and the portray- 
ing hand. But they are great literary masters, they are 
supreme writers, because they knew how to work into a 

literary composition their materials, and to subdue them 
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to the purposes of literary effect. Carlyle is too wilful 
for this, too turbid, too vehement. 

You will think I deal in nothing but negatives. I 
have been saying that Emerson is not one of the great 
poets, the great writers. He has not their quality of 
style. He is, however, the propounder of a philosophy. 
The Platonic dialogues afford us the example of exquisite 
literary form and treatment given to philosophical ideas. 
Plato is at once a great literary man and a great philos- 
opher. If we speak carefully, we cannot call Aristotle 
or Spinoza or Kant great literary men, or their produc- 
tions great literary works, But their work is arranged 
with such constructive power that they build a philos- 
ophy, and are justly called great philosophical writers. 
Emerson cannot, I think, be called with justice a great 
philosophical writer. He cannot build; his arrangement 
of philosophical ideas has no progress in it, no evolution; 
he does not construct a philosophy. Emerson himself 
knew the defects of his method, or rather want of method, 
very well; indeed, he and Carlyle criticize themselves and 
one another in a way which leaves little for any one else 
to do in the way of formulating their defects. Carlyle 
formulates perfectly the defects of his friend’s poetic and 
literary production when he says of the Dial: “For 
me it is too ethereal, speculative, theoretic; I will have 
all things condense themselves, take shape and body, if 
they are to have my sympathy.” And, speaking of 
Emerson’s orations, he says: “I long to see some concrete 
Thing, some Event, Man’s Life, American Forest, or piece 
of Creation, which this Emerson loves and wonders at, 
well Emersonised — depictured by Emerson, filled with 
the life of Emerson, and cast forth from him, then to 
live by itself. If these orations balk me of this, how 
profitable soever they may be for others, I will not love 
them.” Emerson himself formulates perfectly the de- 
fect of his own philosophical productions when he speaks 
of his “formidable tendency to the lapidary style. I 
build my house of boulders.” “Here I sit and read and 
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write,” he says again, “ with very little system, and, as 
far as regards composition, with the most fragmentary 
result; paragraphs incomprehensible, each sentence an 
infinitely repellent particle.” Nothing can be truer; and 
the work of a Spinoza or Kant, of the men who stand-as 
great philosophical writers, does not proceed in this wise. 

Some people will tell you that Emerson’s poetry, in- 
deed, is too abstract, and his philosophy too vague, but 
that his best work is his “ English Traits.” The “ English 
Traits” are beyond question very pleasant reading. It 
is easy to praise them, easy to commend the author of 
them. But I insist on always trying Emerson’s work by 
the highest standards. I esteem him too much to try 
his work by any other. Tried by the highest standards, 
and compared with the work of the excellent markers 
and recorders of the traits of human life — of writers like 
Montaigne, La Bruyére, Addison — the “ English Traits ” 
will not stand the comparison. Emerson’s observation 
has not the disinterested quality of the observation of 
these masters. It is the observation of a man systemat- 
ically benevolent, as Hawthorne’s observation in “ Our 
Old Home” is the work of a man chagrined. Haw- 
thorne’s literary talent is of the first order. His subjects 
are generally not to me subjects of the highest interest; 
but his literary talent is of the first order, the finest, I 
think, which America has yet produced — finer, by much, 
than Emerson’s. Yet “ Our Old Home” is not a master- 
piece any more than “English Traits.” In neither of 
them is the observer disinterested enough. The author’s 
attitude in each of these cases can easily be understood 
and defended. Hawthorne was a sensitive man, so situ- 
ated in England that he was perpetually in contact with 
the British Philistine; and the British Philistine is a try- 
ing personage. Emerson's systematic benevolence comes 
from what he himself calls somewhere his “ persistent 
optimism ”; and his persistent optimism is the root of his 
greatness and the source of his charm. But still let us 
keep our literary conscience true, and judge every kind 
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of literary work by the laws really proper to it. The 
kind of work attempted in the “ English Traits” and in 
“ Our Old Home” is work which cannot be done perfectly 
with a bias such as that given by Emerson’s optimism or 
by Hawthorne’s chagrin. Consequently, neither “ English 
Traits nor “ Our Old Home” is a work of perfection in 
its kind. 

Not with the Miltons and Grays, not with the Platos 
and Spinozas, not with the Swifts and Voltaires, not with 
the Montaignes and Addisons, can we rank Emerson. His 
work of various kinds, when one compares it with the 
work done in a corresponding kind by these masters, fails 
to stand the comparison. No man could see this clearer 
than Emerson himself. It is hard not to feel despondency 
when we contemplate our failures and shortcomings: and 
Emerson, the least self-flattering and the most modest 
of men, saw so plainly what was lacking to him that he 
had his moments of despondency. ‘ Alas, my friend,” 
he writes in reply to Carlyle, who had exhorted him to 
creative work — “ Alas, my friend, I can do no such gay 
thing as you say. I do not belong to the poets, but only 
to a low department of literaure — the reporters; subur- 
ban men.” He deprecated his friend’s praise; praise 
“ generous to a fault,” he calls it; praise “ generous to the 
shaming of me—cold, fastidious, ebbing person that I 
am. Already in a former letter you had said too much 
good of my poor little arid book, which is as sand to my 
eyes. I can only say that I heartily wish the book were 
better; and I must try and deserve so much favour from 
the kind gods by a bolder and truer living in the months 
to comé — such as may perchance one day release and in- 
vigorate this cramp hand of mine. When I see how much 
work is to be done; what room for a poet, for any spirit- 
ualist, in this great, intelligent, sensual, and avaricious 
America —I lament my fumbling fingers and stammer- 
ing tongue.” Again, as late as 1870, he writes to Carlyle: 
“There is no example of constancy like yours, and it al- 
ways stings my stupor into temporary recovery and 
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wonderful resolution to accept the noble challenge. But 
‘the strong hours conquer us’; and I am the victim of 
miscellany — miscellany of designs, vast debility, and 
procrastination.” The forlorn note belonging to the 
phrase, “vast debility,” recalls that saddest and most 
discouraged of writers, the author of “ Obermann,” Se- 
nancour, with whom Emerson has in truth a certain kin- 
ship. He has, in common with Senancour, his pureness, 
his passion for nature, his single eye; and here we find 
him confessing, like Senancour, a sense in himself of ster- 
ility and impotence. 


And now I think I have cleared the ground. I have 
given up to envious Time as much of Emerson as Time 
can fairly expect ever to obtain. We have not in Emer- 
son a great poet, a great writer, a great philosophy- 
maker. His relation to us is not that of one of those 
personages; yet it is a relation of, I think, even su- 
perior importance. His relation to us is more like that of 
the Roman Emperor Marcus Aurelius. Marcus Aurelius 
is not a great writer, a great philosophy-maker ; he is the 
friend and _aider of those who would live in the spirit. 
Emerson is the same. He is the friend and aider of those 
who would live in the spirit. “All the points in thinking 
which are necessary for this purpose he takes; but he 
does not combine them into a system, or present them as 
a regular philosophy. Combined in a system by a man 
with the requisite talent for this kind of thing, they 
would be less useful than as Emerson gives them to us; 
and the man with the talent so to systematize them 
would be less impressive than Emerson. They do very 
well as they now stand —like “ boulders,” as he says — 
in “paragraphs incompressible, each sentence an in- 
finitely repellent particle.’ In such sentences his main 
points recur again and again, and become fixed in the 


_ memory. 


We he know them. First and foremost, character. 
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educe — which freedom, cultivation, intercourse, revolu- 
tions, go to form and deliver — is character.” Character 
and self-reliance. “Trust thyself! every heart vibrates 
to that iron string.” And yet we have our being in a not 
ourselves. “There is a power above and behind us, and 
we are the channels of its communications.” But our lives 
must be pitched higher. ‘“ Life must be lived on a higher 
plane; we must go up to a higher platform, to which we 
are always invited to ascend; there the whole scene 
changes.” The good we need is forever close to us, 
though we attain it not. “On the brink of the waters of 
life and truth, we are miserably dying.” This good is close 
to us, moreover, in our daily life, and in the familiar, 
homely places. “The unremitting retention of simple 
and high sentiments in obscure duties — that is the maxim 
for us. Let us be poised and wise, and our own to-day. 
Let us treat the men and women well — treat them as if 
they were real; perhaps they are. Men live in their 
fancy, like drunkards whose hands are too soft and trem- 
ulous for successful labour. I settle myself ever firmer in 
the creed, that we should not postpone and refer and wish, 
but do broad justice where we are, by whomsoever we 
deal with; accepting our actual companions and circum- 
stances, however humble or odious, as the mystic officials 
to whom the universe has delegated its whole pleasure 
for us. Massachusetts, Connecticut River, and Boston 
Bay, you think paltry places, and the ear loves names of 
foreign and classic topography. But here we are; and if 
we will tarry a little we may come to learn that here is 
best. See to it only that thyself is here.” Furthermore, 
the good is close to us all. “TI resist the scepticism of our 
education and of our educated men. I do not believe that 
the differences of opinion and character in men are organic. 
I do not recognise, besides the class of the good and the 
Wise, a permanent class of sceptics, or a class of conserva- 
tives, or of malignants, or of materialists. I do not believe 
in the classes. Every man has a call of the power to do 
something unique.” LExclusiveness is deadly. “The ex- 
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clusive in social life does not see that he excludes him- 
self from enjoyment in the attempt to appropriate it. 
The exclusionist in religion does not see that he shuts the 
door of heaven on himself in striving to shut out others, 
Treat men as pawns and ninepins, and you shall suffer 
as well as they. If you leave out their heart you shall 
lose your own. The selfish man suffers more from his 
selfishness than he from whom that selfishness withholds 
some important benefit.” A sound nature will be inclined 
to refuse ease and self-indulgence. “To live with some 
rigour of temperance, or some extreme of generosity, 
seems to be an asceticism which common good-nature 
would appoint to those who are at ease and in plenty, in 
sign that they feel a brotherhood with the great multitude 
of suffering men.” Compensation, finally, is the great law 
of life; it is everywhere, it is sure, and there is no escape 
from it. This is that “law alive and beautiful, which 
works over our heads and under our feet. Pitiless, it 
avails itself of our success when we obey it, and of our 
ruin when we contravene it. We are all secret believers 
in it. It rewards actions after their nature. The reward 
of a thing well done is to have done it. The thief steals 
from himself, the swindler swindles himself. You must 
pay at last your own debt.” 

This is tonic indeed! And let no one object that it 
is too general; that more practical, positive direction is 
what we want; that Emerson’s optimism, self-reliance, 
and indifference to favorable conditions for our life and 
growth have in them something of danger. “ Trust thy 
self;” “what attracts my attention shall have it; ” 
“though thou shouldst walk the world over thou shalt 
not be able to find a condition inopportune or ignoble; ” 
“ what we call vulgar society is that society whose poetry 
is not yet written, but which you shall presently make as 
enviable and renowned as any.”” With maxims like these, 
we surely, it may be said, run some risk of being made 
too well satisfied with our own actual self and state, how- 
ever crude and imperfect they may be. “Trust thy- 
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self?” It may be said that the common American or 
Englishman is more than enough disposed already to 
trust himself. I often reply, when our sectarians are 
praised for following conscience: Our people are very 
good in following their conscience; where they are not so 
good is in ascertaining whether their conscience tells them 
right. “What attracts my attention shall have it?” 
Well, that is our people’s plea when they run after the 
Salvation Army, and desire Messrs. Moody and Sankey. 
“Thou shalt not be able to find a condition inopportune 
or ignoble?”’ But think of the turn of the good people 
of our race for producing a life of hideousness and im- 
mense ennui; think of that specimen of your own New 
England life which Mr. Howells gives us in one of his 
charming stories which I was reading lately; think of the 
life of that ragged New England farm in the “ Lady of 
the Aroostook ”; think of Deacon Blood, and Aunt Maria, 
and the straight-backed chairs with black horse-hair 
seats, and Ezra Perkins with perfect self-reliance deposit- 
ing his travellers in the snow! I can truly say that in the 
little which I have seen of the life of New England, I am 
more struck with what has been achieved than with the 
crudeness and failure. But no doubt there is still a great 
deal of crudeness also. Your own novelists say there is, 
and I suppose they say true. In the New England, as in 
the Old, our people have to learn, I suppose, not that 
their modes of life are beautiful and excellent already; 
they have rather to learn that they must transform them. 

To adopt this line of objection to Emerson’s deliver- 
ances would, however, be unjust. In the first place, Em- 
erson’s points are in themselves true, if understood in a 
certain high sense; they are true and fruitful. And the 
right work to be done, at the hour when he appeared, 
was to affirm them generally and absolutely. Only thus 
could he break through the hard and fast barrier of nar- 
row, fixed ideas, which he found confronting him, and win 
an entrance for new ideas. Had he attempted develop- 
ments which may now strike us as expedient, he would 
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have excited fierce antagonism, and probably effected 
little or nothing. The time might come for doing other 
work later, but the work which Emerson did was the 
right work to be done then. 

In the second place, strong as was Emerson’s optimism, 
and unconquerable as was his belief in a good result to 
emerge from all which-he saw going on around him, no 
misanthropical satirist ever saw shortcomings and ab- 
surdities more clearly than he did, or exposed “them more 
courageously. When he sees “ the meanness,” as he calls 
it, “of American politics,” he congratulates Washington 
on being “long already happily dead,” on being “ wrapt 
in his shroud and for ever safe.” With how firm a touch 
he delineates the faults of your two great political parties 
of forty years ago! The Democrats, he says, “ have not 
at heart the ends which give to the name of democracy 
what hope and virtue are in it. The spirit of our Ameri- 
can radicalism is destructive and aimless; it is not loving; 
it has no ulterior and divine ends, but is destructive only 
out of hatred and selfishness. On the other side, the con- 
servative party, composed of the most moderate, able, 
and cultivated part of the population, is timid, and 
merely defensive of property. It vindicates no right, it 
aspires to no real good, it brands no crime, it proposes no 
generous policy. From neither party, when in power, has 
the world any benefit to expect in science, art, or hu- 
manity, at all commensurate with the resources of the 
nation.” Then with what subtle though kindly irony 
he follows the gradual withdrawal in New England, in the 
last half century, of tender consciences from the social 
organizations — the bent for experiments such as that of 
Brook Farm and the like — follows it in all its “ dissidence 
of dissent and Protestantism of the Protestant religion! ” 
He even loves to rally the New Englander on his phil- 
anthropical activity, and to find his beneficence and its 
institutions a bore! “ Your miscellaneous popular char- 
ities, the education at college of fools, the building of 
meeting-houses to the vain end to which many of these 
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now stand, alms to sots, and the thousand-fold relief 
societies — though I confess with shame that I sometimes 
succumb and give the dollar, yet it is a wicked dollar, 
which by and by I shall have the manhood to with- 
hold.” “ Our Sunday schools and churches and pauper 
societies are yokes to the neck. We pain ourselves to 
please nobody. There are natural ways of arriving at 
the same ends at which these aim, but do not arrive.” 
“Nature does not like our benevolence or our learning 
much better than she likes our frauds and wars. When 
we come out of the caucus, or the bank, or the Abolition 
convention, or the Temperance meeting, or the Trans- 
cendental club, into the fields and woods, she says to us: 
‘So hot, my little sir?’” 

Yes, truly, his insight is admirable; his truth is pre- 
cious. Yet the secret of his effect is not even in these; 
it is in his temper. It is in the hopeful, serene, beautiful 
temper wherewith these, in Emerson, are indissolubly 
joined; in which they work, and have their being. He 
says himself: “ We judge of a man’s wisdom by his hope, 
knowing that the perception of the inexhaustibleness of 
nature is an immortal youth.” If this be so, how wise is 
Emerson! for never had man such a sense of the in- 
exhaustibleness of nature, and such hope. It was the 
ground of his being; it never failed him. Even when he 
is sadly avowing the imperfection of his literary power 
and resources, lamenting his fumbling fingers and stam- 
mering tongue, he adds: “ Yet, as I tell you, I am very 
easy in my mind and never dream of suicide. My whole 
philosophy, which is very real, teaches acquiescence and 
optimism. Sure I am that the right word will be spoken, 
though I cut out my tongue.” In his old age, with 
friends dying and life failing, his tone of cheerful, for- 
ward-looking hope is still the same. “A multitude of 
young men are growing up here of high promise, and I 
compare gladly the social poverty of my youth with the 
power on which these draw.” His abiding word for us, 
the word by which being dead he yet speaks to us, is 
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this: “ That which befits us, embosomed in beauty and 
wonder as we are, is cheerfulness and courage, and the 
endeavour to realise our aspirations. Shall not the heart, 
which has received so much, trust the Power by which it 
lives? ” 

One can scarcely overrate the importance of thus hold- 
ing fast to happiness-and hope. It gives to Emerson’s 
work an invaluable virtue. As Wordsworth’s poetry is, 
in my judgment, the most important work done in verse, 
in our language, during the present century, so Emerson’s 
“ Essays ” are, I think, the most important work done in 
prose. His work is more important than Carlyle’s. Let 
us be just to Carlyle, provoking though he often is. Not 
only has he that genius of his which makes Emerson say 
truly of his letters, that “they savour always of eternity.” 
More than this may be said of him. The scope and up- 
shot of his teaching are true; “his guiding genius,” to 
quote Emerson again, is really “ his moral sense, his per- 
ception of the sole importance of truth and justice.” But 
consider Carlyle’s temper, as we have been considering 
Emerson’s! take his own account of it! ‘“ Perhaps Lon- 
don is the proper place for me after all, seeing all places 
are improper: who knows? Meanwhile, I lead a most 
dyspeptic, solitary, self-shrouded life; consuming, if pos- 
sible in silence, my considerable daily allotment of pain; 
glad when any strength is left in me for writing, which is 
the only use I can see in myself—too rare a case of 
late. The ground of my existence is black as death; too 
black, when all void too; but at times there paint them- 
selves on it pictures of gold, and rainbow, and lightning; 
all the brighter for the black ground, I suppose. Withal, 
I am very much of a fool.” — No, not a fool, but turbid 
and morbid, wilful and perverse. “ We judge of a man’s 
wisdom by his hope.” 

Carlyle’s perverse attitude towards happiness cuts him 
off from hope. He fiercely attacks the desire for happi- 
ness; his grand point in “Sartor,” his secret in which 
the soul may find rest, is that one shall cease to desire 
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happiness, that one should learn to say to oneself; ““ What 
if thou wert born and predestined not to be happy, but 
to be unhappy!” He is wrong; Saint Augustine is the 
better philosopher, who says: “ Act we must in pursu- 
ance of what gives us most delight.” Epictetus and Au- 
gustine can be severe moralists enough; but both of them 
know and frankly say that the desire for happiness is the 
root and ground of man’s being. Tell him and show him 
that he places his happiness Wrong, that he seeks for de- 
light where delight will never be really found; then you 
illumine and further him. But you only confuse him by 
telling him to cease to desire happiness; and you will not 
tell him this unless you are already confused yourself. 

Carlyle preached the dignity of labor, the necessity of 
righteousness, the love of veracity, the hatred of shams. 
He is said by many people to be a great teacher, a great 
helper for us, because he does so. But what is the due 
and eternal result of labor, righteousness, veracity? — 
Happiness. And how are we drawn to them by one who, 
instead of making us feel that with them is happiness, 
tells us that perhaps we were predestined not to be happy 
but to be unhappy? 

You will find, in especial, many earnest preachers of 
our popular religion to be fervent in their praise and ad- 
miration of Carlyle. His insistence on labor, righteous- 
ness, and veracity, pleases them; his contempt for happi- 
ness pleases them too. I read the other day a tract 
against smoking, although I do not happen to be a smoker 
myself. ‘“ Smoking,” said the tract, “is liked because it 
gives agreeable sensations. Now it is a positive objection 
to a thing that it gives agreeable sensations. An earnest 
man will expressly avoid what gives agreeable sensations.” 
Shortly afterwards I was inspecting a school, and I found 
the children reading a piece of poetry on the common 
theme that we are here today and gone tomorrow. I shall 
soon be gone, the speaker in this poem was made to say — 

And I shall be glad to go, 


For the world at best is a dreary place, 
And my life is getting low. 
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How usual a language of popular religion that is, on our 
side of the Atlantic at any rate! But then our popular 
religion, in disparaging happiness here below, knows very 
well what it is after. It has its eye on a happiness in a 
future life above the clouds, in the New Jerusalem, tobe 
won by disliking and rejecting happiness here on earth. 
And so long as this ideal stands fast, it is very well. But 
for very many it now stands fast no longer; for Carlyle, 
at any rate, it had failed and vanished. Happiness in 
labor, righteousness, and veracity —in the life of the 
spirit — here was a gospel still for Carlyle to preach, and 
to help others by preaching. But he baffled them and 
himself by preferring the paradox that we are not born 
for happiness at all. 

Happiness in labor, righteousness, and veracity; in all 
the life of the spirit; happiness and eternal hope — that 
was Emerson’s gospel. I hear it said that Emerson was 
too sanguine; that the actual generation in America is 
not turning out so well as he expected. Very likely he 
was too sanguine as to the near future; in this country it 
is difficult not to be too sanguine. Very possibly the 
present generation may prove unworthy of his high 
hopes; even several generations succeeding this may 
prove unworthy of them. But by_his conviction that. in 
the life of the spirit is happiness, and by his hope that 
this life of the spirit will come more and more to be sanely 
understood, and to prevail, and to work for happiness — 
by this conviction and hope Emerson was great, and he 
will surely prove in the end to have been right in them. 
In this country it is difficult, as I said, not to be sanguine. 
Very many of your writers are over-sanguine, and on the 
wrong grounds. But you have two men who in what they 
have written show their sanguineness in a line where 
courage and hope are just, where they are also infinitely 
important, but where they are not easy. The two men 
are Franklin and Emerson. These two are, I think, the 
most distinctively and honorably American of your writ- 
ers; they are the most original and the most valuable. 
Wise men everywhere know that we must keep up our 
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courage and hope; they know that hope is, as Words- 
worth well says — 


The paramount duty which Heaven lays, 
For its own honour, on man’s suffering heart. 


But the very word duty points to an effort and a struggle 
to maintain our hope unbroken. Franklin and Emerson 
maintained theirs with a convincing ease, an inspiring joy. 
Franklin’s confidence in the happiness with which in- 
dustry, honesty, and economy will crown the life of this 
work-day world, is such that he runs over with felicity. 
With a like felicity does Emerson run over, when he con- 
templates the happiness eternally attached to the true life 
in the spirit. You cannot prize him too much, nor heed 
him too diligently. He has lessons for both the branches 
of our race. I figure him to my mind as visible upon 
earth still, as still standing here by Boston Bay, or at his 
own Concord, in his habit as he lived, but of heightened 
stature and shining feature, with one hand stretched out 
towards the Hast, to our laden and laboring England; the 
other towards the ever-growing West, to his own dearly 
loved America —“ great, intelligent, sensual, avaricious 
America.” To us he shows for guidance his lucid freedom, 
his cheerfulness and hope; to you his dignity, delicacy, 
serenity, elevation. 
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TO A FRIEND 
Who prop, thou ask’st, in these bad days, my mind? 


He much, the old man, who, clearest-soul’d of men, Mh eas 


Saw the Wide e Prokpect, and the Asian Fen, 

And Tmolus’ hill, and Smyrna’s bay, though blind. 
Much he, whose friendship I not long since won, 
That halting slave, who in Nicopolis ae CR EREU ES 
Taught Arrian, when Vespasian’s brutal son Ween 
Clear’d Rome of what most shamed him. But be his 
My special thanks, whose even-balane’d soul, Sep oxbs, 
From first youth tested up to extreme old age, 
Business could not make dull, nor passion wild: 
Who saw life steadily, and saw it whole: yeas 
The mellow glory of the Attic stage; 


Singer of sweet Colonus, and its child. 
Bsrdieve \ eh SRS 
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Oruers abide our question. Thou art free. 

We ask and ask: Thou smilest and art still, 

Out-topping knowledge. For the loftiest hill 

That to the stars uncrowns his majesty, 

Planting his steadfast footsteps in the sea, 

Making the Heaven of Heavens his dwelling-place, 

Spares but the cloudy border of his base 

To the foil’d searching of mortality: 

And thou, who didst the stars and sunbeams know, 
-Self-school’d, self-scann’d, self-honour’d, self-secure, 
-Didst walk on Earth unguess’d at. Better so! 
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All pains the immortal spirit must endure, _ 
All weakness that impairs, all griefs that bow, 
Find their sole voice in that victorious brow. 


THE FORSAKEN MERMAN 


Come, dear children; let us away; 
Down and away below. ; 
Now my brothers call from the bay; 
Now the great winds shorewards blow; 
Now the salt tides seawards flow; 
Now the wild white horses play, 
Champ and chafe and toss in the spray. 
Children dear, let us away. 
This way, this way. 


Call her once before you go. 
Call once yet. 
In a voice that she will know: 
“Margaret! Margaret! ” 
Children’s voices should be dear 
(Call once more) to a mother’s ear: 
Children’s voices, wild with pain — 
Surely she will come again. 
Call her once and come away. 
This way, this way. 
*“ Mother dear, we cannot stay.” 
The wild white horses foam and fret. 
Margaret! Margaret! 


Come, dear children, come away down. 
Call no more. 
One last look at the white-wall’d town, 
And the little grey church on the windy shore. 
Then come down. 
She will not come though you call all day. 
Come away, come away. 
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Children dear, was it yesterday 
We heard the sweet bells over the bay? 
In the caverns where we lay, 
Through the surf and through the swell 


“The far-off sound of a silver bell? Kor Otc LHOSELON' 


Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 
Where the winds are all asleep; 
Where the spent lights quiver and gleam; 
Where the salt weed sways in the stream; 
Where the sea-beasts ranged all round 
Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground; 
Where the sea-snakes coil and twine, 
Dry their mail and bask in the brine; 
Where great whales come sailing by, 
Sail and sail, with unshut eye, 
Round the world for ever and aye? 
When did music come this way? 
Children dear, was it yesterday? 


Children dear, was it yesterday 
(Call yet once) that she went away? 
Once she sate with you and me, 
On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea, 
And the youngest sate on her knee. 
She comb’d its bright hair, and she tended it well, 
When down swung the sound of the far-off bell. 
She sigh’d, she look’d up through the clear green 
sea. 
She said; “I must go, for my kinsfolk pray 
In the little grey church on the shore today. 
’Twill be Easter-time in the world —ah me! 
And I lose my poor soul, Merman, here with thee.” 
I said; “Go up, dear heart, through the waves. 
Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea- 
caves.” 
She smiled, she went up through the surf in the bay. 
Children dear, was it yesterday? 
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Children dear, were we long alone? 

“The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan. 
Long prayers,” I said, “in the world they say. 
Come,” I said, and we rose through the surf in the bay. 
We went up the beach, by the sandy down 
Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-wall’d town. 
Through the narrow paved streets, where all was still, 
To the little grey church on the windy hill. 
From the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers, 
But we stood without in the cold blowing airs. 
We climb’d on the graves, on the stones, worn with rains, 
And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded panes. 

She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear: 

“ Margaret, hist! come quick, we are here. 

Dear heart,” I said, “‘ we are long alone. 

The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan.” 
But, ah, she gave me never a look, 
For her eyes were seal’d to the holy book. 

Loud prays the priest; shut stands the door. 
Come away, children, call no more. 
Come away, come down, call no more. 


Down, down, down. 
Down to the depths of the sea. 
She sits at her wheel in the humming town, 
Singing most joyfully. 
Hark, what she sings; “ O joy, O joy, 
For the humming street, and the child with its toy. 
For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well. 
For the wheel where I spun, 
And the blessed light of the sun.” 
And so she sings her fill, 
Singing most joyfully, 
Till the shuttle falls from her hand, 
And the whizzing wheel stands still. 
She steals to the window, and looks at the sand; 
And over the sand at the sea; 
And her eyes are set in a stare; 
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And anon there breaks a sigh, 
And anon there drops a tear, 
From a sorrow-clouded eye, 
And a heart sorrow-laden, 

A long, long sigh. 


For the cold strange eyes of a little Mermaiden, 
And the gleam of her golden hair, 


Come away, away children. 
Come children, come down. 
The salt tide rolls seaward. 
Lights shine in the town. 

She will start from her slumber 
When gusts shake the door; 
She will hear the winds howling, 
Will hear the waves roar. 

We shall see, while above us 
The waves roar and whirl, 

A ceiling of amber, 

A pavement of pearl. 

Singing, “ Here came a mortal, 
But faithless was she. 

And alone dwell for ever 

The kings of the sea.” 


But, children, at midnight, Yoo, | 
When soft the winds blow; : 
When clear falls the moonlight; 

When spring-tides are low: 

When sweet airs come seaward 

From heaths starr’d with broom; 

And high rocks throw mildly 

On the blanch’d sands a gloom: 

Up the still, glistening beaches, 

Up the creeks we will hie; 

Over banks of bright seaweed 

The ebb-tide leaves dry. 

We will gaze, from the sand-hills, 
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At the white, sleeping town; 

At the church on the hill-side — 
And then come back down. 

Singing, “There dwells a loved one, 

But cruel is she. 

She left lonely for ever 

The kings of the sea.” 


TO MARGUERITE 


Yes! in the sea of life enisled, 

With echoing straits between us thrown, 
Dotting the shoreless watery wild, 

We mortal millions live alone. 

The islands feel the enclasping flow, 

And then their endless bounds they know. 


But when the moon their hollows lights, 
And they are swept by balms of spring, 
And in their glens, on starry nights, 

The nightingales divinely sing; 

And lovely notes, from shore to shore, 
Across the sounds and channels pour — 


Oh! then a longing like despair 

Is to their farthest caverns sent; 

For surely once, they feel, we were 

Parts of a single continent! 

Now round us spreads the watery plain — 
Oh might our marges meet again! 


Who order’d, that their longing’s fire 
Should be, as soon as kindled, cool’d? 
Who renders vain their deep desire? — 
A God, a God their severance ruled! 
And bade betwixt their shores to be 

The unplumb’d, salt, estranging sea. 
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GorTHE in Weimar sleeps, and Greece, 
Long since, saw Byron’s struggle cease. 
But one such death remain’d to come. 
The last poetic verse is dumb. 

What shall be said o’er Wordsworth’s tomb? 


When Byron’s €yes were shut in death, 
We bow’d our head and held our breath. 
He taught us little: but our soul 

Had felt him like the thunder’s roll. 

With shivering heart the strife we saw 

Of passion with Eternal Law. 

And yet with reverential awe 

We watch’d the fount of fiery life 

Which served for that Titanic strife. 


When Goethe’s death was told, we said — 
Sunk, then, is Europe’s sagest head. 
Physician of the Iron Age 

Goethe has done his pilgrimage. 

He took the suffering human race, 

He read each wound, each weakness clear — 
And struck his finger on the place 

And said — Thou ailest here, and here.— 
He look’d on Europe’s dying hour 

Of fitful dream and feverish power; 

His eye plunged down the weltering strife, 
The turmoil of expiring life; 

He said — The end is everywhere: 

Art still has truth, take refuge there.— 
And he was happy, if to know 

Causes of things, and far below 

His feet to see the lurid flow 

Of terror, and insane distress, 

And headlong fate, be happiness. 
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For never has such soothing voice 

Been to your shadowy world convey’d, 
Since erst, at morn, some wandering shade 
Heard the clear song of Orpheus come 
Through Hades, and the mournful gloom. 
Wordsworth has gone from us — and ye, 
Ah, may ye feel his voice as we. 

He too upon the wintry clime 

Had fallen — on this iron time 

Of doubts, disputes, distractions, fears. 
He found us when the age had bound 
Our souls in its benumbing round: 

He spoke, and loosed our heart in tears. 
He laid us as we lay at birth 

On the cool flowery lap of earth, 

Smiles broke from us and we had ease; 
The hills were round us, and the breeze 
Went o’er the sun-lit fields again; 

Our foreheads felt the wind and rain. 
Our youth return’d; for there was shed 
On spirits that had long been dead, 
Spirits dried up and closely furl’d, 

The freshness of the early world. 


Ah! since dark days still bring to light 
Man’s prudence and man’s fiery might, 
Time may restore us in his course 
Goethe’s sage mind and Byron’s force; 
But where will Europe’s latter hour 
Again find Wordsworth’s healing power? 
Others will teach us how to dare, 

And against fear our breast to steel; 
Others will strengthen us to bear — 
But who, ah! who, will make us feel? 
The cloud of mortal destiny, 

Others will front it fearlessly — 

But who, like him, will put it by? 


we 
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Keep fresh the grass upon his grave, 
O Rotha, with thy living wave! 

Sing him thy best! for few or none 
Hears thy voice right, now he is gone. 


SELF-DEPENDENCE 


Weary of myself, and sick of asking 

What I am, and what I ought to be, 

At the vessel’s prow I stand, which bears me 
Forwards, forwards, o’er the star-lit sea. 


And a look of passionate desire 

O’er the sea and to the stars I send: 

“Ye who from my childhood up have calm’d me, 
Calm me, ah, compose me to the end. 


“ Ah, once more,” I cried, “ Ye Stars, Ye Waters, 
On my heart your mighty charm renew: 

Still, still, let me, as I gaze upon you, 

Feel my soul becoming vast like you.” 


From the intense, clear, star-sown vault of heaven, 
Over the lit sea’s unquiet way, 

In the rustling night-air came the answer — 

“ Wouldst thou be as these are? Live as they. 


“Unaffrighted by the silence round them, 
Undistracted by the sights they see, 
“These demand not that the things without them 
Yield them love, amusement, sympathy. 


“ And with joy the stars perform their shining, 
And the sea its long moon-silver’d roll. 

For alone they live, nor pine with noting 

All the fever of some differing soul, 
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“Bounded by themselves, and unobservant 
In what state God’s other works may be, 
In their own tasks all their powers pouring, 


’ These attain the mighty life you see.” 


O air-born Voice! long since, severely clear, 
A cry like thine in my own heart I hear. 

“ Resolve to be thyself: and know, that he 
Who finds himself, loses his misery.” 


A SUMMER NIGHT 


In the deserted moon-blanch’d street 
How lonely rings the echo of my feet! 
Those windows, which I gaze at, frown, 
Silent and white, unopening down, 
Repellent as the world: — but see! 
A break between the housetops shows 
The moon, and, lost behind her, fading dim 
Into the dewy dark obscurity 
Down at the far horizon’s rim, 

Doth a whole tract of heaven disclose. 


And to my mind the thought 
Is on a sudden brought 
Of a past night, and a far different scene. 


‘», Headlands stood out into the moon-lit deep 


As clearly as at noon; 

The spring-tide’s brimming flow 

Heaved dazzlingly between; 

Houses with long white sweep 

Girdled the glistening bay: 

Behind, through the soft air, 

The ue Fisecuradied mountains spread away. 
That night was farmore fair; 

But the same restless pacings to and fro, 

And the same agitated heart was there, 

And the same bright calm moon. 
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And the calm moonlight seems to say — 

— “Hast thou then still the old unquiet breast 
That neither deadens into rest 

Nor ever feels the fiery glow 

That whirls the spirit from itself away, 

But fluctuates to and fro 

Never by passion quite possess’d, 

And never quite benumb’d by the world’s sway?” — 
And I, I know not if to pray 

Still to be what I am, or yield, and be 

Like all the other men I see: 


For most men in a brazen prison live, 

Where in the sun’s hot eye, 

With heads bent o’er their toil, they languidly 
Their lives to some unmeaning taskwork give, 
Dreaming of nought beyond their prison wall. 
And as, year after year, 

Fresh products of their barren labour fall 
From their tired hands, and rest 

Never yet comes more near, 

Gloom settles slowly down over their breast. 
And while they try to stem 

The waves of mournful thought by which they are prest, 
Death in their prison reaches them 

Unfreed, having seen nothing, still unblest. 


And the rest, a few, 

Escape their prison, and depart 

On the wide Ocean of Life anew. 

There the freed prisoner, where’er his heart 
Listeth, will sail; ; 

Nor does he know how there prevail, 
Despotic on life’s sea, 

Trade-winds that cross it from eternity. 
Awhile he holds some false way, undebarr’d 
By thwarting signs, and braves 

The freshening wind and blackening waves. 
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And then the tempest strikes him, and between 
The lightning bursts is seen 

Only a driving wreck, 

And the pale Master on his spar-strewn deck 
With anguish’d face and flying hair 

Grasping the rudder hard, 

Still bent to make some port he knows not where, 
Still standing for some false impossible shore. 
And sterner comes the roar 

Of sea and wind, and through the deepening gloom 
Fainter and fainter wreck and helmsman loom, 
And he too disappears, and comes no more. 


Is there no life, but these alone? 
_ Madman or slave, must man be one? , " 


Plainness and clearness without shadow of stain, 
Clearness divine! 

Ye Heavens, whose pure dark regions have no sign 
Of languor, though so calm, and though so great 
Are yet untroubled and unpassionate: 

Who, though so noble, share in the world’s toil, 

And though so task’d, keep free from dust and soil: 
I will not say that your mild deeps retain 

A tinge, it may be, of their silent pain 

Who have long’d deeply once, and long’d in vain; 
But I will rather say that you remain 

A world above man’s head, to let him see 

How boundless might his soul’s horizon be, 

How vast, yet of what clear transparency. 

How it were good to abide there, and breathe free. 
How fair a lot to fill 

Is left to each man still. 
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THE BURIED LIFE 


Licut flows our war of mocking words, and yet, 
Behold, with tears my eyes are wet. 

I feel a nameless sadness o’er me roll. 
Yes, yes, we know that we can jest, 
We know, we know that we can smile; 

But there’s a something in this breast 
To which thy light words bring no rest 
And thy gay smiles no anodyne. 

Give me thy hand, and hush awhile, 
And turn those limpid eyes on mine, 
And let me read there, love, thy inmost soul. 


Alas, is even Love too weak 

To unlock the heart and let it speak? 
Are even lovers powerless to reveal 

To one another what indeed they feel? 
I knew the mass of men conceal’d 
Their thoughts, for fear that if reveal’d 
They would by other men be met 


With blank indifference, or with blame reproved: 


I knew they lived and moved 
Trick’d in disguises, alien to the rest 
_ Of men, and alien to themselves — and yet 
There beats one heart in every human breast. 


But we, my love — does a like spell benumb 


Our hearts — our voices? — must we too be dumb? 


_ Ah, well for us, if even we, 
Even for a moment, can get free 
- Our heart, and have our lips unchain’d: 
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For that which seals them hath been deep ordain’d. 


_ Fate, which foresaw 
- How frivolous a baby man would be, 
_ By what distractions he would be possess’d, 
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How he would pour himself in every strife, 
And well-nigh change his own identity; 
That it might keep from his capricious play 
His genuine self, and force him to obey 
Even in his own despite, his being’s law, 
Bade, through the deep recesses of our breast, 
The unregarded river of our life 

Pursue with indiscernible flow its way; 
And that we should not see 

The buried stream, and seem to be 

Eddying about in blind uncertainty, 
Though driving on with it eternally. 


But often, in the world’s most crowded streets, 
But often, in the din of strife, 
There rises an unspeakable desire 
After the knowledge of our buried life, 
A thirst to spend our fire and restless force 
In tracking out our true, original course; 
A longing to enquire 
Into the mystery of this heart that beats 
So wild, so deep in us, to know 
Whence our thoughts come, and where they go. 
And many a man in his own breast then delves, 
But deep enough, alas, none ever mines: 
And we have been on many thousand lines, 
And we have shown on each talent and power, 
But hardly have we, for one little hour, 
Been on our own line, have we been ourselves; 
Hardly had skill to utter one of all 
The nameless feelings that course through our breast, 
But they course on for ever unexpress’d. 
And long we try in vain to speak and act 
Our hidden self, and what we say and do 
Is eloquent, is well — but ’tis not true: 

And then we will no more be rack’d 
With inward striving, and demand 
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Of all the thousand things of the hour 

Their stupifying power; 

Ah yes, and they benumb us at our call: eee 
Yet still, from time to time, vague and forlorn, 

From the soul’s subterranean depth upborne 

As from an infinitely distant land, 

Come airs, and floating echoes, and convey = 
A melancholy into all our day. * 


Only — but this is rare — 
When a beloved hand is laid in ours, 
When, jaded with the rush and glare 
Of the interminable hours, 
Our eyes can in another’s eyes read clear, 
When our world-deafen’d ear 
Is by the tones of a loved voice caress’d — 
A bolt is shot back somewhere in our breast 
And a lost pulse of feeling stirs again: 
The eye sinks inward, and the heart lies plain, 
And what we mean, we say, and what we would, we know. 
A man becomes aware of his life’s flow 
And hears its winding murmur, and he sees 
The meadows where it glides, the sun, the breeze. 


And there arrives a lull in the hot race 

Wherein he doth for ever chase 

That flying and elusive shadow, Rest. 

An air of coolness plays upon his face, 

And an unwonted calm pervades his breast. 
And then he iS Ae 
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And the Sea where it goes. 
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LINES a Se 
WRITTEN IN KENSINGTON GARDENS 


In this lone, open glade I lie, 

Screen’d by deep boughs on either hand; 

And at its head, to stay the eye, 

Those black-crown’d, red-boled_ pine-trees.stand. 


Birds here make song, each bird has his, 
Across the girdling city’s hum; 

How green under the boughs it is! 

How thick the tremulous sheep-cries come! 


Sometimes a child will cross the glade 
To take his nurse his broken toy; 
Sometimes a thrush flit overhead 
Deep in her unknown day’s employ. 


Here at my feet what wonders pass, 
What endless, active life is here! 

What blowing daisies, fragrant grass! 
An air-stirr’d forest, fresh and clear. 


Scarce fresher is the mountain sod 
Where the tired angler lies, stretch’d out, 
And, eased of basket and of rod, 
Counts his day’s spoil, the spotted trout. 


In the huge world which roars hard by, 
Be others happy if they can! 

But in my helpless cradle I 

Was breathed on by the rural Pan. 


I, on men’s impious uproar hurl’d, 
Think often, as I hear them rave, 
That peace has left the upper world 
And now keeps only in the grave. 
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Yet here is peace for ever new. 
When I, who watch them, am away, 
Still all things in this glade go through 
The changes of their quiet day. 


Then to their happy rest they pass. 
The flowers close, the birds are fed: 
The night comes down upon the grass: 
The child sleeps warmly in his bed. 


Calm Soul of all things! make it mine 
To feel, amid the city’s jar, 

That there abides a peace of thine, 
Man did not make, and cannot mar. 


The will to neither strive nor cry, 
The power to feel with others give. 
Calm, calm me more; not let me die 
Before I have begun to live. 


MORALITY “ ee 
We cannot kindle when we will 
The fire that in the heart resides, 
The spirit bloweth and is still, 
In mystery our soul abides: 
But tasks in hours of insight will’d 
Can be through hours of gloom fulfill’d. 


With aching hands and bleeding feet 

We dig and heap, lay stone on stone; 

We bear the burden and the heat 

Of the long day, and wish ’twere done. 
Not till the hours of light return 
All we have built do we discern. 
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Then, when the clouds are off the soul, 
When thou dost bask in Nature’s eye, 
Ask, how she view’d thy self-control, 
Thy struggling task’d morality — 
Nature, whose free, light, cheerful air, 
Oft made thee, in thy gloom, despair. 


And she, whose censure thou dost dread, 
Whose eyes thou wert afraid to seek, 
See, on her face a glow is spread, 
A strong emotion on her cheek. 
“ Ah child,” she cries, “that strife divine— 
Whence was it, for it is not mine? 


“There is no effort on my brow — 

I do not strive, I do not weep. 

I rush with the swift spheres, and glow 

In joy, and, when I will, I sleep.— Ww+« * 
Yet that severe, that earnest air, 
I saw, I felt it once — but where? 


“T knew not yet the gauge of Time, 

Nor wore the manacles of Space. 

I felt it in some other clime— 

I saw it in some other place. 
— Twas when the heavenly house I trod. 
And lay upon the breast of God.” 
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Strew on her roses, roses, 
And never a spray of yew. 
In quiet she reposes: 
Ah! would that I did too. 


Her mirth the world required: _ 
She bathed it in smiles of glee. 

But her heart was tired, tired, 
And now they let her be. 
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Her life was turning, turning, 
In mazes of heat and sound. 

But for peace her soul was yearning, 
And now peace laps her round. 


Her cabin’d, ample spirit, 
It flutter’d and fail’d for breath. 
To-night it doth inherit 
The vasty hall of death. 
"hG 


THE SCHOLAR GIPSY 


“There was very lately a lad in the University of Oxford, who 
was by his poverty forced to leave his studies there; and at last 
to join himself to a company of vagabond gipsies. Among these 
extravagant people, by the insinuating subtilty of his carriage, he 
quickly got so much of their love and esteem as that they dis- 
covered to him their mystery. After he had been a pretty while 
well exercised in the trade, there chanced to ride by a couple of 
scholars, who had formerly been of his acquaintance. They 
quickly spied out their old friend among the gipsies; and he gave 
them an account of the necessity which drove him to that kind of 
life, and told them that the people he went with were not such 
impostors as they were taken for, but that they had a traditional 
kind of learning among them, and could do wonders by the power 
of imagination, their fancy binding that of others: that himself 
had learned much of their art, and when he had compassed the 
whole secret, he intended, he said, to leave their company, and 
give the world an account of what he had learned.’”’ — GLANvIL’s 


Vanity of Dogmatizing, 1661. 


Go, for they call you, shepherd, from the hill; a 
Go, shepherd, and untie the wattled cotes: b | 
No longer leave thy wistful flock unfed, c.\\ 
4. | 


Nor let thy bawling fellows rack their throats, 


Nor the cropp’d grasses shoot another head. e j } 


But when the fields are still, oZ/ 


And the tired men and dogs all gone to rest, ‘- ey 


And only the white sheep are sometimes | seen 
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Come, Gere herd and again renew ES quest. \ 
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Here, where the reaper was at work of late, 
In this high field’s dark corner, where he leaves 
His coat, his basket, and his earthen cruse, 
And in the sun all morning binds the sheaves, 
Then here, at noon, comes back his stores to use; 
Here will I sit and wait, 
While to my ear from uplands far away 
The bleating of the folded flocks is borne; 
With distant cries of reapers in the corn — 
All the live murmur of a summer’s day. 


Screen’d is this nook o’er the high, half-reap’d field, 
And here till sun-down, shepherd, will I be. 
Through the thick corn the scarlet poppies peep 
And round green roots and yellowing stalks I see 
Pale blue convolvulus in tendrils creep: 
And air-swept lindens yield 
Their scent, and rustle down their perfumed showers 
Of bloom on the bent grass where I am laid, 
And bower me from the August sun with shade; 
And the eye travels down to Oxford’s towers. 


And near me on the grass lies Glanvil’s book — 
Come, let me read the oft-read tale again, 
The story of that Oxford scholar poor 
Of pregnant parts and quick inventive brain, 
Who, tired of knocking at preferment’s door, 
One summer morn forsook 
His friends, and went to learn the gipsy lore, 
And roam’d the world with that wild brotherhood, 
And came, as most men deem’d, to little good, 
But came to Oxford and his friends no more. - 


But once, years after, in the country lanes, 
Two scholars whom at college erst he knew 
Met him, and of his way of life enquired. 
Whereat he answer’d, that the gipsy crew, 
His mates, had arts to rule as they desired 
The workings of men’s brains; 
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And they can bind them to what thoughts they will: 
“ And I,” he said, “ the secret of their art, 
When fully learn’d, will to the world impart: 
But it needs happy moments for this skill.” 


This said, he left: them, and return’d no more, 
But rumours hung about the country side 
That the lost Scholar long was seen to stray, 
Seen by rare glimpses, pensive and tongue-tied, 
In hat of antique shape, and cloak of grey, 
The same the gipsies wore. 
Shepherds had met him on the Hurst in spring: 
At some lone alehouse in the Berkshire moors, 
On the warm ingle bench, the smock-frock’d boors 
Had found him seated at their entering. 


But, mid their drink and clatter, he would fly: 
And I myself seem half to know thy looks, 
And put the shepherds, wanderer, on thy trace; 
And boys who in lone wheatfields scare the rooks 
I ask if thou hast pass’d their quiet place; 
Or in my boat I lie 
Moor’d to the cool bank in the summer heats, 
Mid wide grass meadows which the sunshine fills, 
And watch the warm green-muffled Cummer hills, 
And wonder if thou haunt’st their shy retreats. 


For most, I know, thou lov’st retired ground. 
Thee, at the ferry, Oxford riders blithe, 
Returning home on summer nights, have met 
Crossing the stripling Thames at Bab-lock-hithe, 
Trailing in the cool stream thy fingers wet, 
“As the slow punt swings round: 
And leaning backwards in a pensive dream, 
And fostering in thy lap a heap of flowers 
Pluck’d in shy fields and distant woodland bowers, 
And thine eyes resting on the moonlit stream. 


420 POEMS 


And then they land, and thou art seen no more. 
Maidens who from the distant hamlets come 
To dance around the Fyfield elm in May, 
Oft through the darkening fields have seen thee roam, 
Or cross a stile into the public way. 
Oft thou hast given them store 
Of flowers — the frail-leaf’d, white anemone — 
Dark bluebells drench’d with dews of summer eves — 
And purple orchises with spotted leaves — 
But none has words she can report of thee. 


And, above Godstow Bridge, when hay-time’s here 
In June, and many a scythe in sunshine flames, 
Men who through those wide fields of breezy grass 
Where black-wing’d swallows haunt the glittering 
Thames, 
To bathe in the abandon’d lasher pass, 
Have often pass’d thee near 
Sitting upon the river bank o’ergrown: 
Mark’d thy outlandish garb, thy figure spare, 
Thy dark vague eyes, and soft abstracted air; 
But, when they came from bathing, thou wert gone. 


At some lone homestead in the Cumner hills, 
Where at her open door the housewife darns, 
Thou hast been seen, or hanging on a gate 

To watch the threshers in the mossy barns, 


Children, who early range these slopes and late 
For cresses from the rills, 


Have known thee watching, all an April day, 
The springing pastures and the feeding kine; 
And mark’d thee, when the stars come out and shine, 
Through the long dewy grass move slow away. 


In Autumn, on the skirts of Bagley wood, 
Where most the gipsies by the turf-edged way 
Pitch their smoked tents, and every bush you see 
With scarlet patches tagg’d and shreds of grey, 


——_ 
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Above the forest ground call’d Thessaly — 
The blackbird picking food 
Sees thee, nor stops his meal, nor fears at all; 
So often has he known thee past him stray 
Rapt, twirling in thy hand a wither’d spray, 
And waiting for the spark from heaven to fall. 


And once, in winter, on the causeway chill 
Where home through flooded fields foot-travellers go, 
Have I not pass’d thee on the wooden bridge 
Wrapt in thy cloak and battling with the snow, 
Thy face towards Hinksey and its wintry ridge? 
And thou hast climb’d the hill 
And gain’d the white brow of the Cumner range, 
Turn’d once to watch, while thick the snowflakes fall, 
The line of festal light in Christ-Church hall — 
Then sought thy straw in some sequester’d grange. 


But what—I dream! Two hundred years are flown 
Since first thy story ran through Oxford halls, 
And the grave Glanvil did the tale inscribe 
That thou wert wander’d from the studious walls 
To learn strange arts, and join a gipsy tribe: 
And thou from earth art gone 
Long since, and in some quiet churchyard laid; 
Some country nook, where o’er thy unknown grave 
Tall grasses and white flowering nettles wave — 
Under a dark red-fruited yew-tree’s shade. 
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For what wears out the life of mortal men? 


— No, no, thou hast not felt the lapse of hours. Ruy ecs 
A) 


’Tis that from change t to change their being rolls: 


Tis that repeated shocks, again, again, 


Exhaust the energy of strongest souls, 
“And numb the elastic powers. 
Till having used our nerves with bliss and teen, 
And tired upon a thousand schemes our wit, 
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To the just-pausing Genius we remit 
Our worn-out life, and are — what we have been. 
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Thou has not lived, why should’st thou perish, so? 
Thou hadst one aim, one business, one desire: 
Else wert thou long since number’d with the dead — 
Else hadst thou spent, like other men, thy fire. 
The generations of thy peers are fled, 
And we ourselves shall go; 
But thou possessest an immortal lot, 
And we imagine thee exempt from age 
And living as thou liv’st on Glanvil’s page, 
Because thou hadst — what we, alas, have not. 


For early didst thou leave the world, with powers 
Fresh, undiverted to the world without, 

Firm to their mark, not spent on other things; 
Free from the sick fatigue, the languid doubt, 

Which much to have tried, in much been_baffled, 
\ brings. 
‘O life unlike to ours! 
Who fluctuate idly without term or scope, 

Of whom each strives, nor knows for what he strives, 

And each half lives.a hundred different lives; 

Who wait like thee, but not, like thee, in hope. 
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Thou waitest for the spark from heaven: and we, 
Light half-believers of our casual creeds, 
“Who never deeply felt, nor clearly will’d, 
Whose insight never has ‘borne fruit in deeds, 
Whose vague resolves never have been fulfill’d: 
For whom each year we see 
Breeds new beginnings, disappointments new; 
Ap\onsinoans Who hesitate and falter life away, 
s And lose tomorrow the ground won today — 


; rar 2 ree 
son Ah, do not we, wanderer, await it too? 


_ Yes, we await it, but it still delays, 
| And then we suffer; and amongst us One, 
Who most has suffer’d, takes dejectedly 
) His seat upon the intellectual throne; 
And all his store of sad experience he 
Lays bare of wretched days; 
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Tells us his misery’s birth and growth and signs, 
And how the dying spark of hope was fed, 
And how the breast was sooth’d, and how the head, 
And all his hourly varied anodynes. 


This for our wisest: and we others pine, 
And wish the long unhappy dream would end, 
And waive all claim to bliss, and try to bear 
With close-lipp’d patience for our only friend, 
Sad patience, too near neighbour to despair: 
But none has hope like thine. 
Thou through the fields and through the woods dost 
stray, 
Roaming the country side, a truant boy, 
Nursing thy project in unclouded joy, 
And every doubt long blown by time away. 


O born in days when wits were fresh and clear, 
And life ran gaily as the sparking Thames; 


Before this : strange disease of modern life, 
Its heads o’ertax’d, its palsied hearts, was rife — 
Fly hence, our contact fear! 
Still fly, plunge deeper in the bowering wood! 
Averse, as Dido did with gesture stern 
From her false friend’s approach in Hades turn, 
Wave us away, and keep thy solitude. 


- Still nursing the unconquerable hope, ‘ 


Still clutching the inviolable shade, | 
‘With a free onward impulse Sar through, 
By night, the silver’d branches of the glade — 
Far on the forest skirts, where none pursue 
On some mild pastoral slope 
Emerge, and resting on the moonlit pales, 
Freshen thy flowers, as in former years, 
With dew, or listen with enchanted ears, 
From the dark dingles, to the nightingales. 
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But fly our paths, our feverish contact fly! 

For strong the infection of our mental strife, 

Which, though it gives no bless, yet spoils for rest; 

And we should win thee from thy own fair life, 

Like us distracted, and like us unblest. 
Soon, soon thy cheer would die, 

Thy hopes grow timorous, and unfix’d thy powers, 
And thy clear aims be cross and shifting made: 
And then thy glad perennial youth would fade, 

Fade, and grow old at last, and die like ours. 


Then fly our greetings, fly our speech and smiles! 

* —As some grave Tyrian trader, from the sea, 
Descried at sunrise an emerging prow 

Lifting the cool-hair’d creepers stealthily, 

The fringes of a southward-facing brow 
Among the Aegean isles: 

And saw the merry Grecian coaster come, 
Freighted with amber grapes, and Chian wine, 
Green bursting figs, and tunnies steep’d in brine; 

And knew the intruders on his ancient home, 


The young light-hearted masters of the waves; 
And snatch’d his rudder, and shook out more sail, 
And day and night held on indignantly 
O’er the blue Midland waters with the gale, 
Betwixt the Syrtes and soft Sicily, 
To where the Atlantic raves 
Outside the Western Straits, and unbent sails 
There, where down cloudy cliffs, through sheets of 
foam, Fog dus 
Shy traffickers, the dark Iberians come; 
And on the beach undid his corded bales. 
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EAST LONDON 


’Twas August, and the fierce sun overhead 

Smote on the squalid streets of Bethnal Green, 

And the pale weaver, through his windows seen 

In Spitalfields, looked thrice dispirited. 

I met a preacher there I knew, and said: a 
“Til and o’erworked, how fare you in this scene? ” — 
“Bravely! ” said he; “for I of late have been 

Much cheered with thoughts of Christ, the living bread.” 
O human soul! as long as thou canst so 

Set up a mark of everlasting light, 

Above the howling senses’ ebb and flow, 

To cheer thee, and to right thee if thou roam — 

Not with lost toil thou laborest through the night! 
Thou mak’st the heaven thou hop’st indeed thy home. 
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Lone fed on boundless hopes, O race of man, 
How angrily thou spurn’st all simpler fare! 

“ Christ,’ some one says, “ was human as we are; 
No judge eyes us from Heaven, our sin to scan; 

We live no more, when we have done our span.” 

“ Well, then, for Christ,” thou answerest, “ who can care? 
From sin, which Heaven records not, why forbear? 
Live we like brutes our life without a plan! ” 

So answerest thou; but why not rather say: 

“Hath man no second life? — Pitch this one high! 
Sits there no judge in Héaven, our sin to see? — 
More strictly, then, the inward judge obey! 

Was Christ a man like us? Ah! let us try 

If we then, too, can be such men as he!” 


THE BETTER*PART ” Srofict 
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IMMORTALITY 


For’p by our fellow men, depress’d, outworn, % 
We leave the brutal world to take its way, 
And, Patience! in another life, we say, 

The world shall be thrust down, and we up- Sera? 0 
And will not, then, the immortal armies scorn 
The world’s poor, routed leavings; or will they, 
Who fail’d under the heat of this life’s day, 
Support the fervours of the heavenly morn? 

No, no! the energy of life may be 

Kept on after the grave, but not begun; 

And he who flage’d not in the earthly strife, 
From strength to strength advancing — only he, 
His soul well-knit, and all his battles won, R 
Mounts, and that hardly, to eternal life. ‘ 
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3 THAT son of Italy who tried to blow, 


Ere Dante came, the trump of sacred song, 
In his light youth amid a festal throng 
Sate with his bride to see a public show. 

Fair was the bride, and on her front did glow 

Youth like a star; and what to youth belong — 

Gay raiment, sparkling gauds, elation strong. 

A prop gave way! crash fell a platform! lo, 

’*Mid struggling sufferers, hurt to death, she lay! 
Shuddering, they drew her garments off — and found 
A robe of sackcloth next the smooth, white skin. 
Such, poets, is your bride, the Muse! young, gay, 
Radiant, adorned outside; a hidden ground 

Of thought and of austerity within. _ 
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DOVER BEACH 


THE sea is calm tonight, 

The tide is full, the moon lies fair 

Upon the straits —on the French coast the light 
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand, 
Glimmering and vast, out on the tranquil bay. 
Come to the window; sweet is the night-air! 
Only, from the long line of spray 

Where the sea meets the moon-blanched land, 
Listen! you hear the grating roar 

Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling, 
At their return, up the high strand, 

Begin, and cease, and then again begin, 

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 

The eternal note of sadness in. 


Sophocles long ago 

Heard it on the Aegean, and it brought 
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 
Of human misery; we 

Find also in the sound a thought, 
Hearing it by this distant northern sea. 


The Sea of Faith 
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled; 
But now I only hear 
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 
Retreating, to the breath 
Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear 
And naked shingles of the world. 
Ah, love, let us be true 
To one another! for the world, which seems 
To lie before us like a land of dreams, 
So various, so beautiful, so new, 

ath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, 


428 POEMS 


Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 
_\And we are here as on a darkling plain 
“Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight, 
\Where ignorant armies clash by night. 


PALLADIUM eae water ut 


Ser where the upper streams of Simois flow 
Was the Palladium, high ’mid rock and wood; 
And Hector was in Ilium, far below, 

And fought, and saw it not, but there it stood. 


Tt stood; and sun and moonshine rain’d their light 

On the pure columns of its glen-built hall. 

Backward and forward, roll’d the waves of fight 

Round Troy; but while this stood, Troy could not fall. 


So, in its lovely moonlight, lives the soul. 
Mountains surround it, and sweeet virgin air; 
Cold plashing, past it, crystal waters roll; 

We visit it by moments, ah! too rare. 


Men will renew the battle in the plain 
Tomorrow; red with blood will Xanthus be; 
Hector and Ajax will be there again; 

Helen will come upon the wall to see. 


Then we shall rust in shade, or shine in strife, . 
And fluctuate ’twixt blind hopes and blind despairs, : 
And fancy that we put forth all our life, 

And never know how with the soul it fares.. 


Still doth the soul, from its lone fastness high,: : - 
Upon our life a ruling effluence'send; | 

And when it fails, fight as we will, we die, 

And while it lasts, we cannot wholly end. 
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GROWING OLD ~- 


. Wuart is it to grow old? 


Is it to lose the glory of the form, 
The luster of the eye? 

Is it for beauty to forego her wreath? 
— Yes, but not this alone. 


Is it to feel our strength — 

Not our bloom only, but our strength — decay? 
Is it to feel each limb 

Grow stiffer, every function less exact, 

Each nerve more loosely strung? 


Yes, this, and more; but not, 

Ah, ’tis not what in youth we dreamed ’twould be! 
Tis not to have our life 

Mellowed and softened as with sunset-glow, 

A golden day’s decline. 


Tis not to see the world 


_ As from a height, with rapt prophetic eyes, — 


And heart profoundly stirred; 
And weep, and feel the fullness of the past, 
The years that are no more. 


It is to spend long days 

And not once feel that we were ever young; 
It is to add, immured 

In the hot prison of the present, month 

To month with weary pain. 


It is to suffer this, 

And feel but half, and feebly, what we feel. 
Deep in our hidden heart 

Festers the dull remembrance of a change, 
But no emotion — none. 
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It is—last stage of all — 

When we are frozen up within, and quite 
The phantom of ourselves, 

To hear the world applaud the hollow ghost 
Which blamed the living man. 


A WISH 


I ask not that my bed of death 
From bands of greedy heirs be free; 
For these besiege the latest breath 
Of fortune’s favour’d sons, not me. 


I ask not each kind soul to keep 

Tearless, when of my death he hears; 

Let those who will, if any, weep! 

There are worse plagues on earth than tears. 


I ask but that my death may find 
The freedom to my life denied; 
Ask but the folly of mankind, 
Then, then at last, to quit my side. 


Spare me the whispering, crowded room, 
The friends who come, and gape, and go; 
The ceremonious air of gloom — 

All, that makes death a hideous show! 


Nor bring, to see me cease to live, 
Some doctor full of phrase and fame, 
To shake his sapient head and give 

_ The ill he cannot cure a name. 


Nor fetch, to take the accustom’d toll 
Of the poor sinner bound for death, 
His brother doctor of the soul, 

To canvass with official breath 
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The future and its viewless things — 

That undiscover’d mystery 

Which one who feels death’s winnowing wings 
Must needs read clearer, sure, than he! 


Bring none of these! but let me be, 
While all around in silence lies, 
Moved to the window near, and see 
Once more before my dying eyes 


Bathed in the sacred dews of morn 
The wide aerial landscape spread — 
The world which was ere I was born, 
The world which lasts when I am dead. 


Which never was the friend of one, 
Nor promised love it could not give, 
But lit for all its generous sun, 

And lived itself, and made us live. 


There let me gaze, till I become 
In soul with what I gaze on wed! 
To feel the universe my home; 

To have before my mind — instead 


Of the sick-room, the mortal strife, 
The turmoil for a little breath — 
The pure eternal course of life, 

Not human combatings with death. 


Thus feeling, gazing, let me grow 
Compos’d, refresh’d, ennobled, clear; 
Then willing let my spirit go 

To work or wait elsewhere or here! 
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Rp RUGBY CHAPEL 
NOVEMBER, 1857 


Co.pty, sadly descends 

The autumn evening. The field 
Strewn with its dank yellow drifts 

Of withered leaves, and the elms, 

Fade into dimness apace, 

Silent; — hardly a shout 

From a few boys late at their play! 
The lights come out in the street, 

In the school-room windows; —but cold, 
Solemn, unlighted, austere, 

Through the gathering darkness, arise 
The chapel-walls, in whose bound 
Thou, my father! art laid. 


There thou dost lie, in the gloom 
Of the autumn evening. But ah! 
That word, gloom, to my mind 
Brings thee back, in the light 

Of thy radiant vigor, again; 

In the gloom of November we passed 
Days not dark at thy side; 
Seasons impaired not the ray 

Of thy buoyant cheerfulness clear. 
Such thou wast! and I stand 

In the autumn evening, and think 
Of bygone autumns with thee. 


Fifteen years have gone round 
Since thou arosest to tread, 

In the summer-morning, the road 
Of death, at a call unforeseen, 
Sudden. For fifteen years, 

We who till then in thy shade 
Rested as under the boughs 
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Of a mighty oak, have endured 
Sunshine and rain as we might, 
Bare, unshaded, alone, 

Lacking the shelter of thee. 


O strong soul, by what shore 
‘Tarriest thounow? For that force, 
Surely, has not been left vain! 
Somewhere, surely, afar, 

In the sounding labor-house vast 
Of being, is practised that strength, 
Zealous, beneficent, firm! 

Yes, in some far-shining sphere, 


Conscious or not of the past, 

Still thou performest the word 

Of the Spirit in whom thou dost live — 
Prompt, unwearied, as here! 

Still thou upraisest with zeal 

The humble good from the ground, 
Sternly repressest the bad! 

Still, like a trumpet, dost rouse 
Those who with half-open eyes 
Tread the border-land dim 

’Twixt vice and virtue; reviv’st, 
Succorest! This was thy work, 
This was thy life upon earth. 


What is the course of the life 

Of mortal men on the earth? 

Most men eddy about 

Here and there — eat and drink, 

Chatter and love and hate, 

Gather and squander, are raised 

Aloft, are hurled in the dust, 
Striving blindly, achieving. 

3 Racecar agi die — 


Perish — and no one asks 
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Who or what they have been, 

More than he asks what waves, 

In the moonlit solitudes mild 

Of the midmost Ocean, have swelled, 
Foamed for a moment, and gone. 


And there are some, whom a thirst 
Ardent, unquenchable, fires, 

Not with the crowd to be spent, 
Not without aim to go round 

In an eddy of purposeless dust, 
Effort unmeaning and vain. 

Ah, yes! some of us strive 

Not without action to die 

Fruitless, but something to snatch 
From dull oblivion, nor all 

Glut the devouring grave! 

We, we have chosen our path — 
Path to a clear-purposed goal, 

Path of advance! — but it leads 

A long, steep journey, through sunk 
Gorges, o’er mountains in snow. 
Cheerful, with friends, we set forth — 
Then, on the height, comes the storm. 
Thunder crashes from rock 

To rock, the cataracts reply, 
Lightnings dazzle our eyes. 

Roaring torrents have breached 

The track, the stream-bed descends 
In the place where the wayfarer once 
Planted his footstep — the spray 
Boils o’er its borders! aloft 

The unseen snow-beds dislodge 
Their hanging ruin! alas, 

Havoc is made in our train! 
Friends, who set forth at our side, 
Falter, are lost in the storm. 

We, we only are left! 
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With frowning foreheads, with lips 
Sternly compressed, we strain on, 
On — and at nightfall at last 
Come to the end of our way, 


| To the lonely inn ’mid the rocks; 
| Where the gaunt and taciturn host 


Stands on the threshold, the wind 
Shaking his thin white hairs — 
Holds his lantern to scan 

Our storm-beat figures, and asks: 


| Whom in our party we bring, 
\ Whom we have left in the snow? 


Sadly we answer: We bring 

Only ourselves! we lost 

Sight of the rest in the storm. 
Hardly ourselves we fought through, 
Stripped, without friends, as we are. 
Friends, companions, and train, 

The avalanche swept from our side. 


But thou would’st not alone 

Be saved, my father! alone 
Conquer and come to thy goal, 
Leaving the rest in the wild. 

We were weary, and we 

Fearful, and we in our march 
Fain to drop down and to die. 
Still thou turnedst, and still 
Beckonedst the trembler, and still 
Gavest the weary thy hand. 


If, in the paths of the world, 

Stones might have wounded thy feet, 
Toil or dejection have tried 

Thy spirit, of that we saw 
Nothing — to us thou wast still 
Cheerful, and helpful, and firm! 


435 


436 


POEMS 


Therefore to thee it was given 
Many to save with thyself; 

And, at the end of thy day, 

O, faithful shepherd! to come, 
Bringing thy sheep in thy hand. — 


And through thee I believe 

In the noble and great who are gone; 
Pure souls honored and blest 

By former ages, who else — 

Such, so soulless, so poor, 

Is the race of men whom I see — 
Seemed but a dream of the heart, 
Seemed but a cry of desire. 

Yes! I believe that there lived 
Others like thee in the past, 

Not like the men of the crowd 
Who all round me today 

Bluster or cringe, and make life 
Hideous, and arid, and vile; 

But souls tempered with fire, 
Fervent, heroic, and good, 
Helpers and friends of mankind 


Servants of God! — or sons 
Shall I not call you? because 
Not as servants ye knew 

Your Father’s innermost mind, 
His, who unwillingly sees 

One of his little ones lost — 
Yours is the praise, if mankind 
Hath not as yet in its march 
Fainted, and fallen, and died! 


See! In the rocks of the world 
Marches the host of mankind, 

A feeble, wavering line. 

Where are they tending? — A God 
Marshaled them, gave them their goal. 
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Ah, but the way is so long! 

Years they have been in the wild! 
Sore thirst plagues them, the rocks, 
Rising all round, overawe; 
Factions divide them, their host 
Threatens to break, to dissolve. 

— Ah, keep, keep them combined! 
Else, of the myriads who fill 
That army, not one shall arrive; 
Sole they shall stray; on the rocks 
Batter for ever in vain, 

Die one by one in the waste. 


Then, in such hour of need 

Of your fainting, dispirited race, 
Ye, like angels, appear, 

Radiant with ardor divine! 
Beacons of hope, ye appear! 
Languor is not in your heart, 
Weakness is not in your word, 
Weariness not on your brow. 

Ye alight in our van! at your voice, 
Panic, despair, flee away. 

Ye move through the ranks, recall 
The stragglers, refresh the outworn, 
Praise, re-inspire the brave! 
Order, courage, return. 

Eyes rekindling, and prayers, 
Follow your steps as ye go. 

Ye fill up the gaps in our files, 
Strengthen the wavering line, 
Stablish, continue our march, 

On, to the bound of the waste, 
On, to the City of God. 


438 © 
, Q ith ¥ 


STANZAS IN MEMORY OF THE AUTHOR OF 


a POEMS 


“OBERMANN ” 


In front the awful Alpine track 

Crawls up its rocky stair; 

The autumn storm-winds drive the rack, 
Close o’er it, in the air. 


Behind are the abandoned baths 
Mute in their meadows lone; 

The leaves are on the valley-paths, 
The mists are on the Rhone — 


The white mists rolling like a sea! 

I hear the torrents roar. 

— Yes, Obermann, all speaks of thee; 
I feel thee near once more! 


I turn thy leaves! I feel their breath 
Once more upon me roll; 

That air of languor, cold, and death, 
Which brooded o’er thy soul. 


Fly hence, poor wretch, whoe’er thou art, 
Condemned to cast about, 

All shipwreck in thy own weak heart, 
For comfort from without! 


A fever in these pages burns 
Beneath the calm they feign; 
A wounded human spirit turns, 
Here, on its bed of pain. 


Yes, though the virgin mountain-air 
Fresh through these pages blows; 
Though to these leaves the glaciers spare 
The soul of their white snows; 
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Though here a mountain-murmur swells 
Of many a dark-boughed pine; 
Though, as you read, you hear the bells 
Of the high-pasturing kine — 


Yet, through the hum of torrent lone, 
And brooding mountain-bee, 

There sobs I know not what ground-tone 
Of human agony. 


Is it for this, because the sound 

Is fraught too deep with pain, 
That, Obermann! the world around 
So little loves thy strain? 


Some secrets may the poet tell, 
For the world loves new ways; 

To tell too deep ones is not well — 
It knows not what he says. 


Yet, of the spirits who have reigned 
In this our troubled day, 

I know but two, who have attained 
Save thee, to see their way. 


By England’s lakes, in gray old age, 
His quiet home one keeps; 

And one, the strong much-toiling sage, 
In German Weimar sleeps. 


But Wordsworth’s eyes avert their ken 
From half of human fate; 

And Goethe’s course few sons of men 
May think to emulate. 


For he pursued a lonely road, 
His eyes on Nature’s plan; 

\\z Neither made man too much a God, 
Nor God too much a man. 
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Strong was he, with a spirit free 

From mists, and sane, and clear; 
Clearer, how much! than ours— yet we 
Have a worse course to steer. 


For though his manhood bore the blast 
Of a tremendous time, 

Yet in a tranquil world was passed 
His tenderer youthful prime. 


But we, brought forth and reared in hours 
Of change, alarm, surprise — 

What shelter to grow ripe is ours? 

What leisure to grow wise? 


Like children bathing on the shore, 
Buried a wave beneath, 

The second wave succeeds, before 
We have had time to breathe: 


Too fast we live, too much are tried, 

Too harassed, to attain 

Wordsworth’s sweet calm, or Goethe’s wide 
And luminous view to gain. 


And then we turn, thou sadder sage, 
To thee! we feel thy spell! 

— The hopeless tangle of our age, 
Thou too hast scanned it well! 


Immovable thou sittest, still 

As death, composed to bear! 

Thy head is clear, thy feeling chill, 
And icy thy despair. 


Yes, as the son of Thetis said, 

I hear thee saying now: 

Greater by far than thou are dead; 
Strive not! die also thou! 
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Ah! two desires toss about 

The poet’s feverish blood. 

One drives him to the world without, 
And one to solitude. 


The glow, he cries, the thrill of life, 
Where, where do these abound? — 
Not in the world, not in the strife 
Of men, shall they be found. 


He who hath watched, not shared, the strife, 
Knows how the day hath gone. 

He only lives with the world’s life, 

Who hath renounced his own. 


To thee we come, then! Clouds are rolled 
Where thou, O seer! art set; 

Thy realm of thought is drear and cold — 
The world is colder yet! 


And thou hast pleasures, too, to share 
With those who come to thee — 
Balms floating on thy mountain-air, 
And healing sights to see. 


How often, where the slopes are green 
On Jaman, hast thou sate 

By some high chalet-door, and seen 
The summer-day grow late; 


And darkness steal o’er the wet grass 
With the pale crocus starred, 

And reach that glimmering sheet of glass 
Beneath the piny sward, 


Lake Leman’s waters, far below! 

And watched the rosy light 

Fade from the distant peaks of rap 

And on the air of night. i 
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Heard accents of the eternal tongue 
Through the pine branches play — 
Listened, and felt thyself grow young! 
Listened and wept — Away! 


Away the dreams that but deceive 
And thou, sad guide, adieu! 

I go, fate drives me; but I leave 
Half of my life with you. 


We, in some unknown Power’s employ, 
Move on a rigorous line; 

Can neither, when we will, enjoy, 

Nor, when we will, resign. 


I in the world must live; but thou, 
Thou melancholy shade! 

Wilt not, if thou canst see me now, 
Condemn me, nor upbraid. 


For thou art gone away from earth, 
And place with those dost claim, 
The Children of the Second Birth, 
Whom the world could not tame; 


And with that small, transfigured band, 
Whom many a different way 
Conducted to their common land, 

Thou learns’t to think as they. 


Christian and pagan, king and slave, 
Soldier and anchorite, 
Distinctions we esteem so grave, 

Are nothing in their sight. 


They do not ask, who pined unseen, 
Who was on action hurled, 

Whose one bond is, that all have been 
Unspotted by the world. 
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There without anger thou wilt see 
Him who obeys thy spell 

No more, so he but rest, like thee, 
Unsoiled! — and so, farewell. 


Farewell! — Whether thou now liest near 
That much-loved inland sea, 

The ripples of whose blue waves eheer 
Vevey and Meillerie: 


And in that gracious region bland, 
Where with clear-rustling wave 
The scented pines of Switzerland 
Stand dark round thy green grave, 


Between the dusty vineyard-walls 
Issuing on that green place 

The early peasant still recalls 
The pensive stranger’s face, 


And stoops to clear thy moss-grown date 
Ere he plods on again — 

Or whether, by maligner fate, 

Among the swarms of men, 


Where between granite terraces 

The blue Seine rolls her wave, 

The Capital of Pleasure sees we 
The hardly-heard-of grave — 


Farewell! Under the sky we part, 
In the stern Alpine dell. 

O unstrung will! O broken heart! 
A last, a last farewell! 
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Through Alpine meadows bis suffused 
With rain, where thick the crocus blows, 
Past the dark forges long disused, 
The mule-track from Saint Laurent goes. 
The bridge is crossed, and slow we ride, 
Through forest, up the mountain-side. 


The autumnal evening darkens round, 

The wind is up, and drives the rain; 

While, hark! far down, with strangled sound 
Doth the Dead Guier’s stream complain, 
Where that wet smoke, among the woods, 
Over his boiling cauldron broods. 


Swift rush the spectral vapors white 

Past limestone scars with ragged pines, 

Showing — then blotting from our sight! — 
Halt — through the cloud-drift something shines! 
High in the valley, wet and drear, 

The huts of Courrerie appear. 


Strike leftward! cries our guide; and higher 
Mounts up the stony forest-way. 

At last the encircling trees retire; 

Look! through the showery twilight gray 
What pointed roofs are these advance? — 

A palace of the Kings of France? 


Approach, for what we seek is here! 
Alight, and sparely sup, and wait 

For rest in this outbuilding near; 

Then cross the sward and reach that gate. 
Knock; pass the wicket! Thou art come 
To the Carthusians’ world-famed home. 


The silent courts, where night and day 
Into their stone-carved basins cold 
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The splashing icy fountains play — 

The humid corridors behold! 

Where, ghostlike in the deepening night, 
Cowled forms brush by in gleaming white. 


The chapel, where no organ’s peal 
Invests the stern and naked prayer — 
With penitential cries they kneel 

And wrestle; rising then, with bare 
And white uplifted faces stand, 
Passing the Host from hand to hand; 


Each takes, and then his visage wan 

Is buried in his cowl once more. 

The cells! —the suffering Son of Man 

Upon the wall — the knee-worn floor — 
And where they sleep, that wooden bed, 
Which shall their coffin be, when dead! 


The library, where tract and tome 

Not to feed priestly pride are there, 

To hymn the conquering march of Rome, . 
Nor yet to amuse, as ours are! 

They paint of souls the inner strife, 

Their drops of blood, their death in life. 


The garden, overgrown — yet mild, 
' See, fragrant herbs are flowering there! 
' Strong children of the Alpine wild 

| Whose culture is the brethen’s care; 


) Of human tasks their only one, 
And cheerful works beneath the sun. 


Those halls, too, destined to contain 
Each its own pilgrim-host of old, 
From England, Germany, or Spain — 
All are before me! I behold 

The House, the Brotherhood austere! 
— And what am I, that I am here? 
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For rigorous teachers seized my youth, 
And purged its faith, and trimmed its fire, 
Showed me the high, white star of Truth, 
There bade me gaze, and there aspire. 

Even now their whispers pierce the gloom; 
What dost thou in this living tomb? 


Forgive me, masters of the mind! 

At whose behest I long ago 

So much unlearnt, so much resigned — 
I come not here to be your foe! 

I seek these anchorites, not in ruth, 
To curse and to deny your truth; 


Not as their friend, or child, I speak! 
But as, on some far northern strand, 
Thinking of his own Gods, a Greek 

In pity and mournful awe might stand 
Before some fallen runic stone — 

For both were faiths, and both are gone. 


Wandering between two worlds, one dead, 
The other powerless to be born, 

With nowhere yet to rest my head, 

Like these, on earth I wait forlorn. 

Their faith, my tears, the world deride — 
I come to shed them at their side. 


Oh, hide me in your gloom profound, 

Ye solemn seats of holy pain! 

Take me, cowled forms, and fence me round 
Till I possess my soul again; 

Till free my thoughts before me roll, 

Not chafed by hourly false control! 


For the world cries your faith is now 
But a dead time’s exploded dream; 
My melancholy, sciolists say, 
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Is a passed mode, an outworn theme — 
As if the world had ever had 
A faith, or sciolists been sad! 


Ah, if it be passed, take away, 

At least, the restlessness, the pain; 
Be man henceforth no more a prey 
To these out-dated stings again! 
The nobleness of grief is gone — 
Ah, leave us not the fret alone! 


But — if you cannot give us ease — 
Last of the race of them who grieve 
Here leave us to die out with these 
Last of the people who believe! 
Silent, while years engrave the brow; 
Silent — the best are silent now. 


~ Achilles ponders in his tent, 


The kings of modern thought are dumb; 
Silent they are, though not content, 
And wait to see the future come. 

They have the grief men had of yore, 
But they contend and cry no more. 


Our fathers watered with their tears 
This sea of time whereon we sail; 
Their voices were in all men’s ears 
Who passed within their puissant hail. 
Still the same ocean round us raves, 


But we stand mute, and watch the waves. 


For what availed it, all the noise 

And outcry of the former men? — 

Say, have their sons achieved more joys, 
Say, is life lighter now than then? 

The sufferers died, they left their pain — 
The pangs which tortured them remain. 
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What helps it now, that Byron bore, 


With haughty scorn which mocked the smart, 


Through Europe to the Atolian shore 
The pageant of his bleeding heart? 
That thousands counted every groan, 


, And Europe made his woe her own? 


What boots it, Shelley! that the breeze 
Carried thy lovely wail away, 

/ Musical through Italian trees 

Which fringe thy soft blue Spezian Bay? 
_ Inheritors of thy distress, 

\Have restless hearts one throb the less? 


Or are we easier, to have read, 

| O Obermann! the sad, stern page, 

| Which tells us how thou hidd’st thy head 
‘From the fierce tempest of thine age 
‘In the lone brakes of Fontainebleau, 

\Or chalets near the Alpine snow? 


Ye slumber in your silent grave! — 

The world, which for an idle day 

Grace to your mood of sadness gave, 
Long since hath flung her weeds away. 
The eternal trifler breaks your spell; 

But we — we learned your lore too well! 


Years hence, perhaps, may dawn an age, 
More fortunate, alas! than we, 

Which without ‘hardness will be sage, 
And gay without frivolity. 

~Sons of the world, oh, speed those years; 
But, while we wait, allow our tears! 


Allow them! We admire with awe 
The exulting thunder of your race; 
You give the universe your law, 
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You triumph over time and space! 
Your pride of life, your tireless powers, 
We laud them, but they are not ours. 


We are like children reared in shade 
Beneath some old-world abbey wall, 
Forgotten in a forest-glade, 

And secret from the eyes of all. 

Deep, deep the greenwood round them waves, 
Their abbey, and its close of graves! 


But, where the road runs near the stream, 
Oft through the trees they catch a glance 
Of passing troops in the sun’s beam — 
Pennon, and plume, and flashing lance! 
Forth to the world those soldiers fare, 
To life, to cities, and to war! 


And through the wood, another way, 
Faint bugle-notes from far are borne, 
Where hunters gather, staghounds bay, 
Round some fair forest-lodge at morn. 
Gay dames are there, in sylvan green; 
Laughter and cries — those notes between! 


The banners flashing through the trees 
Make their blood dance and chain their eyes; 
That bugle-music on the breeze 

Arrests them with a charm’d surprise. 
Banner by turns and bugle woo: 

Ye shy recluses, follow too! 


O children, what do ye reply? — 

“ Action and pleasure, will ye roam 
Through these secluded dells to cry 
And call us? — but too late ye come! 
Too late for us your call ye blow, 
Whose bent was taken long ago. 
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“Long since we pace this shadow’d: nave, 
We watch those yellow tapers shine, 
Emblems of hope over the grave, 

In the high altar’s depth divine; 

The organ carries to our ear 

Its accents of another sphere. 


“Fenced early in this cloistral round 

Of reverie, of shade, of prayer, 

How should we grow in other ground? 
How can we flower in foreign air? 

— Pass, banners, pass, and bugles, cease, 
And leave our desert to its peace!” 


, SOHRAB AND RUSTUM 
DAY RI wh, & 

And the first gray of morning filled the east, 
And the fog rose out of the Oxus stream. 
But all the Tartar camp along the stream 
Was hushed, and still the men were plunged in sleep; 
Sohrab alone, he slept not; all night long 
He had lain wakeful, tossing on his bed; 
But when the gray dawn stole into his tent, 
He rose, and clad himself, and girt his sword, 
And took his horseman’s cloak, and left his tent; 
And went abroad into the cold wet fog, 
Through the dim camp to Peran-Wisa’s tent. 
Through the black Tartar tents he passed, which stood 
Clustering like beehives on the low flat strand 
Of Oxus, where the summer-floods o’erflow 
When the sun melts the snows in high Pamere; 
Through the black tents he passed, o’er that low strand, 
And to a hillock came, a little back 
From the stream’s brink — the spot where first a boat, 
Crossing the stream in summer, scrapes the land. 
The men of former times had crowned the top 
With a clay fort; but that was fall’n, and now 
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The Tartars built there Peran-Wisa’s tent, 

A dome of laths, and o’er it felts were spread. 
And Sohrab came there, and went in, and stood 
Upon the thick piled carpets in the tent, 

And found the old man sleeping on his bed 

Of rugs and felts, and near him lay his arms, 
And Peran-Wisa heard him, though the step 
Was dulled; for he slept light, an old man’s sleep; 
And he rose quickly on one arm, and said: 
“Who art thou? for it is not yet clear dawn. 
Speak! is there news, or any night alarm? ” 


But Sohrab came to the bedside, and said: 
“Thou know’st me, Peran-Wisa! it is I. 
The sun is not yet risen, and the foe 
Sleep; but I sleep not; all night long I lie 
Tossing and wakeful, and I come to thee. 
For so did King Afrasiab bid me seek 
Thy counsel, and to heed thee as thy son, 

In Samarcand, before the army marched; 

And I will tell thee what my heart desires. 
Thou know’st if, since from Ader-baijan first 

I came among the Tartars and bore arms, 

I have still served Afrasiab well, and shown, 

At my boy’s years, the courage of a man. 

This too thou know’st, that while I still bear on 


The conquering Tartar ensigns through the world, 


And beat the Persians back on every field, 
I seek one man, one man, and one alone — 
Rustum, my father; who I hoped should greet, 


Should one day greet, upon some well-fought field, 


His not unworthy, not inglorious son. 

So I long hoped, but him I never find. 

Come then, hear now, and grant me what I ask. 
Let the two armies rest today; but I 

Will challenge forth the bravest Persian lords 
To meet me, man to man; if-I prevail, 

Rustum will surely hear it; if I fall— 
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Old man, the dead need no one, claim no kin, 
Dim is the rumor of a common fight, 

Where host meets host, and many names are sunk; 
But of a single combat fame speaks clear.” 


He spoke; and Peran-Wisa took the hand — 
Of the young man in his, and sighed, and said: 
“O Sohrab, an unquiet heart is thine! 
Canst thou not rest among the Tartar chiefs, 
And share the battle’s common chance with us 
Who love thee, but must press for ever first, 
In single fight incurring single risk, 
To find a father thou hast never seen? 
That were far best, my son, to stay with us 
Unmurmuring; in our tents, while it is war, 
And when ’tis truce, then in Afrasiab’s towns. 
But, if this one desire indeed rules all, 
To seek out Rustum — seek him not through fight! 
Seek him in peace, and carry to his arms, 
O Sohrab, carry an unwounded son! 
But far hence seek him, for he is not here. 
For now it is not as when I was young, 
When Rustum was in front of every fray; 
But now he keeps apart, and sits at home, 
In Seistan, with Zal, his father old. 
Whether that his own mighty strength at last 
Feels the abhorred approaches of old age, 
Or in some quarrel with the Persian King. 
There go! — Thou wilt not? Yet my heart forebodes 
Danger or death awaits thee on this field. 
Fain would I know thee safe and well, though lost 
To us; fain therefore send thee hence, in peace 
To seek thy father, not seek single fights 
In vain — but who can keep the lion’s cub 
From ravening, and who govern Rustum’s son? 
Go, I will grant thee what thy heart desires.” 


So said he, and dropped Sohrab’s hand, and left 
His bed, and the warm rugs whereon he lay; 
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And o’er his chilly limbs his woollen coat 

He passed, and tied his sandals on his feet, 

And threw a white cloak round him, and he took 
In his right hand a ruler’s staff, no sword; 

And on his head he set his sheep-skin cap, 
Black, glossy, curled, the fleece of Kara-Kul; 
And raised the curtain-of his tent, and called 
His herald to his side, and went abroad. 


The sun by this had risen, and cleared the fog 
From the broad Oxus and the glittering sands. 
And from their tents the Tartar horsemen filed 
Into the open plain; so Haman bade — 
Haman, who next to Peran-Wisa ruled 
The host, and still was in his lusty prime. 
From their black tents, long files of horse, they streamed; 
As when some gray November morn the files, 
In marching order spread, of long-neck’d cranes 
Stream over Casbin and the southern slopes 
Of Elburz, from the Aralian estuaries, 
Or some frore Caspian reed-bed, southward bound 
For the warm Persian sea-board —so they streamed. 
The Tartars of the Oxus, the King’s guard, 
First, with black sheep-skin caps and with long spears; 
Large men, large steeds; who from Bokhara come 
And Khiva, and ferment the milk of mares. 
Next, the more temperate Toorkmuns of the south, 
The Tukas, and the lances of Salore, 
And those from Attruck and the Caspian sands; 
Light men and on light steeds, who only drink 
The acrid milk of camels, and their wells. 
And then a swarm of wandering horse, who came 
From afar, and a more doubtful service owned; 
The Tartars of Ferghana, from the banks 
Of the Jaxartes, men with scanty beards 
And close-set skull-caps; and those wilder hordes 
Who roam o’er Kipchak and the northern waste, 
Kalmucks and unkempt Kuzzaks, tribes who stray 
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Nearest the Pole, and wandering Kirghizzes, 
Who come on shaggy ponies from Pamere; 
These all filed out from camp into the plain. 
And on the other side the Persians formed: 
First a light cloud of horse, Tartars they seemed, 
The Ilyats of Khorassan; and behind, 

The royal troops of Persia, horse and foot, 
Marshalled battalions bright in burnished steel. 
But Peran-Wisa with his herald came, 
Threading the Tartar squadrons to the front, 
And with his staff kept back the foremost ranks. 
And when Ferood, who led the Persians, saw 
That Peran-Wisa kept the Tartars back, 

He took his spear, and to the front he came, 
And checked his ranks, and fixed them where they stood. 
And the old Tartar came upon the sand 
Betwixt the silent hosts, and spake, and said: 

“ Ferood, and ye, Persians and Tartars, hear! 
Let there be truce between the hosts today. 
But choose a champion from the Persian lords 
To fight our champion Sohrab, man to man.” 


As, in the country, on a morn in June, 
When the dew glistens on the pearled ears, 
A shiver runs through the deep corn for joy — 
So, when they heard what Peran-Wisa said, 
A thrill through all the Tartar squadrons ran 
Of pride and hope for Sohrab, whom they loved. 


But as a troop of pedlars, from Cabool, 
Cross underneath the Indian Caucasus, 
That vast sky-neighboring mountain of milk snow; 
Crossing so high, that, as they mount, they pass 
Long flocks of travelling birds dead on the snow, 
Choked by the air, and scarce can they themselves 
Slake their parched throats with sugared mulberries — 
In single file they move, and stop their breath, 
For fear they should dislodge the o’er-hanging snows ~ 
So the pale Persians held their breath with fear. 
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And to Ferood his brother chiefs came up 
To counsel: Gudurz and Zoarrah came, 
And Feraburz, who ruled the Persian host 
Second, and was the uncle of the King; 
These came and counselled, and then Gudurz said: 
“ Ferood, shame bids us take their challenge up, 
Yet champion have we none to match this youth. 
He has the wild stag’s foot, the lion’s heart; 
But Rustum came last night; aloof he sits 
And sullen, and has pitched his tents apart. 
Him will I seek, and carry to his ear 
The Tartar challenge, and this young man’s name. 
Haply he will forget his wrath, and fight. 
Stand forth the while, and take their challenge up.” 


So spake he; and Ferood stood forth and cried: 
“Old man, be it agreed as thou hast said! 
Let Sohrab arm, and we will find a man.” 


He spake: and Peran-Wisa turned, and strode 
Back through the opening squadrons to his tent. 
But through the anxious Persians Gudurz ran, 
And crossed the camp which lay behind, and reached, 
Out on the sands beyond it, Rustum’s tents. 

Of scarlet cloth they were, and glittering gay, 
Just pitched; the high pavilion in the midst 

Was Rustum’s, and his men lay camped around. 
And Gudurz entered Rustum’s tent, and found 
Rustum; his morning meal was done, but still 
The table stood before him, charged with food — 
A side of roasted sheep, and cakes of bread, 

And dark green melons; and there Rustum sate 
Listless, and held a falcon on his wrist 

And played with it; but Gudurz came and stood 
Before him; and he looked, and saw him stand, 
And with a cry sprang up and dropped the bird, 
And greeted Gudurz with both hands, and said: 
“ Welcome! these eyes could see no better sight. 
What news? but sit down first, and eat and drink.” 
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But Gudurz stood in the tent door, and said: 
“Not now! a time will come to eat and drink, 
But not today; today has other needs. 

The armies are drawn out, and stand at gaze; 

For from the Tartars is a challenge brought 

To pick a champion from the Persian lords 

To fight their champion — and thou know’st his name — 
Sohrab men call him, but his birth is hid. 

O Rustum, like thy might is this young man’s! 

He has the wild stag’s foot, the lion’s heart; 

And he is young, and Iran’s chiefs are old, 

Or else too weak; and all eyes turn to thee. 

Come down and help us, Rustum, or we lose! ” 


He spoke; but Rustum answered with a smile: 
“Go to! if Iran’s chiefs are old, then I 
Am older; if the young are weak, the King 
Errs strangely; for the King, for Kai Khosroo, 
Himself is young, and honors younger men, 
And lets the agéd moulder to their graves. 
Rustum he loves no more, but loves the young — 
The young may rise at Sohrab’s vaunts, not I. 
For what care I, though all speak Sohrab’s fame? 
For would that I myself had such a son, 
And not that one slight helpless girl I have — 
A son so famed, so brave, to send to war, 
And I to tarry with the snow-haired Zal, 
My father, whom the robber Afghans vex, 
And clip his borders short, and drive his herds, 
And he has none to guard his weak old age. 
There would I go, and hang my armor up, 
And with my great name fence that weak old man, 
And spend the goodly treasures I have got, 
And rest my age, and hear of Sohrab’s fame, 
And leave to death the hosts of thankless kings, 
And with these slaughterous hands draw sword no more.” 


He spoke and smiled; and Gudurz made reply: 
“What then, O Rustum, will men say to this, 
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When Sohrab dares our bravest forth, and seeks 
Thee most of all, and thou, whom most he seeks, 
Hidest thy face? Take heed lest men should say: 
Like some old miser, Rustum hoards his fame, 
And shuns to peril it with younger men.” 


And greatly moved, then Rustum made reply: 
“O Gudurz, wherefore dost thou say such words? 
Thou knowest better words than this to say. 
What is one more, one less, obscure or famed, 
Valiant or craven, young or old, to me? 

Are not they mortal, am not I myself? 

But who for men of nought would do great deeds? 
Come, thou shalt see how Rustum hoards his fame! 
But I will fight unknown, and in plain arms; 

Let not men say of Rustum, he was matched 

In single fight with any mortal man.” 


He spoke, and frowned; and Gudurz turned, and ran 
Back quickly through the camp in fear and joy — 
Fear at his wrath, but joy that Rustum came. 
But Rustum strode to his tent-door, and called 
His followers in, and bade them bring his arms, 
And clad himself in steel; the arms he chose 
Were plain, and on his shield was no device, 
Only his helm was rich, inlaid with gold, 
And, from the fluted spine atop, a plume 
Of horsehair waved, a scarlet horsehair plume. 
So armed, he issued forth; and Ruksh, his horse, 
Followed him like a faithful hound at heel — 
Ruksh, whose renown was noised through all the earth, 
The horse whom Rustum on a foray once 
Did in Bokhara by the river find 
A colt beneath its dam, and drove him home, 
And reared him; a bright bay, with lofty crest, 
Dight with a saddle-cloth of broidered green 
Crusted with gold, and on the ground were worked 
All beasts of chase, all beasts which hunters know. 
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So followed, Rustum left his tents, and crossed 
The camp, and to the Persian host appeared. 
And all the Persians knew him, and with shouts 
Hailed; but the Tartars knew not who he was. 
And dear as the wet diver to the eyes 

Of his pale wife who waits and weeps on shore, 
By sandy Bahrein, in the Persian Gulf, 
Plunging all day in the blue waves, at night, 
Having made up his tale of precious pearls, 
Rejoins her in their hut upon the sands — 

So dear to the pale Persians Rustum came. 


And Rustum to the Persian front advanced, 
And Sohrab armed in Haman’s tent, and came. 
And as afield the reapers cut a swath 
Down through the middle of a rich man’s corn, 
And on each side are squares of standing corn, 
And in the midst a stubble, short and bare — 
So on each side were squares of men, with spears 
Bristling, and in the midst, the open sand. 

And Rustum came upon the sand, and cast 
His eyes toward the Tartar tents, and saw 
Sohrab come forth, and eyed him as he came. 


As some rich woman, on a winter’s morn, 
Eyes through her silken curtains the poor drudge 
Who with numb blackened fingers makes her fire — 
At cock-crow, on a starlit winter’s morn, 
When the frost flowers the whitened window-panes — 
And wonders how she- lives, and what the thoughts 
Of that poor drudge may be; so Rustum eyed 
The unknown adventurous youth, who from afar 
Came seeking Rustum, and defying forth 
All the most valiant chiefs; long he perused 
His spirited air, and wondered who he was. 
For very young he seemed, tenderly reared; 
Like some young cypress, tall, and dark, and straight, 
Which in a queen’s secluded garden throws 
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lis slight dark shadow on the moonlit turf, 

By midnight, to a bubbling fountain’s sound — 

So slender Sohrab seemed, so softly reared. 
And a deep pity entered Rustum’s soul oy, oo 
As he beheld him coming; and he stood, A 
And beckoned to him with his hand, and said: 
“QO thou young man,the air of Heaven is soft, 
And warm, and pleasant; but the grave is cold! 
Heaven’s air is better than the cold dead grave. 
Behold me! I am vast, and clad in iron, 

And tried; and I have stood on many a field 

Of blood, and I have fought with many a foe — 
Never was that field lost, or that foe saved. 

O Sohrab, wherefore wilt thou rush on death? 
Be governed! quit the Tartar host, and come 
To Iran, and be as my son to me, 

And fight beneath my banner till I die! 

There are no youths in Iran brave as thou.” 


So he spake, mildly; Sohrab heard his voice, 
The mighty voice of Rustum, and he saw 
His giant figure planted on the sand, 
Sole, like some single tower, which a chief 
Hath builded on the waste in former years 
Against the robbers; and he saw that head, 
Streaked with its first gray hairs — hope filled his soul, 
And he ran forward and embraced his knees, 
And clasped his hand within his own, and said: 
“0, by thy father’s head! by thine own soul! 
Art thou not Rustum? speak! are thou not he?” 


But Rustum eyed askance the kneeling youth, 
And turned away, and spake to his own soul: 
“ Ah me, I muse what this young fox may mean! 
False, wily, boastful, are these Tartar boys. 
For if I now confess this thing he asks, 
And hide it not, but say: Rustum is here! 
He will not yield indeed, not quit our foes, 
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But he will find some pretext not to fight, 

And praise my fame, and proffer courteous gifts, 
A belt or sword perhaps, and go his way. 

And on a feast-tide, in Afrasiab’s hall, 

In Samarcand, he will arise and cry: 

‘TI challenged once, when the two armies camped 
Beside the Oxus, all the Persian lords 

To cope with me in single fight; but they 
Shrank, only Rustum dared; then he and I 
Changed gifts, and went on equal terms away.’ 
So will he speak, perhaps, while men applaud; 
Then were the chiefs of Iran shamed through me.” 


And then he turned, and sternly spake aloud: 
“Rise! wherefore dost thou vainly question thus 
Of Rustum? Iam here, whom thou hast called 
By challenge forth; make good thy vaunt, or yield! 
Is it with Rustum only thou wouldst fight? 
Rash boy, men look on Rustum’s face and flee! 
For well I know that, did great Rustum stand 
Before thy face this day, and were revealed, 
There would be then no talk of fighting more. 
But being what I am, I tell thee this — 

Do thou record it in thine inmost soul: 

Either thou shalt renounce thy vaunt and yield, 
Or else thy bones shall strew this sand, till winds 
Bleach them, or Oxus with his summer-floods, 
Oxus in summer wash them all away.” 


He spoke; and Sohrab answered, on his feet: 
“ Art thou so fierce? Thou wilt not fright me so! 
I am no girl, to be made pale by words. 
Yet this thou hast said well, did Rustum stand 
Here on this field, there were no fighting then. 
But Rustum is far hence, and we stand here. 
Begin! thou art more vast, more dread than I, 
And thou art proved, I know, and I am young — 
_But yet success sways with the breath of Heaven. 
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And though thou thinkest that thou knowest sure 
Thy victory, yet thou canst not surely know. 

For we are all, like swimmers in the sea, 

Poised on the top of a huge wave of fate, 

Which hangs uncertain to which side to fall. 

And whether it will heave us up to land, 

Or whether it will roll-us out to sea, 

‘Back out to sea, to the deep waves of death, 


We know not, and no search will make us know; 
Only nly the event will teach us in its hour.” 


He spoke, and Rustum answered not, but hurled 
His spear; down from the shoulder, down it came, 
As on some partridge in the corn a hawk, 
That long has towered in the airy clouds, 
Drops like a plummet; Sohrab saw it come, 
And sprang aside, quick as a flash; the spear 
Hissed, and went quivering down into the sand, 
Which it sent flying wide; then Sohrab threw 
In turn, and full struck Rustum’s shield; sharp rang, 
The iron plates rang sharp, but turned the spear. 
And Rustum seized his club, which none but he 
Could wield; an unlopped trunk it was, and huge, 
Still rough —like those which men in treeless plains 
To build them boats fish from the flooded rivers, 
Hyphasis or Hydaspes, when, high up 
By their dark springs, the wind in winter-time 
Hath made in Himalayan forests wrack, 
And strewn the channels with torn boughs — so huge 
The club which Rustum lifted now, and struck 
One stroke; but again Sohrab sprang aside, 
Lithe as the glancing snake, and the club came 
Thundering to earth, and leapt from Rustum’s hand. 
And Rustum followed his own blow, and fell 
To his knees, and with his fingers clutched the sand; 
And now might Sohrab have unsheathed his sword, 
And pierced the mighty Rustum while he lay’ 
Dizzy, and on his knees, and choked with sand; 
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But he looked on, and smiled, nor bared his sword, 
But courteously drew back, and spoke, and said: 
“Thou strik’st too hard! that club of thine will float 
Upon the summer-floods, and not my bones. 

But rise, and be not wroth! not wroth am I; 

No, when I see thee, wrath forsakes my soul. 

Thou say’st, thou are not Rustum; be it so! 

Who art thou then, that canst so touch my soul? 

Boy as I am, I have seen battles too — 

Have waded foremost in their bloody waves, 

And heard their hollow roar of dying men; 

But never was my heart thus touched before. 

Are they from Heaven, these softenings of the heart? 
O thou old warrior, let us yield to Heaven! 

Come, plant we here in earth our angry spears, 

And make a truce, and sit upon this sand, 

And pledge each other in red wine, like friends, 

And thou shalt talk to me of Rustum’s deeds. 

There are enough foes in the Persian host, 

Whom I may meet, and strike, and feel no pang; 
Champions enough Afrasiab has, whom thou 

Mayst fight; fight them, when they confront thy spear! 
But oh, let there be peace ’twixt thee and me! ” 


He ceased, but while he spake, Rustum had risen, 
And stood erect, trembling with rage; his club 
He left to lie, but had regained his spear, 
Whose fiery point now in his mailed right hand 
Blazed bright and baleful, like that autumn-star, 
The baleful sign of fevers; dust had soiled 
His stately crest, and dimmed his glittering arms. 
His breast heaved, his lips foamed, and twice his voice 
Was choked with rage; at last these words broke way: 
“Girl! nimble with thy feet, not with thy hands! 
Curled minion, dancer, coiner of sweet words! 
Fight, let me hear thy hateful voice no more! 
Thou art not in Afrasiab’s gardens now 
With Tartar girls, with whom thou art wont to dance; 


POEMS 463 


But on the Oxus-sands, and in the dance 

Of battle, and with me, who make no play 

Of war; I fight it out, and hand to hand. 

Speak not to me of truce, and pledge, and wine! 
Remember all thy valor; try thy feints 

And cunning! all the pity I had is gone; 

Because thou hast shamed me before both the hosts 
With thy light skipping tricks, and thy girl’s wiles.” 


He spoke, and Sohrab kindled at his taunts, 
And he too drew his sword; at once they rushed 
Together, as two eagles on one prey 
Come rushing down together from the clouds, 
One from the east, one from the west; their shields 
Dashed with a clang together, and a din 
Rose, such as that the sinewy wood-cutters 
Make often in the forest’s heart at morn, 
Of hewing axes, crashing trees — such blows 
Rustum and Sohrab on each other hailed. 
And you would say that sun and stars took part 
In that unnatural conflict; for a cloud 
Grew suddenly in Heaven, and darked the sun 
Over the fighters’ heads; and a wind rose 
Under their feet, and moaning swept the plain, 
And in a sandy whirlwind wrapped the pair. 
In gloom the twain were wrapped, and they alone; 
For both the on-looking hosts on either hand 
Stood in broad daylight, and the sky was pure, 
And the sun sparkled on the Oxus stream, 
But in the gloom they fought, with bloodshot eyes 
And laboring breath; first Rustum struck the shield 
Which Sohrab held stiff out; the steel-spiked spear 
Rent the tough plates, but failed to reach the skin, 
And Rustum plucked it back with angry groan. 
Then Sohrab with his sword smote Rustum’s helm, 
Nor clove its steel quite through; but all the crest 
He shore away, and that proud horsehair plume, 
Never till now defiled, sank to the dust; 
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And Rustum bowed his head; but then the gloom 
Grew blacker, thunder rumbled in the air, 

And lightnings rent the cloud; and Ruksh, the horse, 
Who stood at hand, uttered a dreadful cry; 

No horse’s cry was that, most like the roar 

Of some pained desert-lion, who all day 

Hath trailed the hunter’s javelin in his side, 

And comes at night to die upon the sand. 

The two hosts heard that cry, and quaked for fear, 
And Oxus curdled as it crossed his stream. 

But Sohrab heard, and quailed not, but rushed on, 
And struck again; and again Rustum bowed 

His head; but this time all the blade, like glass, 
Sprang in a thousand shivers on the helm, 

And in the hand the hilt remained alone. 

Then Rustum raised his head; his dreadful eyes 
Glared, and he shook on high his menacing spear, 
And shouted: Rustum!—Sohrab heard that shout, 
And shrank amazed; back he recoiled one step, 

And scanned with blinking eyes the advancing form; 
And then he stood bewildered; and he dropped 

His covering shield, and the spear pierced his side. 
He reeled, and staggering back, sank to the ground, 
And then the gloom dispersed, and the wind fell, 
And the bright sun broke forth, and melted all 

The cloud; and the two armies saw the pair— 

Saw Rustum standing, safe upon his feet, 

And Sohrab, wounded, on the bloody sand. 


Then, with a bitter smile, Rustum began: 
“Sohrab, thou thoughtest in thy mind to kill 
A Persian lord this day, and strip his corpse, 
And bear thy trophies to Afrasiab’s tent. 
Or else that the great Rustum would come down 
Himself to fight, and that thy wiles would move 
His heart to take a gift, and let thee go. 
And then that all the Tartar host would praise 
Thy courage or thy craft, and spread thy fame, 
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To glad thy father in his weak old age. 

Fool, thou art slain, and by an unknown man! 
Dearer to the red jackals shalt thou be 

Than to thy friends, and to thy father old.” 


And, with a fearless mien, Sohrab replied: 
“Unknown thou art;-yet thy fierce vaunt is vain. 
Thou dost not slay me, proud and boastful man! 
No! Rustum slays me, and this filial heart. 

For were I matched with ten such men as thee, 
And I were that which till today I was, 

They should be lying here, I standing there, 

But that beloved name unnerved my arm — 
That name, and something, I confess, in thee, 
Which troubles all my heart, and made my shield 
Fall; and thy spear transfixed an unarmed foe. 
And now thou boastest, and insult’st my fate. 
But hear thou this, fierce man, tremble to hear 
The mighty Rustum shall avenge my death! 
My father, whom I seek through all the world, 
He shall avenge my death, and punish thee! ” 


As when some hunter in the spring hath found 
A breeding eagle sitting on her nest, 
Upon the craggy isle of a hill-lake, 
And pierced her with an arrow as she rose, 
And followed her to find her where she fell 
Far off; anon her mate comes winging back 
From hunting, and a great way off descries 
His huddling young left sole; at that, he checks 
His pinion, and with short uneasy sweeps 
Circles above his eyry, with loud screams 
Chiding his mate back to her nest; but she 
Lies dying, with the arrow in her side, 
In some far stony gorge out of his ken, 
A heap of fluttering feathers — never more 
Shall the lake glass her, flying over it; 
Never the black and dripping precipices 
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Echo her stormy scream as she sails by — 

As that poor bird flies home, nor knows his loss, 
So Rustum knew not his own loss, but stood 
Over his dying son, and knew him not. 


But, with a cold incredulous voice, he said: 
“ What prate is this of fathers and revenge? 
The mighty Rustum never had a son.” 


And, with a failing voice, Sohrab replied: 
“ Ah yes, he had! and that lost son am I. 
Surely the news will one day reach his ear, 
Reach Rustum, where he sits, and tarries long, 
Somewhere, I know not where, but far from here, 
And pierce him like a stab, and make him leap 
To arms, and cry for vengeance upon thee. 
Fierce man, bethink thee, for an only son! 
What will that grief, what will that vengeance be? 
Oh, could I live, till that grief had seen! 
Yet him I pity not so much, but her, 
My mother, who in Ader-baijan dwells 
With that old king, her father, who grows gray 
With age, and rules over the valiant Koords. 
Her most I pity, who no more will see 
Sohrab returning from the Tartar camp, 
With spoils and honor, when the war is done. 
But a dark rumor will be bruited up, 
From tribe to tribe, until it reach her ear; 
And then will that defenceless woman learn 
That Sohrab will rejoice her sight no more. 
But that in battle with a nameless foe, 
By the far-distant Oxus, he is slain.” 


He spoke; and as he ceased, he wept aloud, 
Thinking of her he left, and his own death. 
He spoke; but Rustum listened, plunged in thought. 
Nor did he yet believe it was his son 
Who spoke, although he called back names he knew; 
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For he had had sure tidings that the babe, 

Which was in Ader-baijan born to him, 

Had been a puny girl, no boy at all — 

So that sad mother sent him word, for fear 

Rustum should seek the boy, to train in arms, 

And so he deemed that either Sohrab took, 

By a false boast, the style of Rustum’s son; 

Or that men gave it him, to swell his fame. 

So deemed he; yet he listened, plunged in thought 

And his soul set to grief, as the vast tide 

Of the bright rocking ocean sets to shore 

At the full moon; tears gathered in his eyes; 

For he remembered his own early youth, 

And all its bounding rapture; as, at dawn, 

The shepherd from his mountain-lodge descries 

A far, bright city, smitten by the sun, 

Through many rolling clouds —so Rustum saw 

His youth; saw Sohrab’s mother, in her bloom; 

And that old king, her father, who loved well 

His wandering guest, and gave him his fair child 

With joy; and all the pleasant life they led, 

They three, in that long-distant summer-time — 

The castle, and the dewy woods, and hunt 

And hound, and morn on those delightful hills 

In Ader-baijan. And he saw that youth, 

Of age and looks to be his own dear son, 

Piteous and lovely, lying on the sand, 

Like some rich hyacinth which by the scythe 

Of an unskilful gardener has been cut, 

Mowing the garden grass-plots near its bed, 

And lies, a fragrant tower of purple bloom, 

On the mown, dying grass—so Sohrab lay, 

Lovely in death, upon the common sand. 

And Rustum gazed on him with grief, and said: 
“© Sohrab, thou indeed art such a son 

Whom Rustum, wert thou his, might well have loved. 

Yet here thou errest, Sohrab, or else men 

Have told thee false — thou art not Rustum’s son. 
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For Rustum had no son; one child he had — 

But one —a girl; who with her mother now 

Plies some light female task, nor dreams of us — 

Of us she dreams not, nor of wounds, nor war.” 
But Sohrab answered him in wrath; for now 

The anguish of the deep-fixed spear grew fierce, 

And he desired to draw forth the steel, 

And let the blood flow free, and so to die— 

But first he would convince his stubborn foe; 

And, rising sternly on one arm, he said: 

“Man, who art thou who dost deny my words? 

Truth sits upon the lips of dying men, 

And falsehood, while I lived, was fir from mine. 

I tell thee, pricked upon this arm I bear 

That seal which Rustum to my mother gave, 

That she might prick it on the babe she bore.” 


He spoke; and all the blood left Rustum’s cheeks, 
And his knees tottered, and he smote his hand 
Against his breast, his heavy mailéd hand, 

That the hard iron corslet clanked aloud; 

And to his heart he pressed the other hand, 
And in a hollow voice he spake, and said: 
“Sohrab, that were a proof which could not lie! 
If thou show this, then art thou Rustum’s son.” 


Then, with weak hasty fingers, Sohrab loosed 
His belt, and near the shoulder bared his arm, 
And showed a sign in faint vermilion points 
Pricked; as a cunning workman, in Pekin, 

Pricks with vermilion some clear porcelain vase, 
An emperor’s gift— at early morn he paints, 

And all day long, and, when night comes, the lamp 
Lights up his studious forehead and thin hands — 
So delicately pricked the sign appeared 

On Sohrab’s arm, the sign of Rustum’s seal. 

It was that griffin, which of old reared Zal, 
Rustum’s great father, whom they left to die, 
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A helpless babe, among the mountain-rocks;: 
Him that kind creature found, and reared, and loved — 
Then Rustum took it for his glorious sign. 

And Sohrab bared that image on his arm, 

And himself scanned it long with mournful eyes, 

And then he touched it with his hand and said: 

“ How say’st thou? Is that sign the proper sign 

Of Rustum’s son, or of some other man’s? ” 


He spoke; but Rustum gazed, and gazed, and stood 
Speechless; and then he uttered one sharp cry: 
O boy — thy father! —and his voice choked there. 
And then a dark cloud passed before his eyes, 
And his head swam, and he sank down to earth. 
But Sohrab crawled to where he lay, and cast 
His arms about his neck, and kissed his lips, 
And with fond faltering fingers stroked his cheeks, 
Trying to call him back to life; and life 
Came back to Rustum, and he oped his eyes, 
And they stood wide with horror; and he seized 
In both his hands the dust which lay around, 
And threw it on his head, and smirched his hair — 
His hair, and face, and beard, and glittering arms; 
And strong convulsive groanings shook his breast, 
And his sobs choked him; and he clutched his sword, 
To draw it, and for ever let life out. 
But Sohrab saw his thought, and held his hands, 
And with a soothing voice he spake, and said: 
“Father, forbear! for I but meet today 
The doom which at my birth was written down 
In Heaven, and thou art Heaven’s unconscious hand. 
Surely my heart cried out that it was thou, 
When first I saw thee; and thy heart spoke too, 
I know it! but fate trod these promptings down 
Under its iron heel; fate, fate engaged 
The strife, and hurled me on my father’s spear. 
But let us speak no more of this! I find 
My father; let me feel that I have found! 
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Come, sit beside me on this sand, and take 

My head betwixt thy hands, and kiss my cheeks, 
And wash them with thy tears, and say: My son! 
Quick! quick! for numbered are my sands of life, 
And swift; for like the lightning to this field 

I came, and like the wind I go away — 

Sudden, and swift, and like a passing wind. 

But it was writ in Heaven that this should be.” 


So said he, and his voice released the heart 
Of Rustum, and his tears broke forth; he cast 
His arms round his son’s neck, and wept aloud, 
And kissed him. And awe fell on both the hosts, 
When they saw Rustum’s grief; and Ruksh, the horse, 
With his head bowing to the ground and mane 
Sweeping the dust, came near, and in mute woe 
First to the one, then to the other moved 
His head, as if inquiring what their grief 
Might mean; and from his dark, compassionate eyes, 
The big warm tears rolled down, and caked the sand. 
But Rustum chid him with stern voice, and said: 
“ Ruksh, now thou grievest; but, O Ruksh, thy feet 
Should first have rotted on their nimble joints, 
Or e’re they brought thy master to this field! ” 


But Sohrab looked upon the horse and said: 
“Ts this, then, Ruksh? How often, in past days, 
My mother told me of thee, thou brave steed, 
My terrible father’s terrible horse! and said, 
That I should one day find thy lord and thee. 
Come, let me lay my hand upon thy mane! 

O Ruksh, thou art more fortunate than I; 

For thou hast gone where I shall never go, 

And snuffed the breezes of my father’s home, 
And thou hast trod the sands of Seistan, 

And seen the River of Helmund, and the Lake 
Of Zirrah; and the agéd Zal himself 

Has often stroked thy neck, and given thee food. 
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Corn in a golden platter soaked with wine, 

And said: O Ruksh! bear Rustum well! —but I 
Have never known my grandsire’s furrowed face, 
Nor seen his lofty house in Seistan, 

Nor slaked my thirst at the clear Helmund stream; 
But lodged among my father’s foes, and seen 
Afrasiab’s cities only, Samarcand, 

Bokhara, and lone Khiva in the waste, 

And the black Toorkmun tents; and only drunk 
The desert rivers, Moorghab and Tejend, 

Kohib, and where the Kalmuks feed their sheep, 
The northern Sir; and this great Oxus stream, 
The yellow Oxus, by whose brink I die.” 


Then with a heavy groan, Rustum bewailed: 
“Oh, that its waves were flowing over me! 
Oh, that I saw its grains of yellow silt 
Roll tumbling in the current o’er my head! ” 


But, with a grave mild voice, Sohrab replied: 
“ Desire not that, my father! thou must live. 
For some are born to do great deeds, and live, 
As some are born to be obscured, and die. 
Do thou the deeds I die too young to do, 
And reap a second glory in thine age; 
Thou art my father, and thy gain is mine. 
But come! thou seest this great host of men 
Which follow me; I pray thee, slay not these! 
Let me entreat for them; what have they done? 
They followed me, my hope, my fame, my star. 
Let them all cross the Oxus back in peace. 
But me thou must bear hence, not send with them, 
But carry me with thee to Seistan, 
And place me on a bed, and mourn for me, 
Thou, and the snow-haired Zal, and all thy friends. 
And thou must lay me in that lovely earth, 
And heap a stately mound above my bones, 
And plant a far-seen pillar over all, 
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That so the passing horseman on the waste 
May see my tomb a great way off, and cry: 
Sohrab, the mighty Rustum’s son, lies there, 
Whom his great father did in ignorance kill! 
And I be not forgotten in my grave.” 


And, with a mournful voice, Rustum replied: 
“Fear not, as thou hast said, Sohrab, my son, 
So shall it be; for I will burn my tents, 
And quit the host, and bear thee hence with me, 
And carry thee away to Seistan, 
And place thee on a bed, and mourn for thee, 
With the snow-headed Zal, and all my friends, 
And I will lay thee in that lovely earth, 
And heap a stately mound above thy bones, 
And plant a far-seen pillar over all, 
And men shall not forget thee in thy grave. 
And I will spare thy host; yea, let them go! 
Let them all cross the Oxus back in peace! 
What should I do with slaying any more? 
For would that all that I have ever slain 
Might be once more alive; my bitterest foes, 
And they who were called champions in their time, 
And through whose death I won that fame I have — 
And I were nothing but a common man, 
A poor, mean soldier, and without renown, 
So thou mightest live too, my son, my son! 
Or rather would that I, even I myself, 
Might now be lying on this bloody sand, 
Near death, and by an ignorant stroke of thine, 
Not thou of mine! and I might die, not thou; 
And I, not thou, be borne to Seistan; 
And Zal might weep above my grave, not thine; 
And say: O son, I weep thee not too sore, 
For willingly, I know, thou met’st thine end! 
But now in blood and battles was my youth, 
And full of blood and battles is my age, 
And I shall never end this life of blood.” 
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Then, at the point of death, Sohrab replied: 
“A hie of blood indeed, thou dreadful man! 
But thou shalt yet have peace; only not now, 
Not yet! but thou shalt have it on that day, 
When thou shalt sail in a high-masted ship, 
Thou and the other peers of Kai Khosroo, 
Returning home over the salt blue sea, 

From laying thy dear master in his grave.” 


And Rustum gazed in Sohrab’s face, and said: 
“Soon be that day, my son, and deep that sea! 
Till then, if fate so wills, let me endure.” 


He spoke; and Sohrab smiled on him, and took 
The spear, and drew it from his side, and eased 
His wound’s imperious anguish; but the blood 
Came welling from the open gash, and life 
Flowed with the stream: all down his cold white side 
The crimson torrent ran, dim now and soiled, 
Like the soiled tissue of white violets 
Left, freshly gathered, on the native bank, 

By children whom their nurses call with haste 
Indoors from the sun’s eye; his head drooped low, 
His limbs grew slack; motionless, white, he lay — 
White, with eyes closed; only when heavy gasps, 
Deep heavy gasps quivering through all his frame, 
Convulsed him back to life, he opened them, 

And fixed them feebly on his father’s face; 

Till now all strength was ebbed, and from his limbs, 
Unwillingly the spirit fled away, 

Regretting the warm mansion which it left; ° 

And youth, and bloom, and this delightful world. 

So, on the bloody sand, Sohrab lay dead; 

And the great Rustum drew his horseman’s cloak 
Down o’er his face, and sate by his dead son. 
As those black granite pillars, once high-reared 
By Jemshid in Persepolis, to bear 
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His house, now ’mid their broken flights of steps 
Lie prone, enormous, down the mountain side — 
So in the sand lay Rustum by his son. 


And night came down over the solemn waste, 
And the two gazing hosts, and that sole pair, 
And darkened all; and a cold fog, with night, 
Crept from the Oxus. Soon a hum arose, 
As of a great assembly loosed, and fires 
Began to twinkle through the fog; for now 
Both armies moved to camp, and took their meal; 
The Persians took it on the open sands 
Southward, the Tartars by the river marge; 
And Rustum and his son were left alone. _ 


But the majestic river floated on, 
Out of the mist and hum of that low land, 
Into the frosty starlight, and there moved, 
Rejoicing, through the hushed Chorasmian waste, 
Under the solitary moon — he flowed 
Right for the polar star, past Orgunjé, 
Brimming, and bright, and large; then sands began 
To hem his watery march, and dam his streams, 
And split his currents; that for many a league 
The shorn and parcelled Oxus strains along 
Through beds of sand and matted rushy isles — 
Oxus, forgetting the bright speed he had 
In his high mountain-cradle in Pamere, 
A foiled circuitous wanderer — till at last 
The longed-for dash of waves is heard, and wide 
His luminous home of waters opens, bright 
And tranquil, from whose floor the new-bathed stars 
Emerge, and shine upon the Aral Sea. 
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